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Alexandre Dumas, the Elder, was born at Villers-Cotterets, 
France, on 24 July 1803, spent his early years in poverty, 
and in 1823 went to Paris, after which he commenced 
writing. He died at Puys on 5 December 1870. 

He produced an astonishing number of novels and plays. 
His chief novels are The Three Musketeers (1844), The 
Count of Monte-Cristo (1844), Twenty Years After 
(1845), Marguerite de Valois (1847), The Queen’s 
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CHAPTER I. 
THE THREE GIFTS OF M. D’ARTAGNAN THE ELDER. 


Oe the first Monday of the month of April 1625 the 
bourg of Meung, in which the author of the ‘‘ Romance 
of the Rose” was born, appeared to be in as complete a 
state of revolution as if the Huguenots had come to make 
a second Rochelle of it. Many citizens, seeing the women 
flying towards the main street, hearing the children crying 
at the open doors, hastened to don the cuirass, and sup- 
porting their somewhat uncertain courage with a musket or 
a partisan, directed their steps towards the hostelry of the 
Jolly Miller, before which was gathered a compact and 
rapidly-increasing group, vociferous and full of curiosity. 

In those times panics were common, and but few days 
passed without some city or other recording in its archives 
an event of this kind. There were/nobles, who made war 
against one another; there was the king, who made war 
against the cardinal ; there was the Spaniard, who made war 
against the king. Then in addition to these concealed or 
public, secret or open wars, there were robbers, mendicants, 
Huguenots, wolves, and lackeys, who made war upon every- 
body. The citizens were always in arms against thieves, 
wolves, or lackeys, often against nobles or Huguenots, 
sometimes against the king, but never against the cardinal 
or Spain. The result, therefore, of this habit was, that 
on the aforesaid first Monday of the month of April 1625 
the citizens, hearing the clamour, and seeing neither the red 
and yellow standard not the livery of the Duc de Richelieu, 
rushed toward the hostelry of the Jolly Miller. 
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On reaching there the cause of this hubbub was apparent 
to all. 

A young man—let us outline his portrait with a stroke of the 
pen. Imagine Don Quixote at eighteen ; Don Quixote with- 
out his corselet, without his coat of mail, without his cuisses ; 
Don Quixote clothed in a woollen doublet, the blue colour of 
which had faded into a nameless shade between lees of wine 
and a heavenly azure; face long and brown; high cheek- 
bones, indicating craftiness ; the maxillary muscles enor- 
mously developed, an infallible sign by which a Gascon may 
always be detected, even without his cap—and our young 
man wore a cap ornamented with a kind of feather; his 
eye open and intelligent ; his nose hooked, but finely chis- 
elled. Too big for a youth, too small for a grown man, an 
experienced eye might have taken him for a farmer’s son 
upon a journey, had it not been for the long sword, which, 
dangling from a leathern baldric, hit against its owner’s 
calves as he walked, and against his steed’s rough side when 
he was on horseback. 

For our young man had a steed, which was the observed of 
all observers. It was a Béarn pony, from twelve to fourteen 
years old, with yellow coat, not a hair in his tail, but not 
without wind-galls on his legs, which, though going with his 
head lower than his knees, rendering a martingale quite 
unnecessary, contrived, nevertheless, to perform his eight 
leagues a day. Unfortunately, the qualities of this horse 
were so well concealed under his strangely-coloured hide and 
his unaccountable gait, that at a time when everybody was 
a connoisseur in horseflesh the appearance of the said pony 
at Meung, which place he had entered about a quarter of an 
hour before by the gate of Beaugency, produced an un- 
favourable feeling that extended to his master. 

And this feeling was the more painful to young D’Artagnan 
—for so was the Don Quixote of this second Rosinante 
named—because he was conscious himself of the ridiculous 
appearance he made on such a steed, good horseman as he 
was. He had sighed deeply, therefore, when accepting the 
gift of the pony from M. d’Artagnan the elder. He was not 
ignorant that such a beast was worth at least twenty pounds ; 
and the words which accompanied the gift were above all 

rice. 
Fes My son,” said the old Gascon nobleman, in that pure 
Béarn patois of which Henry IV. was never able to rid him- 
selfi—‘‘my. son, this horse was born in your father’s house 
about thirteen years ago, and has remained in it ever since, 


LE 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 3 


which ought to make you love it. Never sell it—allow it to 
die tranquilly and honourably of old age ; and if you make a 
campaign with it, take as much care of it as you would of 
an oldservant. Atcourt, provided you ever have the honour 
to go there,” continued M. d’Artagnan the elder, ‘ an honour 
to which, remember, your ancient nobility gives you the 
right, sustain worthily your name of gentleman, which has 
been worthily borne by your ancestors for more than five 
hundred years, both for your own sake and for those who 
belong to you. By the latter I mean your relatives and 
friends. Endure nothing from any one except the cardinal 
and the king. Itis by his courage, you understand, by his 
courage alone, that a gentleman makes his way to-day. 
Whoever trembles for a second perhaps allows the bait to 
escape which during that exact second fortune held out 
to him. You are young: you ought to be brave for two 
reasons ; the first is that you are a Gascon, and the second 
is that you are my son. Never fear quarrels, but seek ad- 
ventures. I have taught you how to handle a sword; you 
have sinews of iron, a wrist of steel. Fight on all occasions ; 
fight the more because duels are forbidden, since, conse- 
quently, there is twice as much courage in fighting. I have 
nothing to give you, my son, but fifteen crowns, my horse, 
_and the counsels you have just heard. Your mother will add 
to them a recipe for a certain balsam, which she got from a 
gypsy, and which has the miraculous virtue of curing all 
wounds that do not reach the heart. Take advantage of 
all, and live happily and long. I have but one more word to 
add, and that is to propose an example to you—not mine, 
for I myself have never appeared at court, and have only 
taken part in religious wars as a volunteer; I speak of M. 
de Tréville, who was formerly my neighbour, and who had 
the honour to be, as a child, the playfellow of our king, 
Louis XIII., whom God preserve! Sometimes their play 
degenerated into battles, and in these battles the king was 
not always the stronger. The blows which he received from 
him caused him to entertain great esteem and friendship for 
M: de Tréville.. Afterwards, M. de Tréville fought with 
others: during his first journey to Paris, five times ; from 
the death of the late king to the majority of the young one, 
without reckoning wars and sieges, seven times ; and from 
that majority up to the present day, a hundred times per- 
haps! So that in spite of edicts, ordinances, and decrees, 
behold him captain of the musketeers—that is to say, leader 
of a legion of Caesars, whom the king holds in great esteem, 
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and whom the cardinal dreads—he who dreads little, as 

every one knows. Moreover, M. de Tréville gains ten thou- 

sand crowns a year; he is, therefore, a very great noble. 

He began as you begin; go to him with this letter, and 

pe him your model, in order that you may do as he has 
one. 

Upon which M. d’Artagnan the elder girded his own sword 
round his son, kissed him tenderly on both cheeks, and gave 
him his blessing. 

On leaving the paternal chamber the young man found his 
mother, who was waiting for him with the famous recipe, the 
use of which would be so frequently necessitated by the coun- 
sels we have just related. The farewells were, on this side, 
longer and more tender than they had been on the other ; not 
that M. d’Artagnan did not love his son, who was his only off- 
spring, but M. d’Artagnan was a man, and he would have 
considered it unworthy of a man to give way to his feelings ; 
whereas Madame d’Artagnan was a woman, and, moreover, 
amother. She wept profusely, and, let us tell it in praise of 
M. d’Artagnan the younger, notwithstanding the efforts he 
made to be as firm as a future musketeer ought to be, nature 
prevailed, and he shed many tears, half of which he had 
great difficulty in concealing. 

The same day the young man set forward on his journey, 
provided with the three paternal gifts, which consisted, as 
we have said, of fifteen crowns, the horse, and the letter for 
M. de Tréville, the counsels, as may be supposed, being 
thrown into the bargain. 

With such a vade mecum D’Artagnan was, morally and 
physically, an exact copy of the hero of Cervantes, to whom 
we so happily compared him when our duty as an historian 
placed us under the necessity of sketching his portrait. Don 
Quixote took windmills for giants and sheep for armies ; 
D’Artagnan took every smile for an insult and every look 
as a provocation, the result of which was that from Tarbes 
to Meung his fist was constantly doubled, and his hand, on 
the average, ten times a day on the hilt of his sword ; and 
yet the fist did not descend upon any jaw, nor did the sword 
issue from its scabbard. It was not that the sight of the 
wretched pony did not excite numerous smiles on the counte- 
nances of passers-by ; but as against the side of this pony 
rattled a sword of respectable length, and as over this sword 
gleamed an eye rather ferocious than haughty, these said 
passers-by repressed their hilarity, or if hilarity prevailed 
over prudence, they endeavoured to laugh only on one side, 
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like the masks of the ancients. D’Artagnan, then, remained 
majestic and intact in his susceptibility till he came to this 
unlucky city of Meung. 

But there, as he was alighting from his horse at the gate of 
the Jolly Miller, without any one—host, waiter, or hostler— 
coming to hold his stirrup or take his horse, D’Artagnan 
spied, through an open window on the ground floor, a man 
of fine figure and lofty bearing, but of rather grim counte- 
nance, talking with two persons who appeared to listen to 
him most respectfully. D’Artagnan fancied, as was natural 
for him to do, that he himself must be the object of their 
conversation, and listened. This time D’Artagnan was only 
in part mistaken: he himself was not the subject of remark, 
but his horse was. The gentleman appeared to be enumer- 
ating all his qualities to his auditors, and, as I have said, 
the auditors seeming to have great deference for the nar- 
rator, they every moment burst into fits of laughter. Now, 
as a half-smile was sufficient to awaken the irascibility of 
the young man, the effect produced upon him by this vocif- 
erous mirth may be easilv imagined. 

Nevertheless, D’Artagnan was desirous of examining the 
appearance of this impertinent personage who was laughing 
at him. He fixed his haughty eye upon the stranger, and 
perceived a man of from forty to forty-five years of age, with 
black and piercing eyes, a pale complexion, a strongly-marked 
nose, and a black and well-shaped moustache. He was 
dressed in a doublet and hose of violet colour, with aiguil- 
lettes of the same, without any other ornaments than the 
customary slashes through which the shirt appeared. This 
doublet and hose, though new, looked creased, as garments 
do which have been long packed in a travelling-bag. D’Ar- 
tagnan noticed all this with the rapidity of a most minute 
observer, and doubtless from an instinctive feeling that this 
unknown was destined to have a great influence over his 
future life. | 

Now, as at the moment in which D’Artagnan fixed his eyes 
upon the man in the violet doublet the man made one of 
his most knowing and profound remarks respecting the 
Béarnese pony, his two auditors burst out laughing, and he 
himself, though contrary to his custom, suffered a pale 
smile (if I may be allowed to use such an expression) to 
stray over his countenance. This time there could be no 
doubt: D’Artagnan was really insulted, Full, then, of this 
conviction, he pulled his cap down over his eyes, and en- 
deavouring to copy some of the court airs he had picked 
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up in Gascony among young travelling nobles, he advanced, 
with one hand on the hilt of his sword and the other resting 
on his hip. Unfortunately, as he advanced his anger in- 
creased at every step, and instead of the proper and lofty 
speech he had prepared as a prelude to his challenge, he 
found nothing at the tip of his tongue but a gross person- 
ality, which he accompanied with a furious gesture. 

“I say, sir—you, sir, who are hiding yourself behind that 
shutter—yes, you, sir, tell me what you are laughing at, 
and we will laugh together ! ” 

The man withdrew his eyes slowly from the nag to his 
rider, as if he required some time to ascertain whether it 
could be to him that such strange reproaches were addressed ; 
then, when he could no longer entertain any doubt of the 
matter, his eyebrows bent slightly, and after quite a long 
pause, with an accent of irony and insolence impossible to 
be described, he replied to D’Artagnan,— 

‘I was not speaking to you, sir ! ” 

“But I am speaking to you!” replied the young man, 
exasperated by this mixture of insolence and good man- 
ners, of politeness and scorn. 

The unknown looked at him for a moment longer with his 
faint smile, and retiring from the window, came out of the 
hostelry with a slow step, and placed himself before the 
horse within two paces of D’Artagnan. His quiet manner 
and the ironical expression of his countenance redoubled 
the mirth of those with whom he had been talking, and who 
still remained at the window. 

D’Artagnan, seeing him approach, drew his sword a foot 
out of the scabbard. 

‘ This horse is decidedly, or rather has been in his youth, a 
buttercup,” resumed the unknown, continuing the remarks he 
had begun, and addressing himself to his auditors at the 
window, without seeming in any way to notice the ex- 
asperation of D’Artagnan, who, however, remained stiffly 
standing between them. ‘It is a colour very well known 
in botany, but till the present time very rare among 
horses.” 

“There are people who laugh at a horse that would not 
dare to laugh at the master of it,” cried furiously the emu- 
lator of Tréville. 

“T do not often laugh, sir,” replied the unknown, “as 
you may perceive by the expression of my face; but never- 
theless I insist upon retaining the privilege of laughing 
when I please.” 
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“ And I,” cried D’Artagnan, ‘ will allow no man to laugh 
when it displeases me !”’ 

“ Indeed, sir,” continued the unknown, more quietly than 
ever. ‘‘ Well, that is perfectly right ! ” and turning on his 
heel was about to re-enter the hostelry by the front gate, 
under which D’Artagnan as he came up had observed a 
saddled horse standing. 

But D’Artagnan was not the person thus to allow a man 
to escape him who had once had the insolence to laugh at 
him. He drew his sword entirely from the scabbard, and 
followed him, crying,— 

“Turn, turn, Master Joker, lest I strike you from be- 
ind ! LE 

“ Strike me!” said the other, turning sharply round and 
surveying the young man with as much astonishment as 


contempt. ‘Come, come, my good fellow, you must be 
mad!” Then ina suppressed tone, as if speaking to him- 
self, “This is annoying, continued he. ‘ What a god- 


send this would be for his Majesty, who is seeking every- 
where for bravoes to recruit his musketeers ! ”? 

He had scarcely finished when D’Artagnan made such a 
furious lunge at him that if he had not sprung nimbly back- 
ward it is probable that he would have jested for the last 
time. The unknown then, perceiving that the matter was 
going beyond a joke, drew his sword, saluted his adversary, 
and gravely placed himself on guard. But at the same mo- 
ment his two auditors, accompanied by the host, fell upor 
D’Artagnan with sticks, shovels, and tongs. This caused so 
rapid and complete a diversion to the attack that D’Artag- 
nan’s adversary, while the latter was turning round to face 
this shower of blows, sheathed his sword with the same pre- 
cision as before, and from an actor, which he had nearly been, 
became a spectator of the fight, a r6/e in which he acquitted 
himself with his usual impassibility, muttering, neverthe- 
less,— 

“A plague upon these Gascons! Put him on his yellow 
horse again and let him begone ! ” 

“Not before I have killed you, poltroon!” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan, showing the best front possible, and never falling 
back one step before his three assailants, who continued 
to shower their blows upon him. 

“Another gasconade!”’ murmured the gentleman. ‘By 
my honour, these Gascons are incorrigible! Keep up the 
dance, then, since he will have it so. When he is tired, he 
will say that he has enough of it.” 
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But the unknown did not yet know the headstrong per- 
sonage he had to deal with; D’Artagnan was not the man 
ever to cry for quarter. The fight was therefore prolonged 
for some seconds ; but at length D’Artagnan, worn out, let 
fall his sword, which was struck from his hand by the blow 
of a stick and broken in two pieces. Another blow full upon 
his forehead at the same moment brought him to the 
ground, covered with blood and almost fainting. 

It was at this period that people came flocking to the scene 
of action from all sides. The host, fearful of consequences, 
with the help of his servants carried the wounded man into 
the kitchen, where some trifling attention was bestowed 
upon him. 

As to the gentleman, he resumed his place at the window, 
and surveyed all that crowd with a certain air of impatience, 
evidently much annoyed by their persistence in remaining 
there. 

“Well, how is it with this madman?” exclaimed he, 
turning round as the opening door announced the entrance 
of the host, who came to inquire whether he was hurt. 

‘ Your Excellency is safe and sound ?”’ asked the host. 

‘Oh yes ! perfectly safe and sound, my good host; and I 
now wish to know what has become of our young man.” 

‘ He is better,” said the host; “‘ he fainted quite away.” 

“Indeed !”’ said the gentleman. 

“But before he fainted he collected all his strength to 
challenge you, and to defy you while challenging you.” 

“Why, this fellow must be the devil in person!” cried 
the unknown. 

‘Oh no, your Excellency,’’ replied the host, with a grin of 
contempt, “‘he is not the devil; for during his fainting we 
rummaged his valise, and found nothing but a clean shirt 
and twelve crowns, which, however, did not prevent his 
saying, as he was fainting, that if such a thing had hap- 
pened in Paris you should have instantly repented of it, 
while here you will only repent of it later on.” 

“Then,” said the unknown coldly, “he must be some 
prince of the blood in disguise.” 

‘I have told you this, good sir,” resumed the host, “in 
order that you may be on your guard.” 

“Did he name no one in his passion ? ? 

“Yes, He struck his pocket and said, ‘We shall see what 
M. de Tréville will think of this insult offered to his protégé.’ ” 

‘M. de Tréville ? ”” said the unknown, becoming attentive. 
“ He struck his pocket while pronouncing the name of M. 
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de Tréville ?. Now, my dear host, while your young man 
was unconscious you did not fail, I am quite sure, to ascertain 
what that pocket contained. What was there in it ? ” 

“A letter addressed to M. de Tréville, captain of the mus- 
keteers.”’ 

“Indeed ! ” 

‘* Just as I have the honour to tell your Excellency.” 

The host, who was not endowed with great perspicacity, 
did not notice at all the expression which his words called 
up in the countenance of the unknown. The latter arose 
from the window, upon the sill of which he had been leaning 
his elbow, and knitted his brows like a man suddenly dis- 
turbed. 

‘ The devil!’ muttered he between his teeth. ‘Can Tré- 
ville have set this Gascon upon me? He is very young, but 
a sword-thrust is a sword-thrust, whatever be the age of 
him who gives it, and a youth is less to be suspected than 
an older man. A weak obstacle is sometimes sufficient to 
overthrow a great design.” 

And the unknown fell into a reverie which lasted some 
minutes. 

“ Host,” said he, “‘ could you not contrive to get rid of this 
frantic boy for me ? In conscience, I cannot kill him ; and 
yet,” added he, with a coldly menacing expression—‘ and 
yet he annoys me. Where is he ?” 

“Tn my wite’s chamber, where they are dressing his 
wounds, on the first floor.” 

“ His things and his bag are with him ? Has he taken off 
his doublet ? ” 

‘ On the contrary, everything is down in the kitchen. But 
if he annoys you, this crazy young fool # 

“To be sure he does. He causes a disturbance in your 
hostelry, which respectable people cannot put up with. 
Go, make out my bill, and call my servant.” 

“What, sir! do you mean to leave us already ? ” 

“You knew I was going, as I ordered you to get my horse 
saddled. Have they not obeyed ? ” 

“Yes, sir; and as your Excellency may have observed, 
your horse is in the great gateway, ready saddled for your 
departure.” 

“That is well. Do as I have directed you, then.” 

‘“ What the devil!’’ said the host to himself. ‘Can he 
be afraid of this boy?” But an imperious glance from 
the unknown stopped him short; he bowed humbly and 
retired. 
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‘“ Milady * must see nothing of this fellow,” continued the 
stranger. ‘She will soon pass by; she is already late. I 
had better get on horseback, and go and meet her. I should 
like, however, to know what this letter addressed to Tréville 
contains.” 

And the unknown, muttering to himself, directed his steps 
towards the kitchen. 

In the meantime the host, who entertained no doubt that it 
was the presence of the young man which was driving the un- 
known from his hostelry, had gone up to his wife’s chamber, 
and found D’Artagnan entirely returned to consciousness. 
Giving him to understand that the police could deal with him 
pretty severely for having sought a quarrel with a great lord 
(for in the opinion of the host the unknown could be nothing 
less than a great lord), he insisted that, notwithstanding his 
weakness, he should get up and depart as quickly as possible. 
D’Artagnan, half-stupefied, without his doublet, and with his 
head all swathed with bandages, arose then, and urged on by 
the host, began to descend the stairs ; but on arriving at the 
kitchen the first thing he saw was his antagonist, who stood 
quietly talking beside the step of a heavy carriage drawn by 
two large Norman horses. 

His interlocutor, whose head appeared through the carriage 
window, was a woman of from twenty to two-and-twenty 
years of age. We have already observed with what rapidity 
D’Artagnan took in every feature of a face. He perceived 
then, at a glance, that this woman was young and beautiful ; 
and her style of beauty struck him the more forcibly on 
account of its being totally different from that of the southern 
countries in which D’Artagnan had hitherto resided: She 
was pale and fair, with long curls falling in profusion over 
her shoulders; had large languishing blue eyes, rosy lips, 
and hands of alabaster. She was talking with great anima- 
tion with the unknown. 

‘ His Eminence, then, orders me ” said the lady. 

“To return instantly to England, and to inform him im- 
mediately should the duke leave London.” 

‘And my other instructions ?”’ asked the fair traveller. 

“ They are contained in this box, which you will not open 
until you are on the other side of the Channel.” 

“Very well ; and you, what are you going to do?” 

“I—oh ! I shall return to Paris.” 

* We are well aware that this term mzlady is only properly used 


when followed by a family name. But we find it thus in the manu- 
script, and we do not choose to take upon ourselves to alter it. 
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; “What! without chastising this insolent boy?’ asked the 
ady. 

The unknown was about to reply, but at the moment he 
opened his mouth D’Artagnan, who had heard all, rushed 
forward through the open door. 

“This insolent boy chastises others,” cried he; “and I 
sincerely hope that he whom he means to chastise will not 
escape him as he did before.” 

“Will not escape him ?” replied the unknown, knitting 
his brow. 

“No; before a woman you would not dare to fly, I pre- 
sume ?” 

“Remember,” cried milady, seeing the unknown lay his 
hand on his sword—‘“‘ remember that the least delay may 
ruin everything.” 

“True,” cried the gentleman. ‘“ Begone, then, your way, 
and I will go mine.” And bowing to the lady, he sprang 
into his saddle, her coachman at the same time applying his 
whip vigorously to his horses. The two interlocutors thus 
separated, taking opposite directions, at full gallop. 

“Your reckoning ! your reckoning ! ”’ vociferated the host, 
whose respect for the traveller was changed into profound 
contempt on seeing him depart without settling his bill. 

“Pay him, booby!” cried the unknown to his servant, 
without checking the speed of his horse ; and the man, after 
throwing two or three pieces of silver at the foot of mine host, 
galloped after his master. 

“Base coward! false nobleman!” cried D’Artagnan, 
springing forward, in his turn, after the servant. But his 
wound had rendered him too weak to support such an 
exertion. Scarcely had he gone ten steps when his ears 
began to tingle, a faintness seized him, a cloud of blood 
passed over his eyes, and he fell in the middle of the street, 
crying still,— 

“Coward ! coward! coward!” 

“ He is a coward indeed,” grumbled the host, drawing near 
to D’Artagnan, and endeavouring by this little flattery to 
make up matters with the young man, as the heron of the 
fable did with the snail he had despised the evening before. 

“Yes, a base coward,’”’ murmured D’Artagnan ; ‘“ but she— 
she was very beautiful.” 

“ What she ?”” demanded the host. 

LME faltered D’Artagnan, and fainted the second 


es 
“Ah! it’s all one,” said the host; ‘I have lost two 
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customers, but this one remains, of whom I am pretty 
certain for some days to come; and that will be eleven 
crowns gained, at all events.”’ 

We must remember that eleven crowns was just the amount 
which remained in D’Artagnan’s purse. 

The host had reckoned upon eleven days of confinement at 
a crown a day, but he had reckoned without his guest. On 
the following morning, at five o’clock, D’Artagnan arose, and 
descending to the kitchen without help, asked, among other 
ingredients the list of which has not come down to us, for 
some oil, some wine, and some rosemary, and with his mother’s 
recipe in his hand, composed a balsam with which he anointed 
his numerous wounds, replacing his bandages himself, and 
positively refusing the assistance of any doctor. Thanks, 
no doubt, to the efficacy of the gypsy’s balsam, and perhaps, 
also, thanks to the absence of any doctor, D’ Artagnan walked 
about that same evening, and was almost cured by the 
morrow. 

But when the time of settlement came, the rosemary, the 
oil, and the wine were the only expenses ‘the master had in- 
curred on his own account, as he had preserved a strict absti- 
nence; while on the contrary, the yellow horse, by the 
account of the hostler, had eaten at least three times as 
much as a horse of his size could reasonably be supposed to 
have done. D’Artagnan found nothing in his pocket but 
his little worn velvet purse with the eleven crowns it con- 
tained ; as to: the letter addressed to M. de Tréville, it had 
disappeared. 

The young man commenced his search for the letter with 
the greatest patience, turning out his various pockets twenty 
times, rummaging and rummaging again in his valise, and 
opening and closing his purse ; but when he had reached the 
conclusion that the letter was not to be found, he flew, for 
the third time, into such a rage that it came near costing 
him a fresh consumption of wine, oil, and rosemary ; for 
upon seeing this hot-headed youth become exasperated and 
threaten to destroy everything in the establishment if his 
letter were not found, the host seized a spit, his wife a 
broom-handle, and the servants the same sticks they had 
used the evening before. 

“My letter of recommendation!” cried ‘Di Artagnan ; 

‘my letter of recommendation ! or, by God’s blood, I will 
spit you all like so many ortolans ! ” 

Unfortunately there was one circumstance which created 
@ powerful obstacle to the accomplishment of this threat, 
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which was, as we have related, that his sword had been in 
the first conflict broken in two, a fact he had wholly for- 
gotten. The consequence was that when D’Artagnan went to 
draw his sword in earnest, he found himself armed merely 
with a stump of a sword of about eight or ten inches in length, 
which the host had carefully placed in the scabbard. As 
to the rest of the blade, the master had slyly put that on one 
side to make for himself a larding-pin. 

But this loss would probably not have stopped our fiery 
young man if the host had not reflected that the demand 
which his guest made was perfectly just. 

“But after all,” said he, lowering the point of his spit, 
“ where is that letter ? ” 

“Yes, where is that letter ?”’ cried D’Artagnan. ‘In the 
first place, I warn you that the letter is for M. de Tréville, 
and it must be found. If it be not quickly found, he will 
know how to have it found, Ill answer for it ! ” 

This threat completed the intimidation of the host. After 
the king and the cardinal, M. de Tréville was the man whose 
name was perhaps most frequently repeated by the military, 
and even by the citizens. There was, to be sure, Father 
Joseph, but his name was never pronounced except in a 
subdued voice, such was the terror inspired by his Gray 
Eminence, as the cardinal’s confidant was called. 

Throwing down his spit then, and ordering his wife to do the 
same with her broom-handle, and theservants with their sticks, 
he was the first to begin an earnest search for the lost letter. 

“Does the letter contain anything valuable ? ’’ demanded 
the host, after a few minutes of useless investigation. 

“‘Zounds ! I think it does, indeed,” cried the Gascon, who 
reckoned upon this letter for making his way at court; ‘it 
contained my fortune!” 

‘ Bills upon Spain ?”’ asked the disturbed host. 

“ Bills upon his Majesty’s private treasury,’ answered 
D’Artagnan, who, reckoning upon entering into the king’s 
service in consequence of this recommendation, thought he 
could make this somewhat hazardous reply without telling 
a falsehood. 

‘The devil!” cried the host, at his wit’s end. 

“ But it’s of no importance,” continued D’Artagnan, with 
the assurance of his nation; ‘it’s of no importance. The 
money is nothing; that letter was everything. I would 
rather have lost a thousand pistoles than have lost it.” He 
would not have risked more if he had said twenty thousand, 
but a certain youthful modesty restrained him. 
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A ray of light all at once broke upon the mind of the host, 
who was uttering maledictions upon finding nothing. 

‘“ That letter is not lost ! ” cried he. 

“ What!” said D’Artagnan. 

“No; it has been stolen from you.” 

“ Stolen ! by whom ? ” 

‘By the gentleman who was here yesterday. He came 
down into the kitchen, where your doublet was. He re- 
mained there some time alone. I would lay a wager he has 
stolen it.” 

“Do you think so ? ” answered D’ Artagnan, but little con- 
vinced, as he knew better than any one else how entirely 
personal the value of this letter was, and saw nothing in it 
likely to tempt the cupidity of any one. The fact was that 
none of the servants, none of the travellers present, could 
have gained anything by becoming possessed of this paper. 

“Do you say,” resumed D’Artagnan, ‘that you suspect 
that impertinent gentleman ? ” 

‘I tell you I am sure of it,” continued the host. ‘‘ When 
I informed him that your lordship was the protégé of M. de 
Tréville, and that you even had a letter for that illustrious 
nobleman, he appeared to be very much disturbed, and 
asked me where that letter was, and immediately came 
down into the kitchen, where he knew your doublet was.”’ 

‘“ Then he is the thief,” replied D’Artagnan. “I will com- 
plain to M. de Tréville, and M. de Tréville will complain to 
the king.” He then drew two crowns majestically from his 
purse, gave them to the host, who accompanied him, cap in 
hand, to the gate, remounted his yellow horse, which bore him 
without any further accident to the gate of St. Antoine at 
Paris, where his owner sold him for three crowns, which was 
a very good price, considering that D’Artagnan had ridden 
him hard on the last stretch. The dealer to whom D’Ar- 
tagnan sold him for the said nine livres explained to the 
young man that he only gave that enormous sum for him 
on account of the originality of his colour. 

So D’Artagnan entered Paris on foot, carrying his little 
packet under his arm, and wandered around till he found an 
apartment to be let on terms suited to the scantiness of his 
means. This chamber was a sort of garret, situated in the 
Rue des Fossoyeurs, near the Luxembourg. 

As soon as the earnest-money was paid D’Artagnan took 
possession of his lodging, and passed the remainder of the 
day in sewing on to his doublet and hose some ornamental 
braiding which his mother had taken off from an almost new 
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doublet of the elder M. d’Artagnan, and which she had given 
to him secretly. Then he went to the Quai de la Ferraille, 
to have a new blade put to his sword, and came back to 
the Louvre, and inquired of the first musketeer he met the 
situation of the hôtel of M. de Tréville, which proved to be 
in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier, in the immediate vicinity 
of the chamber hired by D’Artagnan, a circumstance which 
appeared to him to be a happy augury for the outcome of 
his journey. 

After which, satisfied with the way in which he had con- 
ducted himself at Meung, without remorse for the past, con- 
fident in the present, and full of hope for the future, he 
retired to bed, and slept the sleep of the brave. 

This sleep, rustic as it was, brought him to nine o’clock in 
the morning, at which hour he rose in order to repair to the 
residence of the famous M. de Tréville, the third personage 
in the kingdom, according to the estimation of his father. 


CHAPTER II. 
THE ANTECHAMBER OF M. DE TREVILLE. 


M. DE TROISVILLE, as his family was still called in Gascony, 
or M. de Tréville, as he had ended by styling himself in 
Paris, had really commenced life as D’Artagnan now did— 
that is to say, without a sou in his pocket, but with a fund 
of courage, shrewdness, and intelligence which makes the 
poorest Gascon gentleman often derive more in his imagina- 
tion from the paternal inheritance than the richest noble- 
man of Perigord or Berry receives in reality. His insolent 
bravery, his still more insolent success at a time when blows 
poured down like hail, had borne him to the top of that ladder 
called court favour, which he had climbed four rounds at a 
time. 

He was the friend of the king, who honoured highly, as 
every one knows, the memory of his father, Henry IV. The 
father of M. de Tréville had served him so faithfully in his 
wars against the League that, for want of ready money—a 
thing to which the Béarnais was accustomed all his life, and 
who constantly paid his debts with the only thing which he 
never needed to borrow, namely, with wit—for want of 
money, we repeat, he authorized him, after the reduction of 
Paris, to assume for his arms a golden lion passant upon gules, 
with the motto Fidelis et fortis. This was a great matter is 
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the way of honour, but very little in the way of wealth; so 
that when the illustrious companion of the great Henry died, 
the only inheritance he was able to leave his son was his 
sword and his motto. Thanks to this double gift and the 
spotless name that accompanied it, M, de Tréville was ad- 
mitted into the household of the young prince, where he made 
such good use of his sword, and was so faithful to his motto, 
that Louis XIII., one of the good swordsmen of his kingdom, 
was accustomed to say that, if he had a friend who was about 
to fight, he would advise him to choose as a second himselt 
first and Tréville next, or even perhaps Tréville first, 

Thus Louis XIII. had a real liking for Tréville, a royal 
liking, a selfish liking, it is true, but which was still a liking. 
At that unhappy period it was an important consideration to 
be surrounded by such men as De Tréville. Many might take 
for their motto the epithet of strong, which formed the second 
part of his device, but very few gentlemen could lay claim to 
the faithful, which constituted the first. Tréville was one of 
the latter ; his was one of those rare organizations endowed 
with an obedient intelligence like that of the dog, with a blind 
valour, a quick eye, and a prompt hand, to whom sight ap- 
peared only to be given to see if the king were dissatisfied 
with any one, and the hand to strike the one who displeased 
him, whether a Besme, a Maurevers, a Poltrot de Méré, or a 
Vitry. In short, up to this period, nothing had been wanting 
to De Tréville but opportunity ; but he was ever on the watch 
for it, and he promised himself that he would never fail to 
seize it by its three hairs whenever it came within reach of 
his hand. Louis XIII. then made De Tréville the captain of 
his musketeers, who were to Louis XIIL., in deyotedness, or 
rather in fanaticism, what his Ordinaries had been to Henry 
III., and his Scotch Guard to Louis XI, 

On his part, and in this respect, the cardinal was not be- 
hindhand with the king. When he saw the formidable and 
chosen body by which Louis XIII. surrounded himself, this 
second, or rather this first, king of France became desirous 
that he too should have his guard, He had his musketeers, 
then, as Louis XIII. had his ; and these two powerful rivals 
vied with each other in procuring the most celebrated swords- 
men, not only from all the provinces of France, but also from 
all foreign states, It was not uncommon for Richelieu and 
Louis XITI, to discuss, over their evening game of chess, the 
merits of their servants. Each boasted of the bearing and 
the courage of his own, and while exclaiming loudly against 
duels and broils, they excited them secretly to quarrel, de- 
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riving an immoderate satisfaction or a profound regret from 
the success or defeat of their own combatants. At least, so 
say the memoirs of a man who was concerned in some few of 
these defeats and in many of these victories. 

Tréville had seized on the weak side of his master, and it 
was to this shrewdness that he owed the long and constant 
favour of a king who has not left behind him the reputation 
of having been very faithful in his friendships. He paraded 
his musketeers before the Cardinal Armand Duplessis with an 
insolent air, which made the gray moustache of his Eminence 
bristle withire. Tréville was a master of the military science 
of that period, when he who did not live at the expense of 
the enemy lived at the expense of his compatriots; his 
soldiers formed a legion of devil-may-care fellows, perfectly 
undisciplined as regarded every one but himself. 

Loose, tipsy, gashed, the king’s musketeers, or rather 
M. de Tréville’s, spread themselves about in the saloons, in the 
public walks, and the public sports, shouting, twirling their 
moustaches, clanking their swords, and taking great pleasure 
in bustling against the guards of the cardinal whenever they 
could fall in with them ; then drawing their swords in the 
open streets, with a thousand jests ; sometimes killed, but 
sure in that case to be both wept and avenged ; often killing 
others, but then certain of not rotting in prison, M. de Tré- 
ville being there to claim them. And so M. de Tréville was 
praised in all keys by these men, who absolutely adored him, 
and who, ruffians as they were, trembled before him like 
scholars before their master, obedient to his ieast word, and 
ready to sacrifice themselves to wipe out the least insult. 

M. de Tréville had employed this powerful machine for the 
es first place, and the friends of the king—and then 
for himself and his own friends. Besides, in none of the 
memoirs of this period, which has left so many memoirs, is 
this worthy gentleman accused even by his enemies—and he 
had many such among men of the pen, as well as among men 
of the sword ; in no instance, we say, was this worthy gentle- 
man accused of being paid for the co-operation of his minions. 
Endowed with a rare genius for intrigue, which rendered him 
the equal of the ablest intriguers, he remained an honourable 
man. And further, in spite of sword-thrusts which weaken, 
and painful exercises which fatigue, he had become one of the 
most gallant frequenters of salons, one of the most exquisite 
dandies, one of the most refined purveyors of flattery of the 
times ; De Tréville’s love affairs were talked about as those 
of M. de Bassompierre had been talked of twenty years 


18 THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 


before, and that was not saying a little. The captain of the 
musketeers, then, was admired, feared, and loved, and this 
constitutes the apogee of human fortunes. 

Louis XIV. absorbed all the smaller stars of his court in his 
own vast radiance ; but his father, a sun pluribus impar, leit 
his personal splendour for each of his favourites, his individual 
value for each of his courtiers. In addition to the levees of 
the king and the cardinal, there might be reckoned in Paris 
at that time more than two hundred smaller levees, more or 
less sought after. Among these two hundred levees, that of 
De Tréville was one of the most thronged. 

The court of his hétel, situated in the Rue du Vieux-Colom- 
bier, resembled a camp as early as six o’clock in the morning 
in summer and eight o’clock in winter. From fifty to sixty 
musketeers, who appeared to relieve each other there, in order 
always to present an imposing number, paraded constantly 
about, armed to the teeth and ready for anything. On one of 
those immense staircases, upon whose space modern civiliza- 
tion would build a whole house, ascended and descended the 
solicitors of Paris, who were in search of favours of any 
kind—gentlemen from the provinces anxious to be enrolled, 
and servants in all sorts of liveries, bringing messages from 
their masters to M. de Tréville. In the antechamber, upon 
long circular benches, reposed the elect—that is to say, those 
who were called. In this apartment a continued buzzing 
prevailed from morning till night, while M. de Tréville, in 
his office contiguous to this antechamber, received visits, 
listened to complaints, gave his orders, and, like the king in 
his balcony at the Louvre, had only to place himself at the 
window to review both men and arms. 

The day on which D’Artagnan presented himself the assem- 
blage was imposing, particularly for a provincial just arriving 
from his province. It is true that this provincial was a Gas- 
con, and that, particularly at this period, the compatriots of 
D’Artagnan had the reputation of not being easily intimi- 
dated. When he had once passed the massive door, covered 
with long square-headed nails, he fell into the midst of a 
troop of military, who were passing each other in the court, 
calling out, quarrelling, and playing tricks one with another. 
To make way through these turbulent and conflicting waves 
it was necessary to be an officer, a great noble, or a pretty 
woman. 

It was, then, in the midst of this tumult and disorder that 
our young man advanced with a beating heart. Holding his 
long rapier close to his lanky leg, and keeping one hand on 
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the edge of his cap, he smiled with the embarrassment of a 
provincial who affects confidence. When he had passed 
one group he began to breathe more freely ; but he could not 
help observing that they turned round to look at him, and 
ior the first time in his life D’Artagnan, who had till that 
day entertained a very good opinion of himself, felt that he 
was the object of ridicule. 

When he arrived at the staircase it was still worse ; there 
were four musketeers on the bottom steps amusing themselves 
with the following exercise, while ten or twelve of their com- 
rades on the landing-place awaited their turn in the game. 

One of them, placed upon the top stair, naked sword in 
hand, prevented, or at least endeavoured to prevent, the 
three others from going up. 

These three others fenced against him with their agile 
swords, which D’Artagnan at first took for foils, and believed 
to be buttoned ; but he soon perceived, by certain scratches, 
that every weapon was pointed and well sharpened, and that 
at each of these scratches not only the spectators, but even 
the actors themselves, laughed like so many madmen. 

He who at that moment occupied the upper step kept his 
adversaries in check admirably. A circle was formed around 
them ; the conditions required that at every thrust the person 
hit should quit the game, losing his turn to the advantage of 
the person who had hit him. In five minutes three were 
slightly wounded, one on the wrist, another on the chin, and 
the third on the ear, by the defender of the stair, who him- 
self remained intact—a piece of skill which was worth to him, 
according to the rules of the game, three additional turns. 

However difficult it might be, or rather as he pretended it 
was, to astonish our young traveller, this pastime really aston- 
ished him. He had seen in his province—that land in which 
heads become so easily heated—a few of the preliminaries of 
duels, but the gasconades of these four fencers appeared to 
him the greatest he had ever heard, even in Gascony. He 
believed himself transported into that famous country of 
giants into which Gulliver has since gone and was so fright- 
ened ; and yet he had not gained the goal, for there were 
still the landing-place and the antechamber. 

On the landing they were no longer fighting, but amused 
themselves with stories about women, and in the antechamber 
with stories about the court. On the landing D’Artagnan 
blushed ; in the antechamber he trembled. His warm and 
fickle imagination, which in Gascony had rendered him for- 
midable to young chambermaids, and even sometimes to their 
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mistresses, had never dreamed, even in moments of delirium, 
of half the amorous wonders, or a quarter of the feats of gal- 
lantry, which were here set forth, accompanied by names the 
best known and with details the least delicate. But if his 
morals were shocked on the landing, his respect for the car- 
dinal was scandalized in the antechamber. There, to his 
great astonishment, D’Artagnan heard the policy which made 
all Europe tremble criticised aloud and openly, as well as the 
private life of the cardinal, for trying to pry into which so 
many great nobles had been punished. That great man, who 
was so revered by D’Artagnan the elder, served as an object 
of ridicule to M. de Tréville’s musketeers, who cracked their 
jokes upon his bandy legs and his humpback; some sang 
ballads upon Madame d’Aiguillon, his mistress, and Madame 
de Combalet, his niece; while others formed parties and plans 
to annoy the pages and guards of the cardinal duke—all of 
which appeared to D’Artagnan monstrous impossibilities. 

Nevertheless, when the name of the king was now and then 
uttered unexpectedly amidst all these cardinal jokes, a sort of 
gag seemed to close for a moment all these jeering mouths. 
They looked hesitatingly around them, and seemed to fear lest 
the walis of M. de Tréville’s office should have ears; but a 
fresh allusion soon brought back the conversation to his 
Eminence, and then the laughter burst out anew, and all of 
his actions were dragged into full light. 

“Certes, these fellows will all be either embastiled or 
hung,”’ thought the terrified D’Artagnan, “and I, no doubt, 
with them ; for from the moment I have either listened to 
or heard them, I shall be held to be an accomplice. What 
would my good father say, who so strongly pointed out to 
me the respect due to the cardinal, if he knew I was in the 
society of such pagans ? ” 

We have no need, therefore, to say that D’Artagnan did not 
venture to join in the conversation ; only he looked with all 
his eyes and listened with all his ears, stretching his five 
senses so as to lose nothing ; and in spite of his confidence in 
the paternal monitions, he felt himself carried by his tastes 
and led by his instincts to praise rather than to blame the 
unheard-of things which were passing before him. 

D’ Artagnan being, however, a perfect stranger in the crowd 
of M. de Tréville’s courtiers, and this his first appearance in 
that place, he was at length noticed, and a person came to him 
and asked him his business there. At this demand D’Artag- 
nan gave his name very modestly, laid a stress upon the title 
Gf compatriot, and begged the servant who had put the ques- 
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tion to him to request a moment’s audience of M, de Trévillé 
—a request which the other, with a patronizing air, prom- 
ised to convey in time and season. 

D’Artagnan, a little recovered from his first surprise, had 
now leisure to study costumes and countenances. 

The centre of the most animated group was a musketeer of 
great height, of a haughty countenance, and dressed in a cos- 
tume so peculiar as to attract general attention. He did not 
wear the uniform cloak—which, indeed, at that time of less 
liberty and greater independence was not obligatory—but 
a cerulean blue doublet, a little faded and worn, and over 
this a magnificent baldric worked in gold, which shone like 
water-ripples in the sun. A long cloak of crimson velvet 
fell in graceful folds from his shoulders, disclosing in front 
the splendid baldric, from which was suspended a gigantic 
rapier. 

This musketeer had just come off guard, complained of 
having a cold, and coughed from time to time affectedly. 
It was for this reason, he said to those around him, he had 
put on his cloak; and while he spoke with a lofty air and 
twirled his moustache, all admired his embroidered baldric, 
and D’Artagnanh more than any one. 

“What can you expect ?” said the musketeer. ‘ The 
fashion is coming in. It is a folly, I admit, but still it is 
the fashion. Besides, one must lay out one’s inheritance 
somehow.” 

“ Ah, Porthos ! ” cried one of his companions, “‘ don’t think 
to palm upon us that you obtained that baldric by paternal 
generosity: it must have been given to you by that veiled 
lady with whom I met you the other Sunday, near the gate 
Saint-Honoré.”? 

‘“ No, *pon honour ; by the faith of a gentleman, I bought 
it with my Own money,” answered he whom they had just 
designated by the name of Porthos. 

“Yes,” said another musketeer, ‘ you bought it as I did 
this new purse—with the monéy my mistress put into the 
old one.” 

“What I said is true, though,” said Porthos; ‘‘and the 
proof is that I paid twelve pistoles for it.” 

The wonder was increased, though the doubt continued to 
exist. 

‘“ Didn’t I, Aramis ?”’ said Porthos, turning towards an- 
other musketeer. 

This other musketeer formed a perfect contrast to his inter- 
xogator, who had just designated him by the name of Aramis, 
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He was a young man, of about two or three and twenty, with 
an open, ingenuous countenance, dark mild eyes, and cheeks 
rosy and downy as an autumn peach ; his delicate moustache 
marked a perfectly straight line upon his upper lip; he ap- 
peared to dread to lower his hands lest their veins should 
swell, and he pinched the tips of his ears from time to time to 
preserve their delicate pink transparency. Habitually he 
spoke little and slowly, bowed frequently, laughed without 
noise, showing his teeth, which were fine, and of which, as of 
the rest of his person, he appeared to take the greatest care. 
He answered the appeal of his friend by an affirmative nod of 
the head. 

This affirmation appeared to dispel all doubts with regard 
to the baldric. They continued to admire it, but said no more 
about it ; and by one of those rapid changes of thought, pike 
conversation passed suddenly to another subject. 

“What do you think of the story Chalais’s esquire re- 
lates ?”’? asked another musketeer, without addressing any 
one in particular. 

‘ And what does he say ?” asked Porthos, in a set 
sufficient tone. 

“He relates that he met at Brussels Rochefort, the car- 
dinal’s private tool, disguised as a capuchin ; and that this 
cursed Rochefort, thanks to his disguise, had tricked M. de 
Laigues, simpleton that he is.” 

“A simpleton, indeed!” said Porthos. “But is the 
matter certain ? ” 

‘I had it from Aramis,” replied the musketeer. 

cmindeed tag 

“Why, you know very well, Porthos,” said Aramis ; “I told 
you of it yesterday. Say nothing more about it.” 

“Say nothing more about it—that’s your opinion!” re- 
plied Porthos. ‘‘ Say nothing more aboutit! Zounds! you 
come to your conclusions quickly. What! the cardinal sets 
a spy upon a nobleman, has his letters stolen from him by 
means of a traitor, a brigand, a rascal—has, with the help of 
this spy, and thanks to this correspondence, Chalais’s throat 
cut, under the stupid pretext that he wanted to kill the 
king and marry Monsieur to the queen! Nobody knew a 
word of this enigma. You unravelled it yesterday, to the 
great satisfaction of all; and while we are still gaping with 
wonder at the news, you come and tell us to-day, ‘ Let us 
Say no more about it. ” 

“Well, then, let us speak about it, since you desire it,” 
replied Aramis ‘patiently. 
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‘ This Rochefort,” cried Porthos, ‘if I were poor Chalais’s 
esquire, should pass a minute or two very uncomfortably with 
me.” 

“ And you—you would pass rather a sad half-hour with the 
Red Duke,” replied Aramis. 

“Oh! oh! the Red Duke! Bravo! bravo! the Red 
Duke!” cried Porthos, clapping his hands and nodding his 
head. “The Red Duke is capital. I'll circulate that say- 
ing, be assured, my dear fellow. Who says this Aramis is 
not awit? What a misfortune it is you did not follow your 
first vocation; what a delightful abbé you would have made!”’ 

“Oh, it’s only a temporary postponement,” replied Aramis. 
“T shall be one some day. You very well know, Porthos, 
that I continue to study theology for that purpose.” 

“He will be one, as he says,” cried Porthos; ‘he will 
be one, sooner or later.” 

‘ Soon,” said Aramis. 

“ He only waits for one thing to determine him to resume 
his cassock, which hangs behind his uniform,”’ said another 
musketeer. 

“What is he waiting for ?”’ asked another. 

“Only till the queen has given an heir to the crown of 
France.” 

‘ No jokes upon that subject, gentlemen,” said Porthos. 
“Thank God, the queen is still of an age to give one.” 

“They say that the Duke of Buckingham is in France,” 
replied Aramis, with a significant smile, which gave to this 
sentence, apparently so simple, a tolerably scandalous 
meaning. 

“ Aramis, my good friend, this time you are wrong,” inter- 
tupted Porthos. “ Your wit is always leading you astray. 
If M. de Tréville heard you, you would repent of speaking 
thus.” 

‘Are you going to teach me better, Porthos?’ cried 
Aramis, from whose usually mild eye a flash passed like 
lightning. 

“ My dear fellow, be a musketeer or an abbé. Be one or 
the other, but not both,’ replied Porthos ‘‘ You know what 
Athos told you the other day: you eat at everybody’s mess. 
Ah! don’t be angry, I beg of you—that would be useless ; 

ou know what is agreed upon between you, Athos, and me. 

ou go to Madame d’Aiguillon’s, and you pay your court 
to her; you go to Madame de Bois-Tracy’s, the cousin of 
Madame de Chevreuse, and you pass for being far advanced 
in the good graces of that lady. Oh, good Lord! don’t 
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trouble yourself to reveal your good fortunes ; no one asks 
for your secret—all the world knows your discretion. But 
since you possess that virtue, why the devil don’t you make 
use of it with respect to her Majesty ? Let whoever likes 
talk of the king and the cardinal, and as he likes; but the 
queen is sacred, and if any one speaks of her, let it be with 
respect.” 

“Porthos, you are as vain as Narcissus, I plainly tell you 
so,” replied Aramis. ‘‘ You know I hate moralizing, except 
when it is done by Athos. As to you, good sir, you wear too 
magnificent a baldric to be strong on that head. I will be an 
abbé if it suits me : in the meanwhile I am a musketeer. In 
that quality I say what I please, and at this moment it pleases 
me to say that you annoy me.” 

“ Aramis ! ” 

“Porthos (2? 

‘ Gentlemen ! gentlemen ! ” cried the surrounding group. 

“M. de Tréville awaits M. d’Artagnan,” interrupted a 
servant, throwing open the door of the office. 

At this announcement, during which the door remained 
open, every one became mute, and amidst the general silence 
the young man crossed the antechamber at one end, and 
entered the apartment of the captain of the musketeers, 
congratulating himself with all his heart at having so op- 
portunely escaped the end of this strange quarrel, 


CHAPTER III, 
THE AUDIENCE. 


M. ve TRÉVILLE was at this moment in a very ill-humour, 
nevertheless he politely saluted the young man, who bowed 
to the very ground, and he smiled on receiving his compli- 
ment, the Béarnese accent of which recalled to him at the 
same time his youth and his country, a double remembrance 
which makes a man smile at all ages. But stepping almost 
immediately towards the antechamber, and making a sign 
to D’Artagnan with his hand, as if to ask his permission to 
finish with others before he began with him, he called three 
times, with a louder voice at each time, so that he went 
through all the tones between the imperative accent and the 
angry accent. 

‘* Athos! Porthos! Aramis!” 

The two musketeers with whom we have already made 
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acquaintance, and who answered to the last two of these three 
names, immediately quitted the group of which they formed 
à part, and advanced towards the office, the door of which 
elosed after them as soon as they had entered. Their bear- 
ing, though not entirely composed, was full of a dignified 
and submissive indifference, which excited the admiration of 
D’Artagnan, who beheld in these two men demigods, and in 
their leader an Olympian Jupiter, armed with all his thunders. 

When the two musketeers had entered, when the door was 
closed behind them, when the buzzing murmur of the ante- 
chamber, to which the summons which had just been made 
had doubtless furnished fresh aliment, had recommenced, 
when M. de Tréville had three or four times paced in silence, 
and with a frowning brow, the whole length of his office, 
passing each time before Porthos and Aramis, who were as 
upright and silent as if on parade, he stopped all at once full 
in front of them, and looking at them angriiy from head to 
foot,— 

‘ Do you know what the king said to me,” cried he, “ and 
that no longer ago than yesterday evening—do you know, 
gentlemen ? ” 

‘ No,” replied the two musketeers, after a moment’s 
silence ; “ no, sir, we do not.” 

“But I hope that you will do us the honour to tell us,” 
added Aramis, in his politest tone and with the most graceful 
bow. 

“He told me that he should henceforth recruit his musket- 
eers from among the guards of the cardinal.” 

“The guards of the cardinal! And why so?” asked 
Porthos warmly. 

' “ Because he plainly perceives that his piquette * stands 
in need of being enlivened by a mixture of good wine.” 

The two musketeers coloured up to the eyes. D’Artagnan 
did not know where he was, and would have liked to be a 
hundred feet underground. 

“ Yes, yes,” continued M. de Tréville, growing warmer as 
he spoke, ‘‘ and his Majesty was right, for, upon my honour, 
it is true that the musketeers make but a miserable figure 
at court. The cardinal related yesterday, while playing 
with the king, with an air of condolence not very pleasing to 
me, that the day before yesterday those damned musketeers, 
those dare-devils—he dwelt upon those words with an iron- 
ical tone still more displeasing to me—those cleavers, added 

* A liquor squeezed out of grapes, when they have been pressed, and 
water poured upon them. 
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he, glancing at me with his tiger-cat’s eye, had been out late 
in the Rue Férou, in a tavern, and that a patrol of his guards 
(I thought he was going to laugh in my face) had been forced 
to arrest the rioters. Zounds! you must know something 
about it! Arrest musketeers! You were among them— 
you were! Don’t deny it; you were recognized, and the 
cardinal named you. . But it’s all my fault ; yes, it’s all my 
fault, because it is I myself who select my men. You, now, 
Aramis, why the devil did you ask me for a uniform when 
you were going to be so fine in a cassock ? And you, Porthos, 
do you only wear such a fine golden baldric to suspend a 
sword of straw from it? And Athos—I don’t see Athos! 
Where is he ? ” 

“Sir,” replied Aramis, in a sorrowful tone, ‘ he is ill, very 
il!” 

‘“ Til—very ill, say you ? And what is his malady ?” 

“It is feared that it is the smallpox, sir,’ replied Porthos, 
desirous of having a word in the conversation ; “and what is 
sad is that it will certainly spoil his face.”’ 

‘The smallpox! That's another fine story to tell me, 
Porthos! Sick of the smallpox at his age! No, no; but 
wounded, without doubt—perhaps killed. Ah, if I knew! 
S’blood ! Sir musketeers, I will not have this haunting of 
bad places, this quarrelling in the streets, this sword-play at 
the cross-roads ; and above all, I wiil not have any oppor- 
tunity given to the cardinal’s guards, who are brave, quiet, 
skilful men, who never put themselves in a position to be 
arrested, and who, besides, would never allow themselves to 
be arrested, to laugh at you! Iam sure of it—they would 
prefer dying on the spot to being arrested or to retreating a 
step. To run, to clear out, to fly! a pretty thing to be said 
of the king’s musketeers ! ” 

Porthos and Aramis trembled with rage ; they would will- 
ingly have strangled M. de Tréville if, at the bottom of all 
this, they had not felt it was the great love he bore them 
which made him speak thus. They stamped upon the 
carpet with their feet, they bit their lips till the blood came, 
and grasped the hilts of their swords with all their might. 
All in the next room had heard, as we have said, Athos, 
Porthos, and Aramis called, and had guessed from M. de 
Tréville’s tone of voice that he was very angry about some- 
thing. Ten curious heads were leaning against the tapestry 
and growing pale with rage. For their ears, glued to the 
door, did not lose a syllable of what was said, while their | 
mouths repeated, as he went on, the insulting expressions of 
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In an instant, from the door of the office to the street gate, 
the whole house was in a state of commotion. 

“Ah! the king’s musketeers are arrested by the guards 
of the cardinal, are they?” continued M. de Tréville, as 
furious within as his soldiers, but emphasizing his words, 
and plunging them, one by one, like so many blows of a 
stiletto, into the bosoms of his auditors. ‘ What! six of his 
Eminence’s guards arrest six of his Majesty’s musketeers ! 
Zounds! my mind is made up. I will go straight to the 
Louvre. I will give in my resignation as captain of the 
king’s musketeers, to take a lieutenancy in the cardinal’s 
guards ; and if he refuses me, ’sdeath! I will turn abbé.” 

At these words the murmur outside became an explosion ; 
nothing was to be heard but oaths and blasphemies. Such 
expressions as zounds! ’sblood! the devil take us! clashed 
in the air. D’Artagnan looked round for some tapestry 
behind which he might hide himself, and felt an immense 
inclination to crawl under the table. 

‘“ Well, captain,” said Porthos, quite beside himself, ‘‘ the 

truth is that we were six against six. But we were not cap- 
tured by fair means, and before we had time to draw our 
swords two of our party were dead ; and Athos, grievously 
wounded, was very little better. For you know Athos. 
Well, captain, he endeavoured twice to get up, and fell again 
twice. And we did not surrender—no ! they dragged us 
away by force. On the way we escaped. As for Athos, 
they believed him to be dead, and left him very quietly on 
the field of battle, not thinking it worth the while to carry him 
away. Now, that’s the whole story. What the devil, cap- 
tain, one cannot win all one’s battles! The great Pompey 
lost that of Pharsalia ; and Francis the First, who was, as I 
have heard say, as good as any one else, nevertheless lost 
the battle of Pavia.” 
- “ And I have the honour of assuring you that I killed one 
of them with his own sword,” said Aramis, ‘‘ for mine was 
broken at the first parry. Killed him, or poniarded him, sir, 
as is most agreeable to you.” 

‘“ I did not know that,” replied M. de Tréville in a some- 
what softened tone. ‘‘ The cardinal exaggerated, as I per- 
Ceive.”’ 

_ “ But pray, sir,’ continued Aramis, who, seeing his captain 

relenting, took courage to make a petition—“ pray, sir, do 

not say that Athos is wounded. He would be in despair if 

that should come to the ears of the king ; and as the wound 
2 
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is very serious, seeing that after crossing the shoulder it 
penetrates into the chest, it is to be feared "4 

At this instant the tapestry was raised, and a noble and 
handsome face, but frightfully pale, appeared under the 
fringe. 

“Athos!” cried the two musketeers. 

“ Athos !”’ repeated M. de Tréville to himself. 

“You have sent for me, sir,” said Athos to M. de Tréville 
in a feeble yet perfectly calm voice—‘“ you have sent for me, 
as my comrades inform me, and I have hastened to receive 
your orders. Iam here, sir ; what do you want with me ? ” 

And at these words the musketeer, in irreproachable cos- 
tume, belted as usual, with a firm step entered the room. 
M. de Tréville, moved to the bottom of his heart by this 
proof of courage, sprang towards him. 

‘I was about to say to these gentlemen,” added he, “ that 
I forbid my musketeers to expose their lives needlessly ; 
for brave men are very dear to the king, and the king knows 
that his musketeers are the bravest fellows on earth. Your 
hand, Athos!” 

And without waiting until the newcomer should himself 
respond to this proof of affection, M. de Tréville seized his 
right hand, and pressed it with all his might, without per- 
ceiving that Athos, whatever might be his self-command, 
allowed a slight murmur of pain to escape him, and, if pos- 
sible, grew paler than he was before. 

The door had remained open, so strong was the excitement 
produced by the arrival of Athos, whose wound, though kept 
as secret as possible, was known to all. A ioud murmur of 
satisfaction hailed the last words of the captain, and two or 
three persons, carried away by the enthusiasm of the moment, 
appeared through the openings of the tapestry. Doubtless 
M. de Tréville was about to reprehend severely this infringe- 
ment on the rules of etiquette, when he suddenly felt the 
hand of Athos contract within his, and upon turning his eyes 
towards him, perceived he was about to faint. At the same 
instant Athos, who had rallied all his energies to contend 
against pain, at length overcome by it, fell upon the floor as 
if he was dead. 

“A surgeon!” cried M. de Tréville ; “ mine ! the king’s! 
the best that can be found! A surgeon! or, ’sblood! my 
brave Athos will die!” 

At the cries of M. de Tréville the whole assemblage rushed 
into the room without his thinking of shutting the door 
against any one, and all crowded round the wounded man, 
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But all this eager attention would have been useless if the 
doctor so loudly called for had not chanced to be in the hôtel 
itself. He pushed through the crowd, approached Athos, 
still insensible, and as all this noise and commotion incon- 
venienced him greatly, he required, as the first and most 
urgent thing, that the musketeer should be carried into an- 
other chamber. Immediately M. de Tréville opened the 
door and pointed the way to Porthos and Aramis, who 
carried off their comrade in their arms. Behind this group 
walked the surgeon, and as the surgeon passed through the 
door closed upon him. 

The office of M. de Tréville, generally held so sacred, be- 
came for a moment the annex of the antechamber. Every 
one spoke, harangued, and vociferated, swearing, cursing, 
and consigning the cardinal and his guards to all the devils. 

An instant after Porthos and Aramis returned, the surgeon 
and M. de Tréville alone remaining with the wounded man. 

At length M. de Tréville himself came back. Athos had 
recovered his senses. The surgeon declared that the situa- 
tion of the musketeer had nothing in it to render his friends 
uneasy, his weakness having been purely and simply caused 
by loss of blood. 

Then M. de Tréville made a sign with his hand, and all re- 
tired except D’Artagnan, who did not forget that he had an 
audience, and with the tenacity of a Gascon remained in his 

lace. 

4 When all had gone out and the door was closed, M. de Tré- 
ville, on turning round, found himself alone with the young 
man. The stirring event which had just taken place had in 
some degree broken the thread of his ideas. He inquired 
what was the desire of his persevering visitor. D’Artagnan 
then repeated his name, and in an instant, recalling his 
memory of the past and ‘the present, M. de Tréville was in 
possession of the situation. 

“Pardon me,” said he, smiling—" pardon me, my dear com- 
patriot, but I had entirely forgotten you. But what help is 
there for it? A captain is nothing but a father of a family, 
charged with even a greater responsibility than the father of 
an ordinary family. Soldiers are big children; but as I 
maintain that the orders of the king, ‘and more particularly 
the orders of the cardinal, should be executed 

D’Artagnan could not restrain a smile. By this smile M. 
de Tréville judged that he had not to deal with a fool, and 
changing the niet came straight to the point. 

“T loved your father very much,” said he. ‘ What can 
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I do for the son? Tell me quickly—my time is not my 
own.” ' 

“Sir,” said D’Artagnan, “on leaving Tarbes and coming 
hither, it was my intention to request of you, in remembrance 
of the friendship which you have not forgotten, the uniform 
of a musketeer. But after all that I have seen during the 
last two hours, I have become aware of the value of such a 
favour, and tremble lest I should not merit it.” 

“Well, young man,” replied M. de Tréville, “itis, in fact, a 
favour, but it may not be so far beyond your hopes as you 
believe, or rather as you appear to believe. Yet his Majesty’s 
decision is always necessary, and I inform you with regret 
that no one becomes a musketeer without the preliminary 
ordeal of several campaigns, certain brilliant actions, or a 
service of two years in some regiment less favoured than 
ours.” 

D’Artagnan bowed without replying, feeling his desire to 
don the musketeer’s uniform vastly increased by the diffi- 
culties which he had learned must precede the attainment 
of it. 

“ But,” continued M. de Tréville, fixing upon his com- 
patriot a look so piercing that it might be said he wished to 
read the thoughts of his heart—‘‘ but on account of my old 
companion, your father, as I have said, I will do something 
for you, young man. Our cadets from Béarn are not gener- 
ally very rich, and I have no reason to think matters have 
much changed in this respect since I left the province. I 
dare say you have not brought too large a stock of money 
with you ? ” 

D’Artagnan drew himself up with an air that plainly said, 
“I ask charity of no man.” 

“Oh, that’s all very well, young man,” continued M. de 
Tréville, ‘‘ that’s all very well. I am well acquainted with 
all those lofty airs. I myself came to Paris with four 
crowns in my purse, and would have fought with any one 
who would have dared to tell me I was not in a condition 
to purchase the Louvre.” 

D’Artagnan drew himself up still more proudly. Thanks 
to the sale of his horse, he commenced his career with four 
crowns more than M. de Tréville had possessed at the 
commencement of his. 

‘ You need, I say, then, to husband the means you have, 
however large the sum may be, but you ought also to en- 
deavour to perfect yourself in the exercises becoming a. 
gentleman, I will write a letter to-day to the director of 
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the Royal Academy, and to-morrow he will admit you 
without any expense to yourself. Do not refuse this little 
service. Our best-born and richest gentlemen sometimes 
solicit it without being able to obtain it. Vou will learn 
riding, swordsmanship in all its branches, and dancing. 
You will make some desirable acquaintances, and from time 
to time you can call upon me, just to tell me how you are 
getting on, and to say whether I can be of any service to 
you.” 

D’Artagnan, stranger as he was to all the manners of 
a court, could not but perceive a little coldness in this 
reception. 

- “ Alas, sir,” said he, “ I can but perceive how sadly I miss 
the letter of introduction which my father gave me to pre- 
sent to you.” 

‘I certainly am surprised,” replied M. de Tréville, ‘‘ that 
you should undertake so long a journey without that neces- 
sary viaticum, the only resource of us poor Béarnese.” 

“T had one, sir, and, thank God, such as I could wish,” 
cried D’Artagnan, “‘but it was perfidiously stolen from 
me.” 

He then related the adventure at Meung, described the un- 
known gentleman with the greatest minuteness, and all with 
a warmth and truthfulness that delighted M. de Tréville. 

“ This is all very strange,” said the latter, after meditating 
a minute. ‘“ You mentioned my name, then, aloud ?” 

“Yes, sir; I certainly committed that imprudence. But 
why should I have done otherwise ? A name like yours was 
to serve me as a buckler on my way. You can fancy whether 
I often hid myself behind it or no!” 

} Flattery was at that period very much in fashion, and M. 
de Tréville loved incense as well as a king, or even a cardinal. 
He could not then refrain from a smile of evident satisfac- 
tion ; but this smile soon disappeared, and returning to the 
adventure at Meung,— 

“ Tell me,” continued he, “‘ had not this gentleman a slight 
scar on his cheek ? ” 

‘ “Yes, such a one as would be made by the grazing of a 
all.” 

+ “ Was he not a fine-looking man ?” 

LL Yes.’ 

“ Of lofty stature ? ” 

“ce Yes.”’ 

“Of pale complexion and brown hair ?” 

: “Yes, yes, that is he! How is it, sir, that you are 
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acquainted with this man ? If ever I should meet him again, 
and I will find him, I swear, were it in hell 

““ He was waiting for a woman ?”’ continued Tréville. 

“He at least departed immediately after having con- 
versed for a minute with the one for whom he was waiting.” 

“You do not know what was the subject of their con- 
versation ?” 

“He gave her a box, told her that box contained her in- 
structions, and desired her not to open it before she arrived 
in London.” 

“Was this an English woman ? ” 

“He called her Milady.” 

‘It is he! it must be he!” murmured Tréville. “I 
thought he was still at Brussels ! ” 

“O sir, if you know who and what this man is,” cried 
D’Artagnan, “ tell me who he is and whence he is. I will 
then release you from all your promises—even that of pro- 
curing my admission into the musketeers. For, before 
everything, I wish to avenge myself.” 

“ Beware, young man ! ” cried De Tréville. “If you see 
him coming on one side of the street, pass by on the other. 
Do not cast yourself against such a rock ; he would break 
you like glass.” 

“ That thought will not prevent me,” replied D’ Artagnan, 

“if ever I should happen to meet with him 

“Tn the meantime, if you will take my advice, you will 
not seek him,” said Tréville. 

All at once the captain stopped, as if struck by a sudden 
suspicion. This great hatred which the young traveller 
manifested so loudly for this man, who (a rather improb- 
able thing) had stolen his father’s letter from him—was 
there not some perfidy concealed under this hatred ? Might 
not this young man be sent by his Eminence? Might he 
not have come for the purpose of laying a snare for him ? 
This pretended D’Artagnan — was he not an emissary of 
the cardinal’s whom he sought to introduce into his house, 
to place near him, and win his confidence, and afterwards to 
bring about his ruin, as had been practised in a thousand 
other instances ? He fixed his eyes upon D’Artagnan even 
more earnestly than before. He was moderately reassured, 
however, by the aspect of that countenance, full of shrewd 
intelligence and affected humility. 

‘I know indeed he is a Gascon,” reflected he, “‘ but he may 
be one for the cardinal as well as for me. Let us try him.” 
“My friend,” said he slowly, “I wish, as the son of an old 
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friend-—for I consider this story of the lost letter perfectly 
true—T wish, I say, in order to repair the coldness you have 
noticed in my reception of you, to make you acquainted with 
the secrets of our policy. The king and the cardinal are the 
best of friends ; their apparent bickerings are only feints to 
deceive fools. I am not willing that a compatriot, a hand- 
some cavalier, a brave youth, quite fit to make his way, should 
become the dupe of all these artifices, and fall stupidly into 
the snare, after the example of so many others who have been 
ruined by it. Be assured that I am devoted to both these all- 
powerful masters, and that my earnest endeavour shall never 
have any other aim than the service of the king and that of 
the cardinal, one of the most illustrious geniuses that France 
has ever produced. 

‘Now, young man, regulate your conduct accordingly, and 
if you entertain, whether from your family, your associations, 
or even from your instincts, any of those enmities against the 
cardinal which we see constantly breaking out among the 
nobles, bid me adieu, and let us separate. I will aid you in 
many ways, but without attaching you to my person. I hope 
that my frankness, at all events, will make you my friend, 
for you are the only young man to whom I have hitherto 
spoken as I am now doing.” 

Tréville said to himself,— 

“Tf the cardinal has set this young fox upon me, he will 
certainly not have failed—he who knows how bitterly I 
execrate him—to tell his spy that the best means of paying 
court to me is to rail at him. Therefore, in spite of my 
protestations, if it be as I suspect, my cunning gossip here 
will launch out in abuse of his Eminence.” 

It proved, however, entirely different from what Tréville 
expected. D’Artagnan answered, with the greatest sim- 
plicity,— 

“T am come to Paris with exactly such intentions, sir. 
My father advised me to stoop to nobody but the king, the 
cardinal, and you—-whom he considers the first three per- 
sonages in France.” 

D’Artagnan added M. de Tréville to the two others, as may 
be perceived ; but he thought this addition would do no harm. 

‘ I therefore hold the cardinal in the greatest veneration,” 
continued he, “‘ and have the greatest respect for his actions. 
So much the better for me, sir, if you speak to me, as you say, 
with frankness, for then you will do me the honour to hold 
in esteem our similarity of taste ; but if you have entertained 
any mistrust, as naturally you may, I feel that I am ruining 
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myself by speaking the truth. But come what may, you will 
not fail to esteem me, and that is what I care for more than 
anything in the world.” 

M. de Tréville was surprised to the last degree. So much 
penetration, so much frankness, created admiration, but did 
not entirely remove his suspicions. The more this young 
man was superior to others the more he was to be dreaded, 
if he meant to deceive him. Nevertheless he pressed 
D’Artagnan’s hand, and said to him,— 

“You are an honest youth, but at the present moment I 
can onlv do for you that which I just now offered. My house 
will be always open to you. Hereafter, being able to ask for 
me at all hours, and consequently to take advantage of all 
opportunities, you will probably obtain what you desire.”’ 

That is to say, sir,” replied D’Artagnan, “that you will 
wait till I have made myself worthy of it. Well, be assured,” 
added he, with the familiarity of a Gascon, “ you will not wait 
long.’ And he bowed on retiring, as if he considered the 
future was his own concern. 

“But wait a minute,” said M. de Tréville, stopping him. 
‘I promised you a letter to the director of the Academy. 
Are you too proud to accept it, young gentleman ? ” 

‘ No, sir,” said D’Artagnan ; ‘‘and I will answer for it 
that this one shall not fare like the other. I will guard it 
so carefully that I swear it shall arrive at its address, and 
woe be to him who shall attempt to take it from me ! ” 

M. de Tréville smiled at this bragging, and leaving his young 
compatriot in the.embrasure of the window, where they had 
talked together, he seated himself at a table, in order to 
write the promised letter of recommendation. While he 
was doing this D’Artagnan, having no better employment, 
amused himself with beating a march upon the window, and 
with looking at the musketeers, who went away, one after 
another, following them with his eyes till they disappeared 
at the bend of the street. 

M. de Tréville, after having written the letter, sealed it, 
and rising, approached the young man in order to give it 
to him. But at the very moment that D’Artagnan stretched 
out his hand to receive it, M. de Tréville was highly aston- 
ished to see his protégé make a sudden spring, become crim- 
son with passion, and rush from the room, crying, “‘ Ah, 
*sblood ! he shall not escape me this time.” 

“ Who ? who ?” asked M. de Tréville. 

“He, my thief !”” replied D’Artagnan. ‘Ah, the traitor!” 
and he disappeared, \ 
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“The devil take the madman!” murmured M. de Tré- 
ville, ‘‘ unless,” added he, “ this is a cunning mode of escap- 
ing, seeing that he has failed in his purpose ! 1” 


CHAPTER: IV. 


THE SHOULDER OF ATHOS, THE BALDRIC OF PORTHOS, AND 
THE HANDKERCHIEF OF ARAMIS. 


D’ ARTAGNAN, in a state of rage, crossed the antechamber in 
three bounds, and was darting towards the stairs, which he 
reckoned upon descending four steps at a time, when, in his 
heedless course, he ran headforemost against a musketeer 
who was coming out of one of M. de Tréville’s private rooms, 
and hitting his shoulder violently, made him utter a cry, or 
rather a howl. 

‘ Excuse me, said D’Artagnan, endeavouring to resume 
his course—‘ excuse me, but I am in a hurry.” 

Scarcely had he descended the first stair when a hand of 
iron seized him by the scarf and stopped him. 

“You are in a hurry,” said the musketeer, as pale as a 
sheet. “Under that pretence you run against me. You 
say ‘Excuse me!’ and you believe that that is sufficient ? 
Not at all, my young man. Do you fancy that because you 
have heard M. de Tréville speak to us a little cavalierly 
to-day that other people are to treat us as he speaks to 
us ? Undeceive yourself, companion ; you are not M. de 
Tréville.” 

“Pon my word ! ” replied D’Artagnan, recognizing Athos, 
who, after having his wounds dressed ‘by the doctor, was going 
to his own apartment—‘“‘ on my word, I did not do it inten- 
tionally, and not having done it intentionally, I said, 
‘Excuse me!’ It appears to me that that is quite enough. 
I repeat to you, however—and this time it is too much, per- 
haps—on my word of honour I am in great haste, great 
haste. Loose your hold, then, I beg of you, and let me go 
where my business calls me.” 

‘ Sir,” said Athos, letting him go, “‘ you are not Polite ; 
it is easy to perceive “that you come from a distance.” 

D’Artagnan had already strode down three or four stairs 
when Athos’s last remark stopped him short. 

“ Zounds, sir!”’ said he, ‘“ however far I may have come, 
it is not you who can give me a lesson in good manners, I 
warn you.’ 
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“ Perhaps ! ” said Athos. 

‘ Ah ! if I were not in such haste, and if I were not run- 
ning after some one!” said D’Artagnan. 

‘Mr. Man-in-a-hurry, you can find me without running 
after me—me! Do you understand me?” 

“And where, I pray you ? ” 

“Near the Carmes-Deschaux.” 

** At what hour ?” 

“ About noon.” 

“ About noon. That will do; I will be there.” 

“Try not to make me wait, for at a quarter-past twelve I 
will cut off your ears as you run.” 

‘ Good !”’ cried D’Artagnan ; “‘I will be there ten minutes 
before twelve.” 

And he set off, running as if the devil possessed him, hoping 
that he might yet find the unknown, whose slow pace could 
not have carried him far. 

But at the street gate Porthos was talking with the soldier 
on guard. Between the two talkers there was just room fora 
man to pass. D’Artagnan thought it would suffice for him, 
and he sprang forward like a dart between them. But D’Ar- 
tagnan had reckoned without the wind. As he was about to 
pass the wind blew out Porthos’s long cloak, and D’Artagnan 
rushed straight into the middle of it. Without doubt Por- 
thos had reasons for not abandoning this essential part of his 
vestments, for instead of letting go the flap, which he was 
holding, he pulled it towards him, so that D’Artagnan rolled 
himself up in the velvet by a movement of rotation explained 
by the resistance of the obstinate Porthos. 

D’Artagnan, hearing the musketeer swear, wished to escape 
from under the cloak which blinded him, and endeavoured to 
make his way out of its folds. He was particularly anxious 
to avoid marring the freshness of the magnificent baldric we 
are acquainted with; but on timidly opening his eyes, he 
found himself with his nose fixed between the two shoulders 
of Porthos—that is to say, exactly upon the baldric. 

Alas! like most of the things in this world which have 
nothing in their favour but appearance, the baldric was glit- 
tering with gold in the front, but was nothing but simple 
buff behind. Vainglorious as he was, Porthos could not 
afford to have an entirely gold-worked baldric, but had at 
least half a one. The pretext about the cold and the neces- 
sity for the cloak were thus exposed. 

“Good Lord!” cried Porthos, making strong efforts to 
get rid of D’Artagnan, who was wriggling about his back, 
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“the fellow must be mad to run against people in this 
manner.” 

“Excuse me,” said D’Artagnan, reappearing under the 
shoulder of the giant, “‘ but I am in such haste. I was run- 
ning after some one, and 

“And do you always forget your eyes when you happen 
to be in a hurry ?”’ asked Porthos. 

“No,” replied D’Artagnan, piqued, “no; and, thanks to 
my eyes, I can see what other people cannot see.” 

Whether Porthos understood him or did not understand 
him, the fact is that giving way to his anger,— 

“Sir,” said he, “I warn you that you stand a chance of 
getting chastised if you run against musketeers in this fashion.”’ 

“ Chastised, sir ?’”’ said D’Artagnan. ‘‘ The expression is 
strong.” 

“Tt is one that becomes a man accustomed to look his 
enemies in the face.” 

“Ah, zounds! I know full well that you do not turn 
your back to yours.” 

And the young man, delighted with his joke, went away 
laughing with all his might. 

Porthos foamed with rage, and started to rush after 
D’ Artagnan. 

“Wait awhile, wait awhile,” cried the latter; ‘when you 
haven’t your cloak on.” 

“ At one o'clock, then, behind the Luxembourg.” 

“Very well; at one o’clock, then,” replied D’Artagnan, 
turning the angle of the street. 

But neither in the street through which he had passed, nor 
in the one which his glance now eagerly scanned, could he see 
any one. However slowly the unknown had walked, he had 

' gained ground, or perhaps had entered some house. D’Ar- 
tagnan inquired of every one he met, went down to the 
ferry, came up again by the Rue de Seine and the Croix 
Rouge, but he could see nothing of him, absolutely nothing ! 
This race was, however, advantageous to him in one sense, 
for in proportion as the perspiration broke from his forehead 
his heart began to cool. 

He began to reflect upon the events that had passed. They 
were numerous and inauspicious. It was scarcely eleven 
o’clock in the morning, and yet this morning had already 
brought him into disgrace with M. de Tréville, who could 
not fail to think the manner in which D’Artagnan had left 
him a little cavalier. 

Besides this, he had drawn upon himself two good duels 
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with two men, each capable of killing three D’Artagnans— 
with two musketeers, in short, with two of those beings whom 
he esteemed so highly that he placed them in his mind and 
heart above all other men. 

Conjectures were not encouraging. Sure of being killed by 
Athos, it may easily be understood that the young man was 
not very uneasy about Porthos. As hope, however, is the 
last thing extinguished in the heart of man, he ended by hop- 
ing that he might survive, although terribly wounded in both 
these duels ; and in case of surviving he made the following 
reflections upon his own conduct :— 

““What a harebrained, stupid fellow Iam! That brave 
and unfortunate Athos was wounded exactly on that shoul- 
der against which I must run headforemost, like a ram. 
The only thing that astonishes me is that he did not strike 
me dead at once; he had good cause to do so. The pain 
I gave him must have been horrible. As to Porthos—oh, 
as to Porthos, upon my word, that is stranger still ! ” 

And in spite of himself the young man began to laugh 
aloud, looking round carefully, however, lest some one, 
hearing and not understanding his merriment, should be 
offended. 

‘ As to Porthos, that is certainly strange, but I am not the 
less a giddy fool. Are people to be run against without 
warning ? No! And have I any right to go and peep under 
their cloaks to see what is not there ? He would have par- 
doned me—he would certainly have pardoned me—if I had 
not said anything to him about that cursed baldric, in am- 
biguous words, it is true, but rather neatly ambiguous! 
Ah, cursed Gascon that I am, I get from one hobble into 
another. Friend D’Artagnan,’” continued he, speaking to 
himself with all the amenity that he thought due to himself, 
“if you escape, of which there is not much chance, I would 
advise you to practise perfect politeness for the future. 
You must henceforth be admired and quoted as a model of 
it. To be obliging and polite does not necessarily make a 
man a coward. Look at Aramis now; Aramis is mildness 
and grace personified. Well, did ever anybody dream of | 
saying that Aramis is a coward ? No, certainly not; and 
from this moment I will endeavour to model myself after 
him. Ah, how strange, here he is ! ” 

D’Artagnan, walking and soliloquizing, had arrived within 
a few steps of the Hôtel d’ Aiguillon, and in front of that hôtel 
perceived Aramis chatting gaily with three gentlemen of the | 
king’s guards. Aramis also perceived D’Artagnan ; but as 
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he had not forgotten that it was in the presence of this young 
man that M. de Tréville had been so angry in the morning, 
and that a witness of the rebuke the musketeers had received 
was not likely to be at all agreeable, he pretended not to see 
him. D’Artagnan, on the contrary, quite full of his plans of 
conciliation and courtesy, approached the young men with 
a profound bow, accompanied by a most gracious smile. 
Aramis bowed his head slightly, but did not smile. All four 
of them immediately ceased talking. 

D’Artagnan was not so dull as not to perceive that he was 
not wanted, but he was not sufficiently acquainted with the 
ways of the world to know how to withdraw with ease from 
the awkward position of having forced himself upon persons 
he scarcely knew, and having joined in a conversation which 
did not concern him. He was seeking in his mind, then, for 
the least disagreeable means of retreat, when he remarked 
that Aramis had let his handkerchief fall, and by mistake, 
no doubt, had placed his foot upon it, and it appeared a 
favourable opportunity to atone for his intrusion. He 
stooped, and with the most gracious air he could assume, 
drew the handkerchief from under the foot of the musketeer, 
in spite of the efforts the latter made to detain it, and hold- 
ing it out to him, said,— 

“T believe, sir, that this is a handkerchief you would be 
sorry to lose ?” 

The handkerchief was, in fact, richly embroidered, and had 
a coronet and arms at one of its corners. Aramis blushed 
excessively, and snatched rather than took the handkerchief 
from D’Artagnan’s hand. 

“Ah, ah!” cried one of the guards, “‘ will you persist in 
saying, most discreet Aramis, that you are not on good terms 
with Madame de Bois-Tracy, when that gracious lady has 
the kindness to lend you her handkerchief ? ” 

Aramis darted at D’Artagnan one of those looks which 
inform a man that he has acquired a mortal enemy; then 
resuming his mild air,— 

“You are deceived, gentlemen,” said he; “ this handker- 
chief is not mine, and I cannot fancy why the gentleman has 
taken it into his head to offer it to me rather than to one of 
you ; and as a proof of what I say, here is mine in my pocket.” 

So saying, he pulled out his own handkerchief, which was 
likewise a very elegant handkerchief, and of fine cambric, 
though cambric was then dear, but a handkerchief without 
embroidery and without arms, only ornamented with a 
single cipher, that of its owner, . 


40 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


This time D’Artagnan kept silence; he perceived his mis- 
take. But the friends of Aramis were not at all convinced 
by his assertion; and one of them, addressing the young 
musketeer with affected seriousness ,— 

“Tf it were as you pretend it is,” said he, “I should be 
forced, my dear Aramis, to reclaim it myself; for, as you 
very well know, Bois-Tracy is an intimate friend of mine, 
and I cannot allow the property of his wife to be sported 
as a trophy.” 

“You make the demand in bad form,” replied Aramis ; 
‘and while I acknowledge the justice of your claim, I re- 
fuse it on account of the manner of its presentation.” 

“The fact is,’ hazarded D’Artagnan timidly, “‘I did not 
see the handkerchief fall from the pocket of M. Aramis. He 
had his foot upon it, that is all, and I thought from his having 
his foot upon it the handkerchief was his.” 

‘And you were deceived, my dear sir,” replied Aramis 
coldly, and little affected by the offer of atonement. Then 
turning towards that one of the guards who had declared him- 
self the friend of Bois-Tracy, “ Besides,’ continued he, “I 
have reflected, my dear intimate friend of Bois-Tracy, that [ 
am not less tenderly his friend than you probably are, so that 
decidedly this handkerchief is as likely to have fallen from 
your pocket as mine.” 

‘ No, upon my honour ! ” cried his Majesty’s guardsman. 

“ You are about to swear upon your honour and I upon my 
word, and then it will be pretty evident that one of us will 
have lied. Now here, Montaran, we will do better than that : 
let us each take a half.” 

“ Of the handkerchief ? ’’ 

«6 Yes.” 

“Perfectly just!” cried the two other guards; ‘the 
judgment of King Solomon! Aramis, you certainly are 
cram-full of wisdom.” 

The young men burst into a loud laugh, and as may be 
supposed, the affair had no other sequel. In a moment or 
two the conversation ceased, and the three guards and the 
musketeer, after having cordially shaken hands, separated, 
the guards going one way and Aramis another. 

“ Now is my time to make my peace with this gentleman,” 
said D’Artagnan to himself, having kept at a little distance 
all the latter part of the conversation ; and with this good 
feeling he drew near to Aramis, who was going away without 
paying any attention to him. 

“Sir,” said he, “‘ you will excuse me, I hope.” 
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“ Ah!” interrupted Aramis, “allow me to call to your 
attention that you have not acted in this affair as a man 
of good breeding ought to have.” 

“What!” cried D’Artagnan ; “ you suppose——’” 

“T suppose, sir, that you are not a fool, and that you know 
very well, although coming from Gascony, that people do not 
tread upon pocket handkerchiefs without a reason. What 
the devil! Paris is not paved with cambric !”’ 

“Sir, you do wrong in endeavouring to mortify me,” said 
D’Artagnan, to whom his quarrelsome nature began to speak 
more loudly than his pacific resolutions. ‘I am from Gas- 
cony, it is true ; and since you know it, there is no need of 
telling you that Gascons are not very patient, so that when 
they have asked pardon once, were it even for a folly, they 
are convinced that they have done already at least as much 
again as they ought to have done.” 

“Sir, what I say to you about the matter,” said Aramis, 
“is not for the sake of seeking a quarrel. Thank God, I 
am not a bully; and being a musketeer only for a time, I 
only fight when I am forced to do so, and always with great 
repugnance. But this time the affair is serious, for here is 
a lady compromised by you.” 

“ By us, you mean,” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Why did you so awkwardly give me the handkerchief ?” 

“ Why did you so awkwardly let it fall ? ” 

“T have said, sir, that the handkerchief did not fall from 
my pocket.” 

“Well, and by saying so you have lied twice, sir, for I 
saw it fall.” 

“Oh, oh! you take it up in that way, do you, Master 
Gascon ? Well, I will teach you how to behave your- 
self.” 

“And I will send you back to your mass-book, Master 
Abbé. Draw, if you please, and right away.” 

“Not at all, if you please, my good friend—not here, at 
least. Do you not perceive that we are opposite the Hôtel 
d@’Aiguillon, which is full of the cardinal’s creatures ? How 
do I know that it is not his Eminence who has honoured 
you with the commission to bring him my head? Now I 
really entertain a ridiculous partiality for my head, because 
it seems to suit my shoulders so admirably. I have no ob- 
jection to killing you, depend upon that, but quietly, in a 
snug, remote place, where you will not be able to boast of 
your death to anybody.” 

“I agree, sir; but do not be too confident. Take away 
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your handkerchief. Whether it belongs to you or another, 
you may, perhaps, stand in need of it.” 

‘ The gentleman is a Gascon ?”’ asked Aramis. 

“Yes. The gentleman does not postpone a meeting 
through prudence.”’ 

‘“Prudence, sir, is a virtue quite useless to musketeers, I 
know, but indispensable to churchmen; and as I am only 
a musketeer provisionally, I deem it best to be prudent. 
At two o’clock I shall have the honour of expecting you at 
the hétel of M. de Tréville. There I will point out to you 
the best place and time.” 

The two young men bowed and separated, Aramis ascend- 
ing the street which led to the Luxembourg, while D’Artag- 
nan, perceiving that the appointed hour was approaching, 
took the road to the Carmes-Deschaux, saying to himself, 
“Decidedly I can’t draw back; but at least, if I am killed, 
I shall be killed by a musketeer ! ” 


CHAPTER V. 
THE KING’S MUSKETEERS AND THE CARDINAL’S GUARDS. 


D’ARTAGNAN was not acquainted with anybody in Paris. 
He went, therefore, to his appointment with Athos without a 
second, determined to be satisfied with those his adversary 
should choose. Besides, his mind was fixed on making the 
brave musketeer all suitable apologies, but without mean- 
ness or weakness, fearing that the result of this duel would 
be the usual unfortunate result of an affair of this kind, 
when a young and vigorous man fights with an adversary 
who is wounded and enfeebled: if conquered, he doubles 
the triumph of his antagonist ; if a conqueror, he is accused 
of foul play and cheap courage. 

Now, we must have badly sketched the character of our 
adventurer, or our readers must have already perceived that 
D’Artagnan was not a common man. “Therefore, while re- 
peating to himself that his death was inevitable, he did not 
make up his mind to die as easily as another less courageous 
and less moderate than he might have done in his place. 
He reflected upon the different characters of the men he had 
to fight with, and began to see into his own situation more 
clearly. He hoped, by means of loyal excuses, to make a 
friend of Athos, whose lordly air and austere bearing were 
very pleasing to him, He flattered himself he should be 
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able to frighten Porthos with the adventure of the baldric, 
which he could, if not killed upon the spot, relate to every- 
body—a story that, well managed, would cover Porthos with 
ridicule. As to the astute Aramis, he did not entertain 
much dread of him, and supposing that he should get so 
far, he determined to dispatch him in good style, or at least, 
by hitting him in the face, as Cesar recommended his sol- 
diers to do to those of Pompey, damage for ever that beauty 
of which he was so proud, 

And, finally, D’Artagnan possessed that invincible stock 
of resolution which the counsels of his father had deposited 
in his heart, and which were summed up in “ Endure nothing 
from any one but the king, the cardinal, and M. de Tréville.” 
He flew, then, rather than walked, towards the monastery of 
the Carmes-Déchaussés, or rather Deschaux, as they said 
at that time, a sort of building without a window, surrounded 
by barren fields, an annex to the Pré-aux-Clercs, and which 
was generally employed as the place for the meetings of men 
who had no time to lose. 

When D’Artagnan arrived in sight of the bare spot of 
ground which stretched out at the base of the monastery, 
Athos had been waiting about five minutes, and twelve 
o’clock was striking. He was, then, as punctual as the 
Samaritan woman, and the most rigorous casuist on duels 
could have nothing to say. 

Athos, who still suffered grievously from his wound, though 

it had been freshly dressed by M. de Tréville’s surgeon, was 
seated on a stone, awaiting his adversary with that placid 
countenance and that noble air which never forsook him. 
At sight of D’Artagnan he arose and politely came a few 
steps to meet him. The latter, on his part, saluted his ad- 
versary with hat in hand, and his feather even touching the 
ground. 
» “Sir,” said Athos, ‘‘ I have engaged two of my friends as 
seconds, but these two friends have not yet come. I am 
astonished at their delay, as it is not at all their custom 
to be behindhand.”’ 

‘I have no seconds on my part, sir,” said D’Artagnan ; 
“for, having reached Paris only yesterday, I as yet know 
no one but M. de Tréville, to whom I was recommended by 
my father, who has the honour to be, in some degree, one 
of his friends.” 

* Athos reflected for an instant. 
-“ You know no one but M. de Tréville ?” he asked. 

“ No, sir; I know only him.” 
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“Well, well,” continued Athos, speaking partly to himself 
—“ well, well, if I kill you, I shall have the air of a child- 
eaten’ 

‘Not too much so,” replied D’Artagnan, with a bow that 
was not deficient in dignity—‘ not too much so, since you 
do me the honour to draw sword against me while suffering 
from a wound which must bother you very much.” 

“Very much, upon my word ; and you hurt me devilishly, 
I can tell you. But I will use the left hand; I usually do so 
under such circumstances. Do not fancy, though, that I 
favour you: I use both hands equally. And it will be even 
a disadvantage to you: a left-handed man is very trouble- 
some to people who are not prepared forit. I regret I did 
not inform you sooner of this circumstance.” 

“You are truly, sir,’ said D’Artagnan, bowing again, 
‘very courteous, for which, I assure you, I am extremely 
grateful.” 

“You confuse me,” replied Athos, with his gentlemanly 
air. ‘‘I beg of you, let us talk of something else, unless it 
is displeasing to you. Ah, ’sblood! how you did hurt 
me! My shoulder really burns.” 

“Tf you would permit me ” said D’Artagnan timidly. 

“What, sir 2?” 

‘TI have a miraculous balsam for wounds—a balsam given 
to me by my mother, and of which I have made a trial upon 
myself.” 

me Well Pte 

“Well, I am sure that in less than three days this balsam 
would cure you; and at the end of three days, when you 
would be cured—well, sir, it would still do me a great honour 
to be your man.” 

D’Artagnan spoke these words with a simplicity that did 
honour to his courtesy, without casting the least doubt upon 
his courage. 

“ By God, sir ! ””’ said Athos, ‘ that’s a proposition which 
pleases me ; not that I accept it, but it smacks of the gentle- 
man a league away. So spoke the gallant knights of the time 
of Charlemagne, in whom every knight ought to seek his 
model. Unfortunately, we do not live in the time of the 
great emperor. We live in the times of the cardinal; and 
three days hence, however well the secret might be guarded, 
it would be known, I say, that we were to fight, and our 
combat would be forestalled. Will these idlers never come ? ” 

“Tf you are in a hurry, sir,” said D’Artagnan, with the 
same simplicity with which a moment before he had pro- 
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posed to put off the duel for three days—‘“‘if you are in a 
hurry, and if it be your will to dispatch me at once, do not 
inconvenience yourself, I beg of you.” 

‘ Well, that is again well said,” cried Athos, nodding 
graciously to D’Artagnan ; ‘“ that did not come from a man 
without brains, and certainly not from a man without a 
heart. Sir, I love men of your kidney, and I foresee plainly 
that if we don’t kill each other, I shall hereafter take real 
pleasure in your conversation. We will wait for these 
gentlemen, if you please; I have plenty of time, and it will 
be more correct. Ah! here is one of them, I think.” 

In fact, at the end of the Rue Vaugirard the gigantic 
form of Porthos began to loom. 

“What!” cried D’Artagnan, “is your first second M. 
Porthos ? ” 

“Yes. Does that displease you ? ” 

* Oh, not at all.’ 

** And here comes the other.” 

D’Artagnan turned in the direction pointed to by Athos, 
and perceived Aramis. 

“What!” cried he, with an accent of greater astonish- 
ment than before, “‘is your second witness M. Aramis ? ” 

“Doubtless he is. Are you not aware that we are never 
seen one without the others, and that we are called in the 
musketeers and the guards, at court and in the city, Athos, 
Porthos, and Aramis, or the Three Inseparables ? And yet, 
as you come from Dax or Pau a 

“ From Tarbes,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Tt is probable you are ignorant of this circumstance,” 
said Athos. 

“°*Pon my word,” replied D’Artagnan, ‘you are well 
named, gentlemen ; and my adventure, if it should make any 
noise, will prove at least that your union is not founded 
upon contrasts.”’ 

In the meantime Porthos had come up, waved his hand 


‘to Athos, and then turning towards D’Artagnan, stopped 


astonished. 

Permit us to say in passing that he had changed his bal- 
dric and laid aside his cloak. 

“ Ah, ah!” said he, “ what does this mean ? ” 

“ This is the gentleman I am going to fight with,” said 
Athos, pointing to D’Artagnan with his hand, and saluting 
him with the same gesture. 

“Why, it is with him I am also going to fight,” said 
Porthos. 
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“ But not,before one o’clock,” replied D’Artagnan. 

‘ Well, and I also am going to fight with that gentleman,” 
said Aramis, coming up in his turn. 

“But not till two o’clock,” said D’Artagnan, with the 
same calmness. 

‘ But what are you going to fight about, Athos ?” asked 
Aramis. 

“*Pon my word, I don’t very well know; he hurt my 
shoulder.—And you, Porthos ? ” 

‘“’Pon my word, I am going to fight because I am going 
to fight,” answered Porthos, colouring deeply. 

Athos, whose keen eye lost nothing, perceived a sly smile 
pass over the lips of the young Gascon as he replied,— 

‘We had a short discussion upon dress.” 

“And you, Aramis ?”’ asked Athos. 

“Oh, ours is a theological quarrel,” replied Aramis, making 
a sign to D’Artagnan to keep secret the cause of their dispute. 

Athos saw a second smile on the lips of D’Artagnan. 

“Indeed ?”’ said Athos. 

“Yes; a passage of St. Augustine, upon which we could 
not agree,” said the Gascon. 

“By Jove! this is a clever fellow,’ murmured Athos. 

‘And now you are all assembled, gentlemen,” said 
D’Artagnan, “‘ permit me to offer you my excuses.” 

At this word excuses a cloud passed over the brow of Athos, 
a haughty smile curled the lip of Porthos, and a negative sign 
was the reply of Aramis. 

“You do not understand me, gentlemen,’ said D’Ar- 
tagnan, throwing up his head, on which was playing at that 
moment a ray of sunlight, gilding its clear and bold outlines. 
‘I ask to be excused in case I should not be able to dis- 
charge my debt to all three ; for M. Athos has the right to 
kill me first, which must much diminish the face-value of 
your bill, M. Porthos, and render yours almost worthless, M. 
Aramis. And now, gentlemen, I repeat, excuse me, but on 
that account only, and—on guard!” 

At these words, with the most gallant air possible, D’Ar- 
tagnan drew his sword. 

The blood had mounted to the head of D’Artagnan, and 
at that moment he would have drawn his sword against all 
the musketeers in the kingdom as willingly as he now did 
against Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. 

It was a quarter past twelve. The sun was in its zenith, 
and the spot chosen for the theatre of the duel was exposed 
to its full power, 
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“It is very hot,” said Athos, drawing his sword in his 
turn, ‘and yet I cannot take off my doublet, for only 
just now I felt my wound begin to bleed again, and I should 
not like to annoy the gentleman with the sight of blood 
which he has not drawn from me himself.” 

“That is true, sir,” replied D’Artagnan; ‘and whether 
drawn by myself or another, I assure you I shall always view 
with regret the blood of so brave a man. I will therefore 
fight in my doublet, as you do.” 

‘Come, come, enough of such compliments,” cried Por- 
thos ; “‘ please remember we are waiting our turn.” 

“Speak for yourself when you are inclined to utter such 
incongruities,” interrupted Aramis. ‘“‘ For my part, I think 
what they say is very well said, and quite worthy of two 
gentlemen.” 

‘When you please, sir,” said Athos, putting himself on 
guard. 

“I was awaiting your order, 
swords. 

But scarcely had the two rapiers clashed on meeting when 
a company of the guards of his Eminence, commanded by 
M. de Jussac, turned the angle of the convent. 

“The cardinal’s guards! the cardinal’s guards!” cried 
Aramis and Porthos at the same time. ‘‘ Sheathe swords, 
gentlemen ! sheathe swords!” 

But it was too late. The two combatants had been seen in 
a position which left no doubt of their intentions. 

“ Halloo!”’ cried Jussac, advancing towards them, and 
making a sign to his men to do the same—“ halloo, mus- 
keteers! fighting here, then, are you? And the edicts— 
what has become of them ? ” 

“You are very generous, gentlemen of the guards,” said 
Athos with acrimony, for Jussac was one of the aggressors 
of the preceding day. ‘If we were to see you fighting, I 
can assure you that we would make no effort to prevent 
you. Leave us alone, then, and you will enjoy a little 
amusement without cost to yourselves.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Jussac, “I greatly regret to declare 
the thing impossible. Duty before everything. Sheathe, 
then, if you please, and follow us.” 

“Sir,” said Aramis, parodying Jussac, “it would afford us 
great pleasure to obey your polite invitation if it depended 
upon ourselves ; but unfortunately the thing is impossible: 
M. de Tréville has forbidden it. Pass on your way, then ; 
it is the best thing you can do.” 


LE 


” 


said D’Artagnan, crossing 
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This raillery exasperated Jussac. 
ne We will charge upon you, then,” said he, “if you dis- 
obey.” 

‘ There are five of them,” said Athos, half aloud, ‘‘ and 
we are but three. We shall be beaten again, and must die 
on the spot; for, I swear it, I will never appear before the 
captain again as a conquered man.” 

Athos, Porthos, and Aramis instantly closed in, and Jussac 
drew up his soldiers. 

This short interval was sufficient to determine D’Artagnan. 
It was one of those events which decide the lifeofa man. It 
was a choice between the king and the cardinal. The choice 
made, it must be persisted in. To fight was to disobey the 
law, to risk his head, to make at once an enemy of a minister 
more powerful than the king himself; all this the young man 
perceived, and yet, to his praise be it said, he did not hesi- 
tate a second. Turning towards Athos and his friends,— 

‘ Gentlemen,” said he, “ allow me to correct your words, 
if you please. You said you were but three, but it appears 
to me we are four.” 

“But you are not one of us,” said Porthos. 

“That's true,” replied. D’Artagnan ; ‘ I do not wear the 
uniform, but Iam with you in spirit. My heart is that of a 
musketeer. I feel it, sir, and that urges me on.” 

“Withdraw, young man,” cried Jussac, who, doubtless 
by his gestures and the expression of his countenance, had 
guessed D’Artagnan’s design. ‘‘ You may retire; we allow 
you to do so. Save your skin; begone quickly.” 

D’Artagnan did not move. 

“Well, you are a real good fellow, 
the young man’s hand. 

“Come, come, decide one way or the other,” replied 
Jussac. 

“Well,” said Porthos to Aramis, “we must do some- 
thing.” 

“You are very generous,” said Athos. 

But all three were thinking of the youthfulness of D’Ar- 
tagnan, and dreaded his inexperience. 

“We would be only three, one of whom is wounded, with 
the addition of a boy,” resumed Athos, “and yet they will 
say none the less that we were four men.” 

“Yes, but to yield ! ” said Porthos. 

‘ That’s rather difficult,” replied Athos. 

D’Artagnan understood their hesitancy. 

“Try me, gentlemen,” said he, “and I swear to you by 


” 


said Athos, pressing 
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my honour that I will not go hence if we are con- 
quered.” 

“ What is your name, my brave fellow ?”’ said Athos. 

‘“ D’Artagnan, sir.” 

‘Well, then, Athos, Porthos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan, 
forward ! ” cried Athos. 

‘Come, gentlemen, have you made your minds up?” 
cried Jussac for the third time. 

“Tt is done, gentlemen,” said Athos. 

‘ And what do you mean to do ?”’ asked Jussac. 

“ We ate about to have the honour of charging you,” re- 
plied Aramis, lifting his hat with one hand and drawing his 
sword with the other. 

“Oh! you resist, do you ?”’ cried Jussac. 

**?Sblood ! does that astonish you ? ” 

And the nine combatants rushed at one another with a 
madness which, however, did not exclude a certain amount 
of method. 

Athos fixed upon Cahusac, a favourite of the cardinal’s, 
Porthos had Bicarat, and Aramis found himself opposed to 
two adversaries. As to D’Artagnan, he sprang towards 
Jussac himself. 

The heart of the young Gascon beat as though it would 
burst its fetters—not from fear, God be thanked (he had not 
the shade of it), but with emulation. He fought like a mad 
tiger, turning ten times round his adversary, and changing his 
ground and his guard twenty times. Jussac was, as they 
said then, fond of the sword, and had had much practice ; 
nevertheless it required all his skill to defend himself 
against an adversary who, active and energetic, departed 
every instant from received rules, attacking him on all 
sides at once, and yet parrying like a man who had the 
greatest respect for his own epidermis. 

’ This contest at length exhausted Jussac’s patience. Furi- 
ous at being held in check by one whom he had considered 
a boy, he grew angry and began to make mistakes. D’Ar- 
tagnan, who, though wanting in practice, had a profound 
theory, redoubled his agility. Jussac, anxious to put an 
end to this, springing forward, aimed a terrible thrust at his 
adversary, but the latter parried it; and while Jussac was 
recovering himself, glided like a serpent beneath his blade, 
a passed his sword through his body. Jussac fell in a 
eap. 

D’Artagnan then cast an anxious and rapid glance over 

the field of battle. 
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Aramis had already killed one of his adversaries, but the 
other was pressing him warmly. Nevertheless Aramis was 
in a good situation and still able to defend himself. 

Bicarat and Porthos had just made counter hits. Porthos 
had received a thrust through his arm, and Bicarat one 
through his thigh. But neither of the wounds was serious, 
and they only fought the more earnestly for them. 

Athos, wounded again by Cahusac, was steadily growing 
paler, but did not give way a foot ; he had only changed his 
sword-hand, and was fighting with his left. 

According to the laws of duelling at that period, D’Artag- 
nan was at liberty to assist the one he pleased. While he 
was trying to find out which of his companions needed his aid, 
he caught a glance from Athos. This glance was of sublime 
eloquence. Athos would have died rather than appeal for 
help ; but he could look, and with that look ask assistance. 
D’Artagnan interpreted it. With a terrible bound he sprang 
to the side of Cahusac, crying,— 

‘ To me, Sir Guard, or I will slay you!” 

Cahusac turned. It was time, for Athos, whose great 
courage alone supported him, sank upon his knee. 

“°Sblood !”’ cried he to D’Artagnan, “do not kill him, 
young man, I beg of you. I have an old affair to settle with 
him when I am healed and sound again. Disarm him only ; 
make sure of his sword. That’s it! that’s it! well done! 
very well done!” 

This exclamation was drawn from Athos by seeing the 
sword of Cahusac fly twenty paces from him. D’Artagnan 
and Cahusac sprang forward at the same instant, the one to 
recover, thé other to obtain, the sword; but D’Artagnan, 
being the more active, reached it first and placed his foot 
upon it. 

Cahusac immediately ran to the guardsman whom Aramis 
had killed, seized his rapier, and returned towards D’Ar- 
tagnan ; but on his way he met Athos, who, during the mo- 
mentary relief which D’Artagnan had procured for him, had 
recovered his breath, and who, for fear that D’Artagnan 
should kill his own personal enemy, wished to resume the 
fight. 

D’Artagnan perceived that it would be disobliging Athos 
not to leave him alone ; and in a few minutes Cahusac fell, 
with a sword-thrust through his throat. 

At the same instant Aramis placed his sword-point on the 
breast of his fallen enemy, and compelled him to ask for: 
mercy, 
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Only Porthos and Bicaratremained. Porthos was boasting 
merrily, asking Bicarat what o’clock it could be, and offering 
him his compliments upon his brother having just obtained 
a company in the regiment of Navarre ; but joke as he might, 
he gained no advantage. Bicarat was one of those iron men 
who never fall dead. 

Nevertheless it was necessary to put an end to the affair. 
The watch might come up and take all the combatants, 
wounded or not, royalists or cardinalists. Athos, Aramis, 
and D’Artagnan surrounded Bicarat and summoned him to 
surrender. Though alone against all, and with a wound in 
his thigh, Bicarat wished to hold out ; but Jussac, who had 
risen upon his elbow, cried out to him to yield. Bicarat was 
a Gascon, as D’Artagnan was; he turned a deaf ear, and 
contented himself with laughing ; and between two parries, 
finding time to point to a spot of earth with his sword,— 

‘ Here,”’ cried he, parodying a verse of the Bible—“ here 
will Bicarat die, the only one of those who are with him ! ” 

‘* But there are tour against you; leave off, I command 

quais 

“Ah, if you command me, that’s another thing,” said 
Bicarat ; “‘ you being my sergeant, it is my duty to obey.” 

And springing backward, he broke his sword across his 
knee to avoid the necessity of surrendering it, threw the 
pieces over the convent wall, and crossed his arms, whistling 
a cardinalist air. 

Bravery is always respected, even in an enemy. The mus- 

keteers saluted Bicarat with their swords, and returned them 
to their sheaths. D’Artagnan did the same ; then assisted 
by Bicarat, the only one left standing, he bore Jussac, 
Cahusac, and that one of Aramis’s adversaries who was only 
wounded, under the porch of the convent. The fourth, as 
we have said, wasdead. They then rang the bell, and carry- 
ing away four swords out of five, they took their road, 
intoxicated with joy, towards the hôtel of M. de Tréville. 
- They walked arm in arm, occupying the whole width of the 
street, and accosting every musketeer they met, so that in 
the end it became a triumphal march. The heart of D’Ar- 
tagnan throbbed with wild delight; he walked between 
Athos and Porthos, pressing them tenderly. 

“Tf I am not yet a musketeer,” said he to his new friends, 
as he passed through the gateway of M. de Tréville’s hôtel, 
* at least I have entered upon my apprenticeship, haven’t I?” 
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CHAPTER VE 
HIS MAJESTY KING LOUIS XIII. 


Tuts affair made a great noise. M. de Tréville scolded his 
musketeers in public and congratulated them in private ; 
but as no time was to be lost in gaining the king, M. de 
Tréville made all haste to the Louvre. But he was too late ; 
the king was closeted with the cardinal, and M. de Tréville 
was informed that the king was busy and could not receive 
him. In the evening M. “de Tréville went to the king’s 
card-table. The king was winning, and as his Majesty was 
very avaricious, he was in an excellent humour; therefore, 
perceiving M. de Tréville at a distance,— 

‘ Come here, captain,” said he—‘‘ come here, that I may 
scold you. Do you know that his Eminence has just made 
fresh complaints against your musketeers, and with so much 
emotion that his Eminence is indisposed this evening ? 
Why, these musketeers of yours are very devils—fellows 
to be hanged ! ” 

“No, sire,’ replied Tréville, who saw at the first glance 
which way things would turn—‘“ no, sire; on the contrary, 
they are good creatures, as meek as lambs, and have but 
one desire, I’ll be their warranty ; and this is, that their 
swords may never leave their scabbards but in your Majesty’s 
service. But what are they to do? The guards of the 
cardinal are for ever seeking quarrels with them, and for the 
honour of the corps even the poor young men are obliged 
to defend themselves.” 

“ Listen to M. de Tréville,” said the king, “ listen to him! 
Would not one say he was speaking of a religious community ? 
In truth, my dear captain, I have a great mind to take away 
your commission, and give it to Mademoiselle de Chemerault, 
to whom I promised an abbey. But don’t fancy that I am 
going to take you on your bare word. I am called Louis the 
Just, Monsieur de Tréville, and by-and-by, by-and-by we 
will see.” 

“Ah! it is because I rely fully upon that justice that 
I shall wait patiently and quietly your Majesty’s good 
pleasure.” 

“Wait, then, sir, wait,” said the king; “I will not make 
you wait long.” 

In fact, fortune changed, and as the king began to lose 
what he had won, he was not sorry to find an excuse for 
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playing Charlemagne, if we may be excused for using this 
gambling term, of the origin of which we confess we are 
ignorant. The king then arose a minute after, and putting 
the money which lay before him into his pocket, the major 
part of which arose from his winnings,— 

“ La Vieuville,” said he, “ take my place ; I must speak to 
M. de Tréville on an affair of importance. Ah, I had eighty 
louis before me ; put down the same sum, so that they who 
have lost may have nothing to complain of—justice before 
everything.” Then turning towards M. de Tréville, and 
walking with him towards the embrasure of a window,— 

“Well, monsieur,” continued he, ‘you say it is his 
Eminence’s guards who sought a quarrel with your mus- 
keteers ? ” 

“Yes, sire, as they always do.” 

“ And how did the thing happen ? Let us see, for you 
know, my dear captain, a judge must hear both sides.” 

“Good Lord! in the most simple and natural manner 
possible. Three of my best soldiers, whom your Majesty 
knows by name, and whose devotion you have more than 
once appreciated, and who have, I can assure the king, his 
service much at heart—three of my best soldiers, I say— 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis—had made a party of pleasure 
with a young cadet from Gascony, whom I had introduced 
to them the same morning. The party was to take place 
at St. Germain, I believe, and they had appointed to meet 
at the Carmes-Deschaux, when they were disturbed by 
De Jussac, Cahusac, Bicarat, and two other guards, who 
certainly did not go there in a body without some ill in- 
tention against the edicts.” 

“Ah, ah! you incline me to think so,” said the king. 
“There is no doubt they went thither with the intention of 
fighting.” 

! “I do not accuse them, sire ; but I leave your Majesty to 
judge what five armed men could possibly be going to do 
in such a retired spot as the environs of the Convent des 
Carmes.” 

“You are right, Tréville, you are right!” 

“Then, upon seeing my musketeers, they changed their 
minds, and forgot their private hatred for their corps feuds ; 
for your Majesty cannot be ignorant that the musketeers, 
who belong to the king, and to nobody but the king, are the 
natural enemies of the guards, who belong to the cardinal.” 

“Yes, Tréville, yes,” said the king in a melancholy tone ; 
“and it is very sad, believe me, to see thus two parties in 
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France, two heads to royalty. But all this will come to an 
end, Tréville, will come to an end. You say, then, that the 
guards sought a quarrel with the musketeers ? ” 

“T say that it is probable that things did happen thus, 
but I will not swear to it, sire. You know how difficult it is 
to discover the truth ; and unless a man be endowed with 
that admirable instinct which causes Louis XIII. to be 
termed the just i 

“You are right, Tréville. But they were not alone, your 
musketeers ; they had a youth with them ?”’ 

“Yes, sire, and one wounded man ; so that three of the 
king’s musketeers—one of whom was wounded—and a youth 
not only maintained their ground against five of the most 
terrible of his Eminence’s guards, but absolutely brought 
four of them to the earth.” 

“Why, this is a victory!” cried the king, glowing with 
delight, ‘a complete victory !”’ 

“Yes, sire ; as complete as that of the Bridge of Cé.” 

‘ Four men, one of them wounded, and a youth, say you ? ” 

“ One scarcely a grown man, but who, however, behaved 
himself so admirably on this occasion that I will take the 
liberty of recommending him to your Majesty.” 

“Wat is his name ? ” 

‘ D’Artagnan, sire; he is the son of one of my oldest 
friends—the son of a man who served under your father of 
glorious memory in the civil war.” 

‘And you say that this young man behaved himself 
well ? Tell me how, De Tréville ; you know how I delight 
in accounts of war and fights.” 

And Louis XIII. twirled his moustache proudly and 
placed his hand upon his hip. 

‘“ Sire,” resumed Tréville, ‘ as I told you, M. d’Artagnan 
is little more than a boy, and as he has not the honour of 
being a musketeer, he was dressed as a private citizen. The 
guards of the cardinal, perceiving his youth, and still more 
that he did not belong to the corps, urged him to retire 
before they made the attack.” ; 

‘“ So you may plainly see, Tréville,’ interrupted the king, 
‘it was they who attacked ? ” 

‘That is true, sire ; there can be no more doubt on that 
head. They called upon him, then, to retire, but he an- 
swered that he was a musketeer at heart, entirely devoted 
to your Majesty, and that he would therefore remain with 
the musketeers.” 

Brave young man !’”’ murmured the king. 
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‘“ Well, he did remain with them ; and your Majesty has 
in him so firm a champion that it was he who gave Jussac 
the terrible sword-thrust which has made the cardinal so 
angry.” 

“He who wounded Jussac !”’ cried the king—“ he, a boy! 
Tréville, that’s impossible ! ” 

“It is as I have the honour to relate it to your Majesty.” 

‘ Jussac, one of the first swordsmen in the kingdom ?”’ 

‘ Well, sire, for once he found his master.’ 

‘“T should like to see this young man, Tréville—I should 
like to see him ; and if anything can be done—well, we will 
make it our business to do it.” 

“When will your Majesty deign to receive him ? ” 

“To-morrow at midday, Tréville.” 

‘€ Shall I bring him alone ? ” 

“No, bring me all four together; I wish to thank them 
all at once. Devoted men are so rare, Tréville, we must 
recompense devotion.” 

‘ At twelve o’clock, sire, we will be at the Louvre.” 

‘Ah! by the back staircase, Tréville, by the back stair- 
case. It is useless to let the cardinal know.” 

‘Yesusire?? 

“You understand, Tréville ; an edict is still an edict; it 
is forbidden to fight, after all.” 

“ But this encounter, sire, is quite out of the ordinary con- 
ditions of a duel. It is a brawl; and the proof is that there 
were five of the cardinal’s guards against my three musketeers 
and M. d’Artagnan.” 

* That is true,” said the king; ‘‘ but never mind, Tréville ; 
come anyway by the back staircase.” 

Tréville smiled. But as it was already something to have 
prevailed upon this child to rebel against his master, he 
saluted the king respectfully, and with this agreement 
took leave of him. 

That evening the three musketeers were informed of the 
honour which was bestowed upon them. As they had long 
been acquainted with the king, they were not much excited 
by the circumstance; but D’Artagnan, with his Gascon 
imagination, saw in it his future fortune, and passed the 
night in golden dreams. As early, then, as eight o’clock he 
was at the apartment of Athos. 

D’Artagnan found the musketeer dressed and ready to go 
out. As the hour to wait upon the king was not till twelve, 
he had made a party with Porthos and Aramis to play a 
game at tennis in a tennis-court situated near the stables 
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of the Luxembourg. Athos invited D’Artagnan to follow 
them ; and although ignorant of the game, which he had 
never played, he accepted the invitation, not knowing 
what to do with his time till twelve o’clock, as it was then 
scarcely nine. 

The two musketeers were already there and were playing 
together. Athos, who was very expert in all bodily exer- 
cises, went over with D’Artagnan to the opposite side and 
challenged them ; but at the first effort he made, although 
he played with his left hand, he found that his wound was 
yet too recent to allow of such exertion. D’Artagnan re- 
mained, therefore, alone. As he declared he was too ignorant 
of the game to play it regularly, they only continued giving 
balls to each other without counting ; but one of these balls, 
launched by Porthos’s herculean hand, passed so close to 
D’Artagnan’s face that he thought if instead of passing near 
it had hit him, his audience would have been probably lost, 
as it would have been impossible for him to have presented 
himself before the king. Now, as upon this audience, in his 
Gascon imagination, depended his future life, he saluted 
Aramis and Porthos politely, declaring that he would not 
resume the game until he should be prepared to play with 
them on more equal terms ; and he went and took his place 
near the rope and in the gallery. 

Unfortunately for D’Artagnan, among the spectators was 
one of his Eminence’s guards, who, still irritated by the de- 
feat of his companions, which had happened only the day 
before, had promised himself to seize the first opportunity 
of avenging it. He believed this opportunity was now 
come, and addressing his neighbour,— 

“It is not astonishing,’ said he, “that that young man 
should be afraid of a ball; he is doubtless a musketeer 
apprentice.” 

D’Artagnan turned round as if a serpent had stung him, 
and fixed his eyes intently upon the guard who had just 
made this insolent speech. 

“Zounds ! ” resumed the latter, twirling his moustache, 
“look at me as long as you like, my little ‘gentleman ; what 
I have said I have said.” 

“And as since that which you have sai is too clear to 
require any explanation,” replied D’Artagnan in a low voice, 
‘ I beg you will follow me.’ 

‘ And when ?” asked the guard, with the same ieering air, 

‘ Immediately, if you please.” 

** And you know who I am, without doubt ?” 
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“I? No, I assure you I do not know you; nor have I any 
desire to do so.” 

“ You’re in the wrong there; for if you knew my name, 
perhaps you would not be in such a hurry.” 

‘“ What is your name, then ? ” 

‘ Bernajoux, at your service.” 

“Well, then, Monsieur Bernajoux,’’ said D’Artagnan 
quietly, “ I will wait for you at the door.” 

“Go on, sir ; I will follow you.” 

“Do not appear to be in a hurry, sir, so as to cause it to 
be observed that we go out together. You must be aware 
that for that which we have in hand company would be 
inconvenient.” 

“ That's true,” said the guard, astonished that his name 
had not produced more effect upon the young man. 

In fact, the name of Bernajoux was known to everybody, 
D’Artagnan alone excepted, perhaps; for it was one of 
those which figured most frequently in the daily brawls 
which all the edicts of the king and cardinal had not been 
able to repress. 

Porthos and Aramis were so engaged with their game, and 
Athos was watching them with so much attention, that they 
did not even see their young companion go out, who stopped 
outside the door, as he had told his Eminence’s guard he 
would do. An instant after the guard descended. As 
D’Artagnan had no time to lose, on account of his audience 
with the king, which was fixed for midday, he cast his eyes 
around, and seeing that the street was empty,— 

“Upon my word,” said he to his adversary, ‘‘it is for- 

tunate for you, although your name is Bernajoux, that you 
have only to deal with an apprentice musketeer. Never 
mind ; be content; I will do my best. On guard!” 
/ “But,” said he whom D’Artagnan thus provoked, ‘it 
appears to me that this place is very ill-chosen, and that 
behind the Abbey St. Germain or in the Pré-aux-Clercs 
would be better.” 

“What you say is very sensible,” replied D’Artagnan; 
“but unfortunately I have very little time to spare, having 
an appointment at twelve precisely. On guard, then, sir, 
on guard!” 

Bernajoux was not a man to have such a compliment paid 
to him twice. In an instant his sword glittered in his hand, 
and he sprang upon his adversary, whom, on account of his 
youth, he hoped to intimidate. 

But D’Artagnan had on the preceding day gone through 
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his apprenticeship. Whetted by his victory, full of the hope 
of future favour, he was resolved not to yield aninch. So the 
two swords were crossed close to the hilts, and as D’Artagnan 
stood firm, it was his adversary who made the retreating step ; 
but D’Artagnan seized the moment at which, in this move- 
ment, the sword of Bernajoux deviated from the line. He 
freed his weapon, made a lunge, and touched his adversary 
on the shoulder. D’Artagnan immediately made a step 
backwards and raised his sword ; but Bernajoux cried out that 
it was nothing, and rushing blindly upon him, absolutely 
spitted himself upon D’Artagnan’s sword. As, however, he 
did not fall, and as he did not declare himself conquered, but 
only rushed away towards the hôtel of M. de la Trémouille, 
in whose service he had a relative, D’Artagnan was ignorant 
of the seriousness of the last wound his adversary had re- 
ceived, followed him closely, and without doubt would soon 
have completed his work with a third blow, when the noise 
which arose from the street being heard in the tennis-court, 
two of the friends of the guard, who had seen him go out 
after exchanging some words with D’Artagnan, rushed, 
sword in hand, from the court, and fell upon the conqueror. 
But Athos, Porthos, and Aramis quickly appeared in their 
turn, and the moment the two guards attacked their young 
companion, drove them back. Bernajoux now fell; and as 
the guards were only two against four, they began to cry, 
“To the rescue! the Hôtel de la Trémouille!’” At these 
cries all who were in the hôtel rushed out, falling upon the 
four companions, who on their part cried aloud, “ To the 
rescue, musketeers ! ”’ 

This cry was usually heeded; for the musketeers were 
known to be enemies to the cardinal, and were beloved on 
account of the hatred they bore to his Eminence. Conse- 
quently the guards of other companies than those which be- 
longed to the Red Duke, as Aramis had called him, generally 
in these quarrels took part with the king’s musketeers. Of 
the three guardsmen of M. des Essarts’s company who were 
passing, two came to the assistance of the four companions, 
while the other ran towards the hôtel of M. de Tréville, 
crying, “To the rescue! Musketeers, to the rescue!” 
As usual, this hôtel was full of soldiers of this corps, who 
hastened to the assistance of their comrades. The mélée 
became general, but strength was on the side of the mus- 
keteers ; the cardinal’s guards and M. de la Trémouille’s 
people retreated into the hôtel, the doors of which they 
closed just in time to prevent their enemies from entering 
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with them. As to the wounded man, he had been taken in 
at once, and, as we have said, in a very bad condition. 

Excitement was at its height among the musketeers and 
their allies, and they were already considering whether or 
not they should set fire to the hôtel to punish the insolence 
of M. de la Trémouille’s domestics in daring to make a 
sortie upon the king’s musketeers. The proposition had 
been made, and received with enthusiasm, when fortunately 
eleven o’clock struck. D’Artagnan and his companions re- 
membered their audience, and as they would very much 
have regretted that such a feat should be performed without 
them, they succeeded in quieting their coadjutors. The 
latter contented themselves with hurling some paving-stones 
against the gates, but the gates were too strong. They then 
grew tired of the sport; besides, those who must be con- 
sidered as the leaders of the enterprise had quitted the 
group and were making their way towards the hôtel of M. 
de Tréville, who was waiting for them, having been already 
informed of this fresh disturbance. 

‘Quick, to the Louvre,” said he—‘“‘ to the Louvre without 
losing an instant, and let us endeavour to see the king before 
he is prejudiced by the cardinal. We will describe the thing 
to him as a consequence of the affair of yesterday, and the 
two will pass off together.” 

M. de Tréville, accompanied by his four young men, 
directed his course toward the Louvre; but to the great 
astonishment of the captain of the musketeers, he was 
informed that the king was gone stag-hunting in the forest 
of St. Germain. M. de Tréville required this intelligence to 
be repeated to him twice, and each time his companions 
saw his brow become darker. 

, “Had his Majesty,’ asked he, ‘‘ any intention of holding 
this hunting party yesterday ? ” 

“No, your Excellency,” replied the valet ; “‘ the master of 
the hounds came this morning to inform him that last night 
he had started a stag. He at first answered that he would 
not go, but could not resist his love of sport, and set out 
after dinner.” 

“Has the king seen the cardinal?” asked M. de Tré- 


e 

“Most probably he has,” replied the valet, “ for I saw 
the horses harnessed to his Eminence’s carriage this morn- 
ing, and when I asked where he was going, I was told to 
St. Germain.” 
. “ He has gotten ahead of us,” said M. de Tréville. ‘‘ Gen- 
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tlemen, I will see the king this evening ; but as to you, I do 
not advise you to risk doing so.” 

This advice was too reasonable, and, moreover, came from 
a man who knew the king too well, that the four young men 
did not attempt to dispute it. M. de Tréville recommended 
them each to retire to his apartment and wait for news from 
him. 

On entering his hôtel, M. de Tréville thought it best to be 
first in making the complaint. He sent one of his servants 
to M. de la Trémouille with a letter, in which he begged of 
him to eject the cardinal’s guard from his house, and to 
reprimand his people for their audacity in making sortie 
against the king’s musketeers. But M. de la Trémouille, 
already prejudiced by his esquire, whose relative we already 
know Bernajoux to be, replied that it was neither for M. de 
Tréville nor the musketeers to complain, but on the contrary 
for him, whose people the musketeers had assaulted, and 
whose hôtel they had endeavoured to burn. Now, as the 
debate between these two nobles might last a long time, 
each becoming, naturally, more firm in his own opinion, 
M. de Tréville thought of an expedient which might ter- 
minate it quietly, which was to go himself to M. de la Tré- 
mouille. 

He repaired, then, immediately to his hôtel, and caused 
himself to be announced. 

The two nobles saluted each other politely, for if no friend- 
ship existed between them, there was at least esteem. Both 
were men of courage and honour ; and as M. de la Trémouille, 
a Protestant, and seeing the king seldom, was of no party, he 
did not, in general, carry any partisan feeling into his social 
relations. This time, however, his greeting, though polite, 
was colder than usual. 

“Sir,” said M. de Tréville, “ we fancy that we have each 
cause to complain of the other, and I am come to endeavour 
to clear up this affair.” 

‘I have no objection,” replied M. de la Trémouille ; “ but 
I warn you that I have inquired well into it, and all the 
fault lies with your musketeers.” 

“You are too just and reasonable a man, sir,” said De 
Tréville, ‘‘ not to accept the proposition I am about to make 
to you.” 

“Make it, sir. I am attentive.” 

“ How is M. Bernajoux, your esquire’s relative ?” 

“Why, sir, very ill indeed! In addition to the sword- 
thrust in his arm, which is not dangerous, he has received 
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another right through his lungs, of which the doctor speaks 
very unfavourably.” 

‘ But is the wounded man sensible ?” 

™ PERECTIV. « 

“Can he speak ? ” 

“With difficulty, but he can speak.” 

“Well, sir, let us go to him; let us adjure him, in the 
name of the God before whom he is called upon, perhaps 

uickly, to appear, to speak the truth. I will take him 
ae judge in his own cause, sir, and will believe what he 
will say.” 

M. de la Trémouille reflected for an instant; then, as it 
was difficult to make a more reasonable proposition, agreed 
to it. 

Both descended to the chamber in which the wounded 
man lay. The latter, on seeing these two noble lords enter 
his room, endeavoured to raise himself up in his bed; but 
he was too weak, and exhausted by the effort, he fell back 
again almost insensible. 

M. de la Trémouille approached him, and made him 
inhale some salts, which restored him to consciousness. 
Then M. de Tréville, unwilling to be accused of having 
influenced the wounded man, requested M. de la Trémouille 
to question him himself. 

What M. de Tréville had foreseen happened. Placed 
between life and death, as Bernajoux was, he had no idea 
for a moment of concealing the truth; and he described 
to the two nobles the affair exactly as it had taken place. 

This was all that M. de Tréville wanted. He wished 
Bernajoux a speedy recovery, took leave of M. de la Tré- 
mouille, returned to his hôtel, and immediately sent word 
to the four friends that he awaited their company at dinner. 
+ M. de Tréville received very good company, quite anti- 
cardinalist, though. It may easily be understood, there- 
fore, that the conversation during the whole of dinner 
turned upon the two checks that his Eminence’s guards 
had just received. Now, as D’Artagnan had been the hero 
of these two fights, all the felicitations fell to his share, 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis surrendering them all to him, 
not only as good comrades, but as men who had so often 
had their turn that they could very well afford to let him 
have his. 

Toward six o’clock M. de Tréville announced that it was 
his hour to go to the Louvre; but as the hour of audience 
granted by his Majesty was past, instead of claiming the 
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entrée by the back stairs, he placed himself with the four 
young men in the antechamber. The king had not yet re- 
turned from hunting. Our young men had been waiting 
barely half an hour among the crowd of courtiers when 
all the doors were thrown open, and his Majesty was an- 
nounced. 

At this announcement D’Artagnan felt himself tremble 
to the very marrow of his bones. The instant which was 
about to follow would in all probability decide his future 
life. His eyes, therefore, were fixed in an agonized gaze 
upon the door through which the king would pass. 

Louis XIII. appeared, walking in front. He was in 
hunting costume covered with dust, wearing large boots, 
and had a whipin his hand. Atthe first glance D’Artagnan 
perceived that the king was in a bad humour, 

This disposition, visible as it was in his Majesty, did 

not prevent the courtiers from ranging themselves in view 
of him as he passed. In royal antechambers it is better 
to be looked upon with an angry eye than not to be looked 
upon at all. The three musketeers, therefore, did not 
hesitate to make a step forward. D’Artagnan, on the con- 
trary, remained concealed behind them; but although the 
king knew Athos, Porthos, and Aramis personally, he passed 
in front of them without speaking or looking—indeed, as 
if he had never seen them before. As for M. de Tréville, 
when the king’s eyes fell for an instant upon him, he bore 
his glance with such equanimity that it was the king who 
looked away ; after which his Majesty, grumbling, entered 
his apartment. 

“Matters go but badly,” said Athos, smiling; ‘‘ and we 
shall not be made knights of the order this time.” 

‘“ Wait here ten minutes,’ said M. de Tréville; “and if 
at the expiration of ten minutes you do not see me come 
out, return to my hôtel, for it will be useless for you to 
wait for me longer.”’ 

The four young men waited ten minutes, a quarter of 
an hour, twenty minutes; and seeing that M. de Tréville 
did not return, went away very uneasy as to what was 
going to happen. 

M. de Tréville entered the king’s closet boldly, and 
found his Majesty in a very ill humour, seated in an arm- 
chair, beating his boot with the handle of his whip. This, 
however, did rot prevent his asking, with the greatest 
coolness, after his Majesty’s health, 

M3 Bad, sir, bad! Iam bored,” 
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This was, in fact, the worst malady of Louis XIII., who 
would sometimes take one of his courtiers to a window, and 
say, ‘ Mr. So-and-so, iet us be bored together.” 

“What! your Majesty is bored? Have you not enjoyed 
the fine hunting to-day ? ” 

“Fine hunting, indeed, sir! Upon my soul, everything 
degenerates ; and I don’t know whether it is the game 
leaves no scent, or the dogs that have no noses. We started 
a stag of ten branches. We chased him for six hours; 
and when he was near being taken—when St. Simon was 
already putting his horn to his mouth to sound the mort— 
crack, ali the pack takes the wrong scent, and sets off after a 
yearling. I shall be obliged to give up hunting, as I have 
given up hawking. Ah, I am an unfortunate king, Monsieur 
de Tréville! I had but one gerfalcon, and he died the day 
before yesterday.” 

“Indeed, sire, I comprehend your vexation perfectly. 
It is a misfortune, but i think you have still a good number 
of falcons, sparrow-hawks, and tiercels.”’ 

“ And not a man to instruct them. Falconers are dying 
out. I know no one but myself who is acquainted with 
the noble art of venery. After me it will be all over, and 
people will hunt with traps, snares, and deadfalls. If I 
had only the time to form pupils ; but there is the cardinal 
always at hand, who does not leave me a moment’s repose 
—who talks to me perpetually about Spain, about Austria, 
about England. Ah! @ propos of the cardinal, Monsieur 
de Tréville, I am vexed with you.” 

This was what M. de Tréville was waiting for. He knew 
the king of old, and he knew that all these complaints were 
but a preface—a kind of excitation to encourage himselfi— 
and that he had now come to his point at last. 

: “ And in what have I been so unfortunate as to displease 
your Majesty ?”’ asked M. de Tréville, feigning the most 
profound astonishment. 

“Ts it thus you perform your office, sir ? ” continued 
the king, without directly replying to De Tréville’s ques- 
tion. “Is it for this I named you captain of my musketeers, 
that they should assassinate a man, disturb a whole quarter, 
and endeavour to set fire to Paris, without your saying a 
word ? But yet,” continued the king, ‘‘ without doubt I 
am too hasty in accusing you; without doubt the rioters 
are in prison, and you come to tell me justice is done.” 

* Sire,” replied M. de Tréville calmly, ‘‘ on the contrary, 
I come to demand it of you.” 
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‘ And against whom, pray ?”’ cried the king. 

“ Against calumniators,” said M. de Tréville. 

“Ah! this is something new,” replied the king. “ Will 
foe tell me that your three damned musketeers—Athos, 

orthos, and Aramis—and your cadet from Béarn, have 
not fallen, like so many furies, upon poor Bernajoux, and 
have not maltreated him in such a fashion that probably 
by this time he is at the point of death? Will you tell 
me that they did not lay siege to the hôtel of the Duc de 
la Trémouille, and that they did not endeavour to burn 
it >—which would not, perhaps, have been a great misfortune 
in time of war, seeing that it is nothing but a nest of Hugue- 
nots; but which is, in time of peace, a sorry example. 
Tell me, now, can you deny all this ? ” 

“And who has told you this fine story, sire?” asked 
De Tréville quietly. 

“ Who has told me this fine story, sir ? Who should it 
be but he who watches while I sleep, who labours while I 
amuse myself, who directs everything at home and abroad— 
in Europe as well as in France ? ” 

“Your Majesty must be speaking of God, without doubt,” 
said M. de Tréville; ‘‘for I know no one but God wha 
can be so far above your Majesty.” 

‘No, sir; I speak of the prop of the state, of my only 
servant, of my only friend—of the cardinal.” 

“His Eminence is not his Holiness, sire.” 

““What do you mean by that, sir ? ” 

‘That it is the Pope alone who is infallible, and that 
this infallibility does not extend to the cardinals.” 

“You mean that he deceives me—you mean that he 
betrays me? You accuse him, then? Come, speak; con- 
fess frankly that you accuse him.” 

‘“ No, sire ; but I say that he himself is deceived ; I say 
that he is ill informed ; I say that he has hastily accused 
your Majesty’s musketeers, towards whom he is unjust, 
and that he has not obtained his information from good 
sources.” 

“The accusation comes from M. de la Trémouille—from 
the duke himself. What do you answer to that ? ” 

“I might answer, sire, that he is too deeply interested 
in the question to be a very impartial witness; but far 
from that, sire, I know the duke to be a loyal gentleman, 
and I refer the matter to him—but upon one condition, 
sire.’ 

“ What is that P ” 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 65 


“It is that your Majesty will make him come here, will 
question him yourself, face to face, without witnesses, and 
that I shall see your Majesty as soon as you shall have 
seen the duke.” 

“What, then! and you will be bound,” cried the king, 
“by what M. de la Trémouille shall say ?” 

*" Yes; sire.” 

“You will abide by his judgment ?” 

** Doubtless ; I will.” 

‘ And you will submit to the reparation he may require ?” 

“Certainly.” 

‘ La Chesnaye!”’ cried the king, “‘La Chesnaye ! ” 

Louis XIII.’s confidential valet, who never left the door, 
entered in answer to the summons. 

‘La Chesnaye,” said the king, “let some one go in- 
stantly and find M. de la Trémouille. I wish to speak 
with him this evening.” 

“Your Majesty gives me your word that you will not 
see any one after M. de la Trémouille until you see me ?” 

“ Nobody, on the word of a gentleman.” 

“* To-morrow then, sire ?”’ 

** To-morrow, sir.” 

* At what o’clock may it please your Majesty ? ” 

** At whatsoever time you like.” 

“But I should be afraid of awakening your Majesty if I 
came too early.” 

“ Awaken me! Do you think I ever sleep ? I no longer 
sleep, sir. I sometimes dream, that’s all. Come, then, as 
early as you like—at seven o’clock ; but beware, if your 

musketeers are guilty.” 

“If my musketeers are guilty, sire, the guilty shall be 
laced in your Majesty’s hands, and you can dispose of 
hem at your good pleasure. Does your Majesty require 

anything further ? Speak; I am ready to obey.” 

“ No, sir, no. To-morrow, then, sir, to-morrow.” 

“ Till then, God preserve your Majesty.” 

However poorly the king might sleep, M. de Tréville 
slept still worse. He had ordered his three musketeers 
and their companion to be with him at half-past six in 
the morning. He took them with him, without assuring 
them or promising them anything, and without concealing 
from them that their favour, and even his own, depended 
upon a single throw of the dice. 

When they had reached the foot of the back stairs he 
desired them to wait. If the king was still irritated against 
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them, they should depart without being seen; if the king 
consented to see them, they would only have to be called. 

On arriving at the king’s private antechamber M. de 
Tréville found La Chesnaye, who informed him that they 
had not been able to find M. de la Trémouille on the pre- 
ceding evening at his hôtel, that he had come in too late 
to present himself at the Louvre, that he had only just 
appeared, and that he was then with the king. 

This circumstance pleased M. de Tréville much, as ‘he 
thus became certain that no inimical suggestion could in- 
sinuate itself between M. de la Trémouille’s deposition and 
himself. 

In fact, ten minutes had scarcely passed away when the 
door of the king’s closet opened, and M. de Tréville saw 
M. de la Trémouille come out. The duke came straight up 
to him and said,— 

“M. de Tréville, his Majesty has just sent for me in 
order to inquire into the circumstances which took place 
yesterday at my hôtel. I have told him the truth—that 
is to say, that the fault lay with my people, and that I 
was ready to offer you my excuses for them. Since I have 
the good fortune to meet you, I beg you to receive them, 
and to consider me always as one of your friends.” 

‘ Duke,” said M. de Tréville, “I was so confident of 
your loyalty that I did not wish any but you to defend 
me before his Majesty. I find that I have not been mis- 
taken, and I am gratified to think that there is still one 
man in France of whom one may say, without being mis- 
taken, what I have said of you.” 

‘ That’s well said,” said the king, who had heard all these 
compliments through the open door; “only tell him, 
Tréville, since he wishes to be considered as your friend, 
that I also wish to be one of his, but he neglects me; that 
it is nearly three years since I have seen him, and that 
I never do see him unless I send for him. Tell him al] 
this for me, for these are things which a king cannot say 
himself.” 

“ Thanks, sire, thanks,” said M. de la Trémouille ; ‘ but 
your Majesty may be assured that it is not those—T do 
not speak of M. de Tréville—that it is not those whom your 
Majesty sees at all hours of the day who are the most 
devoted to you.” 

“Ahi you heard what I said ? So much the better, 
duke, so much the better,” said the king, advancing to 
the door.—‘‘ Ah! that’s you, Tréville. Where are your mus- 
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keteers ? I told you the day before yesterday to bring them 
with you. Why have you not done so ? ” 

‘“ They are below, sire; and with your permission La 
Chesnaye will tell them to come up.” 

“Yes, yes, let them come up immediately. It is nearly 
eight o’clock, and at nine I expect a visit.—Go, duke, and 
return, I beg of you.—Come in, Tréville.” 

The duke bowed and retired. At the moment he opened 
the door the three musketeers and D’Artagnan, led by La 
Chesnaye, appeared at the top of the staircase. 

' “Come in, my braves,” said the king, ‘ come in; I have 
a scolding for you.” 

The musketeers advanced, bowing, D’Artagnan following 
closely behind them. 

“How the devil!” continued the king. ‘Seven of his 
Eminence’s guards disabled by you four in two days! 
That’s too many, gentlemen, too many! If you go on so, 
his Eminence will be cbliged to renew his company in three 
weeks, and I to enforce the edicts to their fullest extent. 
One now and then I don’t say much about ; but seven in 
two days—lI repeat it is too many, it is far too many.” 

“Therefore, sire, your Majesty sees that they are come 
quite contrite and repentant to offer you their excuses.” 

“ Quite contrite and repentant! Hem ! ” said the king, 
“I place no confidence in their hypocritical faces. In par- 
ticular, there is one yonder with a Gascon face.—Come 
here; sir.7 

D’Artagnan, who understood that it was to him this 
compliment was addressed, approached, assuming a most 
despondent air. 

‘Why, you told me he was a young man! This is a 
boy, Tréville, a mere boy! Do you mean to say that it 
was he who bestowed that severe thrust upon Jussac ?” 

* “ And those two equally fine thrusts upon Bernajoux.” 

« Truly ? LE 

‘Without reckoning,” said Athos, ‘‘ that if he had not 
rescued me from the hands of Cahusac, I should not now 
have the honour of making my very humble reverence to 
your Majesty.” 

“Why, this Béarnais is a very devil! Ventve-saint-gris ! 
Monsieur de Tréville, as the king my father would have 
said. But at this sort of work many doublets must be 
slashed and many swords broken. But Gascons are always 
poor, are-they not ?” 

“Sire, I must say that they have not yet discovered 
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any gold mines in their mountains; though the Lord owes 
them this miracle in recompense for the manner in which 
they supported the claims of the king, your father.” 

“Which means that the Gascons made a king of me 
myself, seeing that I am my father’s son, does it not, 
Tréville ? Well, in good faith, I don’t say nay to it—La 
Chesnaye, go and see if, by rummaging all my pockets, 
you can find forty pistoles; and if you find them bring 
them to me.—And now let us see, young man, with your 
hand upon your conscience, how did all this come to pass ?”’ 

D’Artagnan related the adventure of the preceding day 
in all its details: how, not having been able to sleep for 
the joy he felt in the expectation of seeing his Majesty, 
he had gone to his three friends three hours before the 
hour of audience; how they had gone together to the 
tennis-court; and how, when he had manifested fear of re- 
ceiving a ball in the face, he had been jeered at by Berna- 
joux, who had nearly paid for his jeer with his life, and 
M. de la Trémouille, who had nothing to do with the matter, 
with the loss of his hôtel. 

“This is all very well,” murmured the king; “yes, this 
is just the account the duke gave me of the affair. Poor 
cardinal! seven men in two days, and those of his very 
best. But that’s quite enough, gentlemen; please to under- 
stand that’s enough. You have taken your revenge for 
the Rue Férou, and even exceeded it; you ought to be 
satisfied.” 

“Tf your Majesty is,” said Tréville, ‘“ we are,” 

‘Oh yes, I am,’ added the king, taking a handful of 
gold from La Chesnaye and putting it into the hand of 
D’Artagnan. “Here,” said he, “is a proof of my satis- 
faction.” 

At this period the ideas of pride which are in fashion in 
our days did not prevail. A gentleman received money 
directly from the king’s hand, and was not in the least 
humiliated. D’Artagnan put his forty pistoles into his pocket 
without any scruple; on the contrary, he thanked his 
Majesty most heartily. 

“There,” said the king, looking at a clock—“ there now, 
as it is half-past eight, you may retire; for, as I told you, 
I expect some one at nine. Thanks for your devotion, 
gentlemen. I may continue to rely upon it, may I not ? ” 

. “Q sire!” cried the four companions with one voice, 
‘we would allow ourselves to be cut to pieces in your 
Majesty’s service!” Lu 
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* Well, well, but keep whole; that will be better, and 
you will be more useful to me. Tréville,” added the king 
in a low voice, as the others were retiring, ‘as you have 
no room in your musketeers, and as we have besides de- 
cided that a novitiate is necessary before entering that 
corps, place this young man in the company of guards 
commanded by your brother-in-law, M. des Essarts. Ah, 
zounds! I enjoy in advance the face the cardinal will 
make. He will be furious; but I don’t care. I am doing 
what is right.” 

And the king waved his hand to Tréville, who left him 
and rejoined the musketeers, whom he found sharing the 
forty pistoles with D’Artagnan. 

And the cardinal, as his Majesty had said, was really 
furious, so furious that for a whole week he absented him- 
self from the king’s card-table, which did not prevent the 
king from being as complacent to him as possible, or, when- 
ever he met him, from asking in the kindest tone,— 

“Well, cardinal, how fares it with that poor Jussac, 
and that poor Bernajoux of yours ? ”? 


CHAPTER. VII. 
THE MUSKETEERS’ ESTABLISHMENTS. 


WHEN D’Artagnan had left the Louvre, and consulted his 
friends upon the use he had best make of his share of the 
forty pistoles, he was advised by Athos to order a good 
repast at the Pomme-de-Pin, by Porthos to engage a lackey, 
and by Aramis to provide himself with a suitable mistress. 

The repast was carried into effect that very day, and 
the lackey waited at table. The repast had been ordered 
by Athos, and the lackey furnished by Porthos. This 
fellow was a Picard, whom the vain musketeer had picked 
up that very day and for this occasion on the bridge De 
la Tournelle while he was spitting in the water to make 
rings. 

Porthos pretended that this occupation was a proof of 
a reflective and contemplative organization, and he had 
prought him away without any other recommendation. 
The noble carriage of that gentleman, for whom he believed 
himself to be engaged, had seduced Planchet—that was the 
name of the Picard ; he felt a slight disappointment, hew- 
ever, when he saw that the place was already taken by a 
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compeer named Mousqueton, and when Porthos signified 
to him that the state of his household, though great, would 
not support two servants, and that he must enter into 
the service of D’Artagnan. Nevertheless, when he waited 
at the dinner given by his master, and saw him take out a 
handful of gold to pay for it, he believed his fortune made, 
and returned thanks to Heaven for having thrown him into 
the service of such a Crœsus ; he preserved this opinion 
even after the feast, with the remnants of which he made 
up for his long abstinences. But when in the evening he 
made his master’s bed, Planchet’s chimeras faded away. 
The bed was the only one in the apartment, which consisted 
of an antechamber and a bedroom. Planchet slept in the 
antechamber upon a coverlet taken from D’Artagnan’s 
bed, and which D’Artagnan from that time made shift to 
do without. 

Athos, on his part, had a valet whom he had trained in 
his service in a very peculiar fashion, and who was named 
Grimaud. He was very taciturn, this worthy signor. Be 
it understood we are speaking of Athos. During the five 
or six years that he had lived in perfect intimacy with his 
companions Porthos and Aramis, they could remember 
having often seen him smile, but had never heard him laugh. 
His words were brief and expressive, conveying all that was 
meant, and no more—no embellishments, no embroidery, 
no arabesques. His conversation was matter of fact, with- 
out any ornamentation. 

Although Athos was scarcely thirty years old, and pos- 
sessed of great physical and mental beauty, no one knew 
that he had ever had a mistress. He never spoke of women. 
He certainly did not prevent others from speaking of them 
before him, although it was easy to perceive that this kind 
of conversation, to which he contributed only bitter jests 
and misanthropic opinions, was perfectly disagreeable to 
him. His reserve, his roughness, and his silence made 
almost an old man of him; he had then, in order not to 
interfere with his habits, accustomed Grimaud to obey him 
upon a simple gesture, or at the mere movement of his lips. 
He never spoke to him but upon the most extraordinary 
occasions. 

Sometimes Grimaud, who feared his master as he would 
death, though entertaining for him a strong personal attach- 
ment, and a great veneration for his talents, believed he 
understood perfectly what he wanted, flew to execute the 
order received, and did precisely the contrary, Athos then 
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shrugged his shoulders, and without flying into a passion, 
gave Grimaud a good thrashing. On these days he did 
speak. 

Porto character, as we have seen, was exactly oppo- 
site to that of Athos. He not only talked much, but he 
talked loudly, little caring, we must do him the justice to 
say, whether anybody listened to him or not. He talked 
for the pleasure of talking, and for the pleasure of hearing 
himself talk ; he discussed all subjects except the sciences, 
alleging as an excuse for this the inveterate hatred he had 
borne to the learned from his childhood. He had not so 
noble an air as Athos, and the consciousness of his in- 
feriority in this respect had, at the commencement of their 
intimacy, often rendered him unjust towards that gentle- 
man, whom he endeavoured to eclipse by his splendid dress. 
But with his simple musketeer’s uniform, and nothing but 
the manner in which he threw back his head and advanced 
his foot, Athos instantly took the place which was his due, 
and consigned the ostentatious Porthos to the second rank. 
Porthos consoled himself by filling the antechamber of 
M. de Tréville and the guardroom of the Louvre with the 
accounts of his love affairs, while Athos never spoke of his; 
and at the present moment, after having passed from the 
magistracy to the nobility, from the lawyer’s dame to the 
baroness, there was question of nothing less for Porthos 
than a foreign princess, who was enormously fond of him. 

An old proverb says, ‘‘ Like master, like man.” Let us 
pass then from the valet of Athos to the valet of Porthos, 
from Grimaud to Mousqueton. 

Mousqueton was a Norman, whose pacific name of Boni- 
face his master had changed into the infinitely more 
sonorous one of Mousqueton. He had entered Porthos’s 
‘service upon condition that he should only be clothed and 
lodged, but in a handsome manner; he claimed but two 
hours a day for himself to consecrate to an employment 
which would provide for his other wants. Porthos agreed 
to the bargain ; this arrangement suited him wonderfully 
well. He had doublets for Mousqueton cut out of his old 
clothes and cast-off cloaks, and thanks to a very intelligent 
tailor, who made his clothes look as good as new by turning 
them, and whose wife was suspected of wishing to make 
Porthos come down from his aristocratic habits, Mousqueton 
made a very good figure when attending on his master. 

_._ As for Aramis, whose character we believe we have 
sufficiently explained—a character. moreover, which, like 


72 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


that of his companions, we shall be able to follow in its 
development—his lackey was called Bazin. Thanks to the 
hopes which his master entertained of some day entering 
into orders, he was always clothed in black, as became the 
servant of a churchman. He was a Berrichon of from 
thirty-five to forty years of age, mild, peaceable, sleek, 
employing the leisure his master left him in the perusal 
of pious works, providing for the two, to be sure, a frugal 
but excellent dinner, In addition, he was dumb, blind, 
and deaf, and of unimpeachable fidelity. 

And now that we are acquainted, superficially at least, 
with the masters and the valets, let us pass on to the dwell- 
ings occupied by each of them. 

Athos dwelt in the Rue Férou, within two steps of the 
Luxembourg. His apartments consisted of two small cham- 
bers, very nicely fitted up, in a furnished house, the hostess 
of which, still young, and still really handsome, cast tender 
glances at him to no purpose. Some fragments of great 
splendour in the past appeared here and there upon the 
walls of this modest lodging—a sword, for example, richly 
damascened, which belonged by its make to the times of 
Francis I., the hilt of which alone, incrusted with precious 
stones, might be worth two hundred pistoles, and which, 
nevertheless, in his moments of greatest distress Athos had 
never pledged nor offered for sale. This sword had long 
been an object of ambition to Porthos. Porthos would have 
given ten years of his life to possess this sword. 

One day, when he had an appointment with a duchess, 
he even endeavoured to borrow it of Athos. Athos, with- 
out saying anything, emptied his pockets, got together all 
his jewels, purses, shoulder-knots, and gold chains, and 
offered them all to Porthos; but the sword, he said, was 
sealed to its place, and should never quit it until its master 
should himself quit his lodgings. In addition to the sword, 
there was a portrait representing a nobleman of the time 
of Henry III., dressed with the greatest elegance, and 
wearing the Order of the Holy Ghost; and this portrait 
had with Athos a certain family likeness, which indicated 
that this great noble, a knight of the king’s orders, was his 
ancestor. 

Besides these things, a casket of magnificent goldsmith’s 
work, having the same arms as the sword and the portrait, 
formed a centre ornament to the mantelpiece, which assorted 
badly with the rest of the garnishings. Athos always carried 
the key of this coffer about him, but he one day opened it 
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before Porthos, and Porthos was convinced that this coffer 
contained nothing but letters and papers—love letters and 
family papers, no doubt. 

Porthos lived in apartments, large in size, and of a very 
sumptuous appearance, in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier. 
Every time he passed with a friend before his windows, at 
one of which Mousqueton was sure to be standing in full 
livery, Porthos raised his head and his hand, and said, 
“ That is my abode !’’ But he was never to be found at 
home, he never invited anybody to go up with him, and no 
one could form an idea of what this sumptuous semblance 
contained in the shape of real riches. 

As for Aramis, he dwelt in a little lodging composed of 
a boudoir, an eating-room, and a bedroom; which room, 
situated, as the others were, on the ground floor, looked 
out upon a little, fresh, green garden, shady and impene- 
trable to the eyes of his neighbours. 

With regard to D’Artagnan, we know how he was lodged, 
and we have already made acquaintance with his lackey, 
Master Planchet. 

D’Artagnan, who was by nature very inquisitive, as 
people generally are who possess the genius of intrigue, 
did all he could to make out who Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis really were ; for under these noms de guerre each 
of these young men concealed his family name—Athos in 
particular, who a league away looked like a noble. He 
addressed himself therefore to Porthos, to gain information 
respecting Athos and Aramis ; and to Aramis, in order to 
learn something of Porthos. 

Unfortunately Porthos knew nothing of the life of his 
silent companion but what was known to every one. It 
was said he had had great misfortunes in his love affairs, 
and that a terrible deception had for ever poisoned the life 
of this gentleman. What could this deception be? No- 

-body knew anything about it. 

As to Porthos, except his real name, which no one but 
M. de Tréville knew, as he likewise knew those of his two 
comrades, his life was very easily fathomed. Vain and in- 
discreet, you could see through him like glass. The only 
thing which could have misled the investigator would have 
been for him to believe all the good he said of himself. 

With respect to Aramis, though he had the air of having 
nothing secret about him, he was a young fellow made up 
of mysteries, making curt replies to questions put to him 
about others, and eluding those which concerned himself, 
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One day D’Artagnan, having for a long time asked him 
about Porthos, and having learned from him the report 
which prevailed concerning the intrigue of the musketeer 
with a princess, wished to gain a little insight into the 
amorous adventures of his interlocutor. 

‘ And you, my dear companion,” said he—" you who 
speak of the baronesses, countesses, and princesses of 
others ?” 

‘ Egad! I spoke because Porthos talks of them himself, 
because he cried out all these fine things before me. But 
be assured, my dear Monsieur d’Artagnan, that if I had 
obtained them from any other source, or if they had been 
confided to me, there would have been no confessor more 
discreet than I.” 

‘“ Oh, I don’t doubt that,” replied D’Artagnan; “but 
it seems to me that you are tolerably familiar with coats 
of arms—a certain embroidered handkerchief, for instance, 
to which I owe the honour of your acquaintance.” 

This time Aramis did not get angry, but assumed the 
most modest air, and replied in a friendly tone,— 

‘My dear friend, do not forget that I wish to belong to 
the church, and that I avoid all mundane opportunities. 
The handkerchief you saw had not been given to me, but 
it had been forgotten, and left at my house by one of my 
friends. JI was obliged to pick it up, in order not to com- 
promise both him and the lady he loves. As for myself, 
I neither have nor do I desire to have a mistress, following 
in that respect the very judicious example of Athos, who 
has none, any more than I have.” 

“ But what the devil ! you are not an apne you are a 
musketeer ! ” 

““A musketeer for a time, my friend, as the cardinal 
says, a musketeer against my will, but a churchman at 
heart, believe me. Athos and Porthos dragged me into 
this to give me occupation. I had, at the moment of being 
ordained, a little difficulty with But that would hardly 
interest you, and I am taking up your valuable time.” 

‘Oh, not at all; it interests me very much,” cried 
D Artagnan ; “and at this moment I have absolutely noth- 
ing to do.’ 

“Yes, but I have my breviary to say,’ answered Aramis ; 
‘then some verses to compose, which Madame d’ Aiguillon 
begged of me. Then I must go to Rue St. Honoré, in order 
to purchase some rouge for Madame de Chevreuse ; ; So you 
see, my dear friend, that if you are not in a hurry, I am.” 
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And Aramis held out his hand in a cordial manner to 
his young companion, and took leave of him. 

Notwithstanding all the pains he took, D’Artagnan was 
unable to learn any more concerning his three new friends. 
He therefore made up his mind to believe in the present 
all that was said of their past, hoping for more certain and 
extended revelations in the future. In the meanwhile he 
looked upon Athos as an Achilles, Porthos as an Ajax, and 
Aramis as a Joseph. 

Moreover, the life of the four young men was joyous 
enough. Athos played, and always with bad luck. Never- 
theless, he never borrowed a sou of his companions, although 
his purse was ever at their service; and when he had 
played upon credit, he always awakened his creditor by 
six o’clock the next morning to pay the debt of the preced- 
ing evening. 

Porthos had spells of gambling. On those days, if he won 
he was insolent and ostentatious ; if he lost, he disappeared 
completely for several days, after which he reappeared 
with a pale face and long countenance, but with money in 
his purse. 

Aramis never played. He was the worst musketeer and 
the most unconvivial companionimaginable. He had always 
something or other to do. Sometimes, in the midst of 
dinner, when every one, under the attraction of wine and 
in the warmth of conversation, believed they had two or 
three hours longer to enjoy themselves at table, Aramis 
looked at his watch, arose with a bland smile, and took 
leave of the company, to go, as he said, to consult a casuist, 
with whom he had an appointment. At other times he 
would return home to write a treatise, and requested his 
friends not to disturb him. 

At this Athos would smile, with his charming, meian- 
choly smile, so becoming to his noble countenance; and 
Porthos would drink, swearing that Aramis would never 
be anything but a village curate. 

Planchet, D’Artagnan’s valet, supported his good for- 
tune nobly. He received thirty sous per day, and during 
one whole month he returned home gay as a lark, and 
affable towards his master. When the wind of adversity 
began to blow upon the household of Rue des Fossoyeurs— 
that is to say, when the forty pistoles of King Louis XIIL 
were consumed, or nearly so—he began a series of complaints, 
which Athos thought nauseous, Porthos unseemly, and 
Aramis ridiculous. Athos advised D’Artagnan to dismiss 
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the fellow, Porthos was of the opinion that he should give 
him a good thrashing first, and Aramis contended that a 
master should never hear anything but the compliments 
paid him. 

‘‘ This is all very easy for you to say,” replied D’Artagnan ; 
‘for you, Athos, who live like a dumb man with Grimaud, 
forbidding him to speak, and consequently never exchanging 
angry words with him ; for you, Porthos, who keep up such 
magnificent style, and are a god for your valet Mousqueton ; 
and for you, Aramis, who, always abstracted by your 
theological studies, inspire your servant Bazin, a mild, 
religious man, with a profound respect; but for me, who 
am without standing and without resources—for me, who 
am neither a musketeer nor even a guard, what am I to 
do to inspire either affection, terror, or respect in Plan- 
Chet 2 

‘The thing is serious,’ answered the three friends ; “it 
is a family affair. Valets are like wives: they must be 
placed at once upon the footing in which you wish them to 
remain. Reflect upon it.” 

D’Artagnan did reflect, and resolved to thrash Planchet 
provisionally, which was executed with the conscientious- 
ness that D’Artagnan put in everything ; then, after having 
well beaten him, he forbade him to leave his service without 
his permission. ‘“‘ For,’ added he, ‘ the future cannot fail 
to mend ; I inevitably look for better times. Your fortune 
is therefore made if you remain with me, and I am too 
good a master to allow you to miss such a chance by grant- 
ing you the dismissal you require.”’ 

This manner of acting created much respect for D’Artag- 
nan’s policy among the musketeers. Planchet was equally 
seized with admiration, and said no more about going away. 

The life of the four young men had become common to 
each and all. D’Artagnan, who had no settled habits of 
his own, since he had just dropped from his province into 
the midst of a world quite new to him, assumed immediately 
the habits of his friends. 

They rose about eight o’clock in the winter, about six 
in summer, and went to get the countersign and see how 
things were at M. de Tréville’s. D’Artagnan, although he 
was not a musketeer, performed the duty of one with 
touching punctuality. He was always mounting guard, 
because he always kept that one of his friends company 
who mounted his. He was well known at the hétel of the 
musketeers, where every one considered him a good com- 
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rade. M. de Tréville, who had appreciated his worth at 
the first glance, and who bore him a real affection, never 
ceased recommending him to the king. 

On their side, the three musketeers were much attached 
to their young comrade. The friendship which united these 
four men, and the need they felt for meeting three or four 
times a day, whether for duels, business, or pleasure, caused 
them to La continually running after one another like 
shadows; and you constantly met the inseparables looking 
one for the other, from the Luxembourg to the Place Saint- 
qe or from the Rue du Vieux-Colombier to the Luxem- 

ourg. 

Bic meanwhile the promises of M. de Tréville were 
accomplishing. One fine morning the king commanded 
the Chevalier des Essarts to admit D’Artagnan as a cadet 
in his company of guards. D’Artagnan, with a sigh, donned 
this uniform, which he would have exchanged for that of a 
musketeer at the price of ten years of his existence. But 
M. de Tréville promised this favour after a novitiate of 
two years—a novitiate which might, besides, be abridged 
if an opportunity should present itself for D’Artagnan to 
render. the king any signal service, or to distinguish himself 
by some brilliant action. Upon this promise D’Artagnan 
withdrew, and the next day began service. 

Then it became the turn of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis 
to mount guard with D’Artagnan when he was on duty. 
By admitting D’Artagnan, the company of the Chevalier 
des Essarts thus received four men instead of one, 


CHAPTER VIII, 
} A COURT INTRIGUE, 


MEANWHILE the forty pistoles of King Louis XIII, like 
all other things in this world, after having had a beginning, 
had had an end, and after this end our four companions 
began to be somewhat embarrassed. At first Athos sup- 
ported the association for a time with his own means. 
Porthos succeeded him, and thanks to one of those dis- 
appearances to which people were accustomed, he was able 
to provide for the wants of all for a fortnight more. At 
last it became Aramis’s turn, who performed it with a good 
race, and who succeeded in procuring a few pistoles, as 
e said, by selling his theological books, 
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Then they, as usual, had recourse to M. de Tréville; 
who made some advances on their pay ; but these advances 
could not go far with three musketeers who were already 
much in arrears, and a guardsman who as yet had no pay 
at all. 

At length, when they found they were likely to be quite 
in want, they got together, by a final effort, eight or ten 
pistoles, with which Porthos went to the gaming-table. 
Unfortunately luck ran against him. He lost all, together 
with twenty-five pistoles for which he pledged his word. 

Then the embarrassment became distress. The hungry 
friends, followed by their lackeys, were seen haunting the 
quays and guardrooms, picking up among their friends 
abroad all the dinners they could meet with; for, accord- 
ing to the advice of Aramis, it was prudent to sow repasts 
right and left in prosperity in order to reap a few in time 
of need. 

Athos was invited four times, and each time took his 
friends and their lackeys with him ; Porthos had six chances, 
and made his friends enjoy them also; Aramis had eight. 
He was a man, as must have been already perceived, who 
made little noise and did a great deal. 

As to D’Artagnan, who as yet knew nobody in the capital, 
he only found one breakfast of chocolate at the house of a 
priest, his fellow-countryman, and one dinner with a cornet 
of the guards. He took his army to the priest’s, where 
they devoured as much provision as would have lasted him 
for two months, and to the cornet’s, who had a great spread ; 
but, as Planchet said, ‘‘ People eat but one meal at a time, 
even though they eat a good deal.” 

D’Artagnan thus found himself rather humiliated in 
having had but one meal and a half to offer his companions 
—for the breakfast at the priest’s could only be counted as 
half a repast—in return for the feasts which Athos, Porthos, 
and Aramis had procured for him. He fancied himself a 
burden to the society, forgetting in his perfectly youthful 
good faith that he had fed this society for a month, and 
he set his preoccupied mind actively to work. He reflected 
that this coalition of four young, brave, enterprising, and 
active men ought to have some other object than swagger- 
ing walks, fencing lessons, and practical jokes, more or less 
wit 

In fact, four men such as they were—four men devoted 
to one another, from their purses to their lives ; four men 
always supporting one another, never yielding, executing 
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singly or together the resolutions formed in common ; four 
arms threatening the four points of the compass, or turning 
towards a single point—must inevitably, either subterrane- 
ously or in open day, by mining or in the trench, by cunning 
or by force, open for themselves a way towards the object 
they wished to attain, however well it might be defended, 
or however distant it might seem. The only thing that 
astonished D’Artagnan was that his friends had never yet 
thought of this. 

He was thinking of it seriously, and was racking his 
brain to find a direction for this single force increased four- 
fold, with which, as with Archimedes’s lever, he had no doubt 
that they should succeed in moving the world, when some 
one tapped gently at his door. D’Artagnan awakened 
Planchet, and ordered him to go and see who was there. 

From this phrase—‘‘ D’Artagnan awakened Planchet ’— 
the reader must not suppose that it was night, or that 
the day had not yet come. No, it had just struck four. 
Planchet, two hours before, had asked his master for some 
dinner, and had been answered with the proverb, ‘‘ He who 
sleeps dines.” And Planchet dined by sleeping. 

A man was introduced, of rather simple mien, who had 
the appearance of a tradesman. 

Planchet, by way of dessert, would have liked to hear 
the conversation, but the bourgeois declared to D’Artagnan 
that what he had to say being important and confidential, 
he desired to be left alone with him. 

D’Artagnan dismissed Planchet, and requested his Visitor 
to be seated. 

There was a moment of silence, during which the two 
men looked at each other, as if to make a preliminary 
acquaintance, after which D’Artagnan bowed as a sign that 
he was listening. 

“T have heard M. d’Artagnan spoken of as a very brave 
young man,” said the bourgeois; ‘and this reputation, 
which he justly enjoys, has determined me to confide a 
secret to him.” 

‘ Speak, sir, speak,” said D’Artagnan, who instinctively 
scented something advantageous. 

The bourgeois made a fresh pause, and continued,— 

‘I have a wife who is seamstress to the queen, sir, and 
who is not deficient in either good conduct or beauty. I 
was induced to marry her about three years ago, although 
she had but very little dowry, because M. de La Porte, the 
queen’s cloak-bearer, is her godfather, and befriends her Fe 
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“ Well, sir ? ”’ asked D’Artagnan. 

“Well,” resumed the bourgeois—‘“‘ well, sir, my wife 
was carried off yesterday morning, as she was coming out 
of her workroom.” 

‘ And by whom was your wife carried off ? ” 

‘I know nothing certain about the matter, sir, but I 
suspect some one.” 

“ And who is the person you suspect ? ”’ 

‘ A man who has been pursuing her for a long time.” 

“ The devil ! ” 

“But allow me to tell you, sir,” continued the citizen, 
‘that I am convinced that there is in all this less love 
than politics.” 

“Less love than politics,” replied D’Artagnan, with a 
very meditative air. ‘ And what do you suspect ?” 

“I do not know whether I ought to tell you what I 
suspect ts 

“Sir, I beg you to observe that I ask you absolutely 
nothing. It is you who have come to me. It is you who 
have told me that you had a secret to confide to me. Act, 
then, as you think proper ; there is still time to retreat.” 

‘“ No, sir, no; you appear to be an honest young man, 
and I will place confidence in you. I believe, then, that 
it is not on account of any intrigues of her own that my 
wife has been carried off, but that it has been done on 
account of the amours of a much greater lady than she is.” 

“ Ah, ah! can it be on account of the amours of Madame 
de Bois-Tracy ?” said D’Artagnan, wishing to have the 
air, in the eyes of the bourgeois, of being up in court 
affairs. 

“ Higher, sir, higher.” 

‘ Of Madame d’Aiguillon ?” 

“ Higher still.” 

‘ Of Madame de Chevreuse ? ” 

‘ Higher, much higher.” 

Of the——”? D’Artagnan stopped. 

“Yes, sir,” replied the terrified bourgeois, in a tone so 
low that he was scarcely audible. 

“ And with whom ?” 

“With whom can it be, if not with the Duke of —— ” 

“ The Duke of ay 

“Yes, sir,” replied the bourgeois, giving a still lower 
intonation to his voice. 

‘ But how do you know all this P ” 

‘How do I know it ?” 
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“Ves, how do you know it? No half-confidence, or-: 
you understand ! ” 

‘I know it from my wife, sir—from my wife herself,” 

‘“ And she knows it, she herself, from whom ? 

‘ From M. de la Porte. Did I not tell you that she was 
the goddaughter of M. de la Porte, the queen’s confidential 
agent ? Well, M. de la Porte placed her near her Majesty, 
in order that our poor queen might at least have some one 
in whom she could place confidence, abandoned as she is 
by the king, watched as she is by the cardinal, betrayed as 
she is by everybody.” 

“Ah, ah! it begins to grow clear,’ said D’Artagnan. 

“Now my wife came home four days ago, sir. One of 
her conditions was that she should come and see me twice 
a week; for, as I had the honour to tell you, my wife loves 
me dearly. My wife, then, came and confided to me that 
the queen, at that very moment, entertained great fears.” 

“Indeed ! ” 

“Yes. The cardinal, as it appears, pursues her and 
persecutes her more than ever. He cannot pardon her the 
story of the saraband. You know the story of the saraband?”’ 

““Zounds! know it!” replied D’Artagnan, who knew 
nothing about it, but who wished to appear to know every- 
thing that was going on. 

‘ So that it is now no longer hatred, but vengeance.” 

“ Indeed ! ” 

** And the queen believes 

‘ Well, what does the queen believe ?”’ 

‘She believes that some one has written to the Duke of 
Buckingham in her name.” 

, “Tn the queen’s name ? ” 

“Yes, to make him come to Paris; and when once in 
Paris, to draw him into some snare.” 

“The devil! But your wife, sir, what has she to do 
with all this ? ” 

‘ Her devotion to the queen is known, and they wish 
either to remove her from her mistress, or to intimidate her, 
in order to obtain her Majesty’s secrets, or to seduce her 
and make use of her as a spy.” 

“ That is all very probable,” said D’Artagnan; “ but 
the man who has carried her offi—do you know him ? ” 

‘I have told you that I believe I know him.” 

“ His name ? ” 

‘I do not know that. What I do know is that he is a 
creature of the cardinal’s, his ready tool.” 


3» 
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‘But you have seen him ? ” 

“Yes, my wife pointed him out to me one day.” 

“ Has he anything remarkable about him by which he 
may be recognized ? ” 

‘Oh, certainly. He is a noble of lofty carriage, black 
hair, swarthy complexion, piercing eye, white teeth, and a 
scar on his temple.” 

“A scar on his temple!” cried D’Artagnan; “and also 
white teeth, a piercing eye, dark complexion, black hair, 
and haughty carriage. Why, that’s my man of Meung.” 

“He is your man, do you say ?” 

CAVES saves sit that has nothing to do with it. No, I 
am mistaken. It simplifies the matter greatly, on the 
contrary. If your man is mine, with one blow I shall 
obtain two revenges, that’s all. But where is this man to 
be met with ? ” 

‘I cannot inform you.” 

““ Have you no information respecting his dwelling ? ” 

“None. One day, as I was conveying my wife back to 
the Louvre, he was coming out as she was going in, and 
she showed him to me.” 

“The devil, the devil !”’ murmured D’Artagnan. “ All 
this is vague enough. From whom did you learn the 
abduction of your wife ? ” 

“ From M. de la Porte.” 

“Did he give you any of the particulars ? ” 

“He knew none himself.” 

‘And you have learned none from any other quarter ? ? 

“Yes, I have received——”’ 

“ee What ? ” 

‘I fear I am committing a great imprudence.” 

“You still keep harping upon that ; but I beg leave to 
observe to you that this time it is too late to retreat.” 

“T do not retreat, ’sdeath !”’ cried the bourgeois, swear- 
ing to keep his courage up. ‘“‘ Besides, by the word of 
Bonacieux 

“Your name is Bonacieux ?”’ interrupted D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, that is my name.’ 

“You said, then, by the word of Bonacieux! Pardon 
me for interrupting you, but it appears to me that. that 
name is familiar to me.’ 

“Very possibly, sir. I am your landlord.” : 

“Ah, ah!” said D’Artagnan, half is and bowing ; : 

“you are my landlord ? ” 

“Yes, sir, yes. And as it is three months since you came, 
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and, engaged as you must be in your important occupations, 
you have forgotten to pay me my rent—as, I say, I have 
not tormented you a single instant, I thought you would 
appreciate my delicacy.” 

“How can it be otherwise, my dear Bonacieux ? ” re- 
plied D’Artagnan. ‘‘ Believe me, I am wholly grateful for 
such conduct; and if, as I have told you, I can be of any 
service to you ÿ 

“T believe you, sir, I believe you; and as I was about 
to say, by the word of Bonacieux, I have confidence in 

ou.” 

‘ Finish, then, that which you were about to say.” 

The bourgeois took a paper from his pocket and presented 
it to D’Artagnan. 

‘ A letter ?’’ said the young man. 

‘“ Which I received this morning.” 

D’Artagnan opened it, and as “the daylight was fading, 
he drew near to the window to read it, The bourgeois 
followed him. 

““* Do not seek for your wife,’ ’’ read D’Artagnan ; she 
will be restored to you when she is no longer needed. If 
you make a single step to find her, you are lost.’ That’s 
pretty positive,” continued D’Artagnan ; ‘“‘ but, after all, 
it is only a threat.” 

“Yes ; but that threat terrifies me. I am not a swords- 
man at all, sir; and I am afraid of the Bastille.” 

“Hum!” said D’Artagnan. ‘I have no greater regard 
for the Bastille than you. If it were nothing but a sword- 
thrust 

‘ I have counted upon you on this occasion, sir.’ 

“You have ? ” 

“Seeing you constantly surrounded by musketeers of a 
very proud appearance, and knowing that these musketeers 
belonged to M. de Tréville, and were consequently enemies 
of the cardinal, I thought that you and your friends, while 
rendering justice to our poor queen, would not be displeased 
at having an opportunity. of doing his Eminence an ill turn.”’ 

“Without doubt.”’ 

“And then I thought that owing me three months’ rent, 
which I have said nothing about 

“Yes, yes; you have already given me that reason, and 
I find it excellent.” 

‘And, besides, considering that as long as you do me 
the honour to remain in my house I shall never speak to 
you about your future rent 


“coe 
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“Very good!” 

‘ And adding to this, if necessary, that I mean to offer 
you fifty pistoles, if, against all probability, you should be 
short at the present moment.” 

‘ Admirable ! But you are rich, then, my dear Monsieur 
Bonacieux ? ” 

““T am comfortably off, sir, that’s all. I have scraped 
together something like an income of two or three thou- 
sand crowns in the haberdashery business, and especially 
by investing some capital in the last voyage of the cele- 
brated navigator Jean Mocquet; so that you understand, 
sir. But ” cried the bourgeois. 

‘What ?’’ demanded D’Artagnan. 

** Whom do I see yonder ? ” 

** Where ? ” 

“Tn the street, in front of your window, on the sill of 
that door —a man wrapped in a cloak.” 

“Tt is he!” cried D’Artagnan and the bourgeois, each 
at the same time having recognized his man. 

“Ah, this time,” cried D’Artagnan, leaping towards his 
sword—‘“‘ this time he shall not escape me ! ” 

Drawing his sword from the sheath, he rushed out of 
the apartment. 

On the staircase he met Athos and Porthos, who were 
coming to see him. They separated, and D’Artagnan 
rushed between them like an arrow. 

‘Where the devil are you going ?”’ cried the two mus- 
keteers in a breath. 

“The man of Meung!”’ replied D’Artagnan, and dis- 
appeared. 

D’Artagnan had more than once related to his friends 
his adventure with the unknown, as well as the apparition 
of the beautiful foreigner, to whom this man had confided 
some important letter. 

The opinion of Athos was that D’Artagnan had lost his 
letter in the affray. A gentleman, in his opinion (and, 
according to D’Artagnan’s portrait of him, the unknown 
must be a gentleman)—a gentleman would be incapable of 
the baseness of stealing a letter. 

Porthos had seen nothing in all this but a tryst, given 
by a lady to a cavalier, or by a cavalier to a lady, which 
had been disturbed by the presence of D’Artagnan snd his 
yellow horse. 

Aramis said that as these sorts of affairs were mysterious, 
it was better not to attempt to unravel them. 
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They understood, then, from the few words which escaper| 
from D’Artagnan, what affair was in hand; and as they 
thought that after having overtaken his man or lost sight 
of him D’Artagnan would return to his rooms again, they 
kept on their way. 

When they entered D’Artagnan’s chamber it was empty. 
The landlord, dreading the consequences of the meeting 
which was doubtless about to take place between the young 
man and the unknown, had, consistently with the character 
he had given himself, judged it most prudent to decamp. 


CHAPTER IX. 
D’ARTAGNAN’S CHARACTER UNFOLDS. 


As Athos and Porthos had foreseen, at the expiration of 
half an hour D’Artagnan returned. He had this time 
again missed his man, who had disappeared as if by en- 
chantment. D’Artagnan had run, sword in hand, through 
all the neighbouring streets, but had found nobody resem- 
bling him whom he was looking for. Then at last he came 
back to the point where he should perhaps have started, 
which was to knock at the door against which the unknown 
was leaning; but he had knocked uselessly ten or twelve 
times running, for no one answered, and some of the neigh- 
bours, who had put their noses out of their windows, or 
were brought to their doors by the noise, had assured him 
that the house, all the openings of which were in fact tightly 
closed, had been for six months completely uninhabited. 

While D’Artagnan was running through the streets and 
knocking at doors, Aramis had joined his companions, so 
that on returning home D’Artagnan found the reunion 
complete. 

‘“ Well ?”’ cried the three musketeers all together, on 
seeing D’Artagnan enter with his brow covered with per- 
spiration and his face clouded with anger. 

‘“ Well!” cried he, throwing his sword upon the bed; 
“ this man must be the devil in person. He has disappeared 
like a phantom, like a shade, like a spectre.” 

‘ Do you believe in apparitions ?’’ asked Athos of Porthos. 

‘I never believe in anything I have not seen, and as I 
never have seen an apparition, I don’t believe in them.” 

“ The Bible,” said Aramis, ‘“ makes our belief in them a 
law. The shade of Samuel appeared to Saul, and it is an 
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article of faith that I should be very sorry to see any doubt 
thrown upon, Porthos.” 

“ At all events, man or devil, body or shadow, illusion 
or reality, this man is born for my damnation, for his flight 
has caused us to miss a glorious affair, gentlemen—an affair 
by which there were a hundred pistoles, and perhaps more, 
to be gained.” 

‘How is that ?”’ cried Porthos and Aramis in a breath. 

As to Athos, faithful to his system of silence, he satisfied 
himself with interrogating D’Artagnan by a look. 

“Planchet,” said D’Artagnan to his domestic, who just 
then insinuated his head through the half-open door in 
order to catch some fragments of the conversation, “ go 
down to my landlord, M. Bonacieux, and tell him to send 
me half a dozen bottles of Beaugency wine; I prefer 
that.” 

“ Ah, ah! What! you have full credit with your land- 
lord, then ?”’ asked Porthos. 

“Yes,” replied D’Artagnan, “from this very day; and 
mind, if his wine is bad, we will send to him for better.” 

“We must use and not abuse,” said Aramis sententiously. 

‘“T always said that D’Artagnan had the longest head of 
the four,’”’ said Athos, who, after having uttered this opinion, 
to which D’Artagnan replied with a bow, immediately re- 
sumed his habitual silence. 

“But come, tell us what is this about ?”’ asked Porthos. : 

“Yes,” said Aramis, ‘‘ confide it to us, my dear friend, 
unless the honour of some lady be concerned in this con- 
fidence. In that case you would do better to keep it to 
yourself.” 

“Be calm,” replied D’Artagnan; “the honour of no 
one shall have to complain of what I have to tell you.” 

He then told his friends, word for word, all that had 

passed between him and his landlord, and how the man 
who had carried off the wife of his worthy landlord was the 
same with whom he had had a difference at the hostelry 
of the Jolly Miller. 
: “Your affair is not a bad one,” said Athos, after having 
tasted the wine like a connoisseur, and indicated by a nod 
of his head that he thought it good, “and fifty or sixty 
pistoles may be got out of this good man. Now, the only 
thing left is to ascertain whether these fifty or sixty pistoles 
are worth the risk of four heads.” 

“But please to observe,” cried D’Artagnan, “ that there 
is a woman in the affair—a woman carried off, a woman 
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who is doubtless threatened, tortured perhaps, and all be- 
cause she is faithful to her mistress.” 

“Beware, D’Artagnan, beware,’ said Aramis; ‘you 
grow a little too warm, in my opinion, about the fate of 
Madame Bonacieux. Woman was created for our destruc- 
tion, and from her came all our miseries.” 

At this saying of Aramis the brow of Athos became 
clouded, and he bit his lips. 

“Tt is not Madame Bonacieux about whom I am anx- 
ious,” cried D’Artagnan, ‘“‘ but the queen, whom the king 
abandons, whom the cardinal persecutes, and who sees the 
heads of all her friends fall one after the other.” 

“Why does she love what we hate most in the world— 
the Spaniards and the English ? ” 

‘“ Spain is her country,’ replied D’Artagnan; ‘and it 
is very natural that she should love the Spanish, who are 
children of the same soil as herself. As to the second re- 
proach, I have heard it said that she does not love the 
English, but an Englishman.”’ 

“Well, by my faith,” said Athos, “we must confess 
that this Englishman was worthy of being loved. I never 
saw a man with a nobler air than his.” 

“Without taking into consideration that he dresses as 
nobody else can,’ said Porthos. ‘I was at the Louvre 
the day he scattered his pearls ; and, zounds! I picked up 
two that I sold for ten pistoles each.—Do you know him, 
Aramis ?” 

“As well as you do, gentlemen ; for I was among those 
who seized him in the garden at Amiens, into which M. 
Putange, the queen’s equerry, introduced me. I was at 
the seminary at the time, and the adventure appeared to 
me to be cruel for the king.” 

‘Which would not prevent me,” said D’Artagnan, “if 
I knew where the Duke of Buckingham was, to take him 
by the hand and lead him to the queen, were it only to 
make the cardinal angry ; for our real, our only, our eternal 
enemy, gentlemen, is the cardinal, and if we could find 
means to play him a cruel trick, I confess that I would 
voluntarily risk my head in doing it.” 

‘* And did the mercer,” rejoined Athos, ‘ tell you, D’Artag- 
nan, that the queen thought that Buckingham had been 
brought over by a forged letter ? ” 

‘ She is afraid so.” 

** Wait a minute, then,” said Aramis, 

** What for ?’’ demanded Porthos, 
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“Goon. Iam trying to recall some circumstances.” 

“And now I am convinced,” said D’Artagnan, “that this 
abduction of the queen’s seamstress is connected with the 
events of which we are speaking, and perhaps with the 
presence of the Duke of Buckingham at Paris.” 

‘ The Gascon is full of ideas,” said Porthos, with admira- 
tion. 

“JT like to hear him talk,” said Athos; “his dialect 
amuses me.” 

“Gentlemen,” cried Aramis, ‘‘ listen to this.” 

“Listen to Aramis,” said his three friends. 

“Yesterday I was at the house of a learned doctor of 
theology whom I sometimes consult about my studies.” 

Athos smiled. 

“He resides in a quiet quarter,” continued Aramis ; 
“his tastes and his profession require it. Now, at the 
moment that I left his house ue 

Here Aramis stopped. 

“Well,” cried his auditors; “at the moment you left 
his house——”’ 

Aramis appeared to make a strong inward effort, like a 
man who, in the midst of telling a lie, finds himself stopped 
by some unforeseen obstacle; but the eyes of his three 
companions were fixed upon him, their ears were wide 
open, and there was no means of retreat. 

“This doctor has a niece,’’ continued Aramis. 

‘ À niece, has he ? ” interrupted Porthos. 

‘ À very respectable lady,” said Aramis. 

The three friends began to laugh. 

‘ Ah, if you laugh, or doubt what I say,” replied Aramis, 
‘vou shall know nothing.” 

“We are as stanch believers as Mohammedans, and as 
mute as catafalques,”” said Athos. 

“I will go on, then,” resumed Aramis. “This niece 
comes sometimes to see her uncle, and by chance was 
there yesterday at the same time that I was, and I could 
do no less than offer to conduct her to her carriage.” 

“Oh, oh! Then this niece of the doctor’s keeps a 
carriage, does she ?” interrupted Porthos, one of whose 
faults was a great looseness of speech. ‘‘ A very nice ac- 
quaintance, my friend ! ” 

‘ Porthos,” replied Aramis, ‘ I have already had occa- 
sion to observe to you more than once that you are very 
indiscreet, and that this injures you with women.” 

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” cried D’Artagnan, who began 
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to get a glimpse of the result of the adventure, “‘ the thing 
is serious. Endeavour, then, not to joke, if possible. Go 
on, Aramis, go on.” 

‘ All at once a tall, dark man, with the manner of a 
gentleman. Come! the same style as yours, D’Artagnan.”’ 

“The same, perhaps,” said he. 

“ Possibly,” continued Aramis—‘‘ came towards me, ac- 
companied by five or six men, who followed at about ten 
paces behind him ; and in the politest tone, ‘ Duke,’ said 
he to me, ‘and you, madame,’ continued he, addressing the 
lady, who had hold of my arm—-—” 

‘ The doctor’s niece ? ”’ 

“Hold your tongue, Porthos,” said Athos; ‘you are 
insupportable.” 

““Be so kind as to get into this carriage, and that 
without offering the slightest resistance or making the 
least noise.” ” 

“He took you for Buckingham ! ” cried D’Artagnan. 

‘I believe so,” replied Aramis. 

“ But the lady ? ’’ asked Porthos. 

‘ He took her for the queen !”’ said D’Artagnan. 

‘€ Just so,” replied Aramis. 

“The Gascon is the devil!” cried Athos; ‘nothing 
escapes him.” 

“The fact is,” said Porthos, ‘‘ Aramis is of the same 
height and something of the form of the handsome duke ; 
but it nevertheless appears to me that the uniform of a 
musketeer i 

‘I wore a very large cloak,” said Aramis. 

“In the month of July, the devil!”’ said Porthos. “Is 
the doctor afraid you should be recognized ? ” 

‘I can understand that the spy may have been deceived 
by your figure ; but your face——”’ 

‘I had a very large hat on,” said Aramis. 

“Oh, good Lord!” cried Porthos, “how many precau- 
tions in order to study theology ! ” 

‘ Gentlemen, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, ‘‘ do not let 
us lose our time in jesting. Let us separate, and let us seek 
the mercer’s wife ; that is the key of the intrigue.” 

‘ A woman of such inferior condition! Do you believe 
it, D’Artagnan ?” said Porthos, protruding his lip con- 
temptuously. 

‘“She is goddaughter to La Porte, the confidential valet 
of the queen. Have I not told you so, gentlemen ? Be- 
sides, it has perhaps been a scheme of her Majesty’s to have 
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sought on this occasion for such lowly support. High 
heads can be seen from a distance; and the cardinal is 
far-sighted.” 

“Well,” said Porthos, ‘in the first place, make a bargain 
with the mercer, and a ee bargain, too.” 

‘ That’s useless,” said D’Artagnan; “for I believe if 
he does not pay us, we shall be well enough paid as another 
party.” 

At this moment a sudden noise of footsteps was heard 
upon the stairs, the door was thrown violently open, and 
the unfortunate mercer rushed into the chamber in which: 
the council was being held. 

“Save me, gentlemen, save me ! ” cried he. “ There are 
four men come to arrest me! Save me! for the love of 
Heaven, save me!” | 

Porthos and Aramis arose. 

‘One moment,” cried D’Artagnan, making them a sign 
to replace their half-drawn swords—“‘ one moment. On 
this occasion we don’t need courage ; we need prudence.” 

‘“ And yet,” cried Porthos, “‘ we will not leave de 

“You will let D’Artagnan act as he thinks proper,” said 
Athos...) Hleshas I repest, the longest head of us all, and 
for my part I declare I obey him.—Do as you think best, 
D’Artagnan.” 

At this moment the four guards appeared at the door 
of the antechamber ; but seeing four musketeers standing 
with swords at their sides, they hesitated to advance farther. 

“Come in, gentlemen, come in. You are here in my 
apartment, and we are all faithful servants of the king and 
the cardinal.” 

“Then, gentlemen, you will not oppose our executing 
the orders we have received ? ”’ asked the one who appeared 
to be the leader of the party. | . 

“On the contrary, gentlemen, we would assist you if it 
were necessary.” 

“What is he saying ? ” grumbled Porthos, 

“That you are a simpleton,’ said Athos. “ Hold your 
tongue.” 

“But you promised me——” said the poor mercer, in a 
very low voice. 

“We can save you only by being free ourselves,” re- 
plied D’Artagnan in a low and hurried tone ; “and if we 
appear inclined to defend you, they will arrest us with you.’ 

“It seems to me, nevertheless——”’ 

“ Come in, gentlemen, come in ! ”” called out D’Artagnan ; 
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‘Ihave no motive for defending the gentleman. I saw 
im to-day for the first time, and he can tell you on what 
ccasion. He came to demand the rent of my lodging.—Is 
ot that true, M. Bonacieux ? Answer.” 

“That's the very truth,” cried the mercer; “‘ but the 
entleman does not tell you à 

“Silence with respect to me; silence with respect to my 
iends; silence about the queen, above all, or you will ruin 
verybody without saving yourself.—Now, gentlemen, come, 
ake away this man!” 

And D’Artagnan pushed the half-stupefied mercer among 
he guards, saying to him,— 

“You are a shabby old fellow, my dear. You come to 
emand money of me—of a musketeer !—To prison with 
im. Gentlemen, once more, take him to prison, and keep 
im under key as long as possible ; that will give me time 
> pay him.” 

The officers were full of thanks, and took away their prey. 

At the moment they were going down D’Artagnan laid 
is hand on their leader’s shoulder. 

“Shall I not have the pleasure of drinking your health, 
nd you mine ?”’ said D’Artagnan, filling two glasses with 
1e Beaugency wine which he had obtained through the 
berality of M. Bonacieux. 

‘That will do me great honour,” said the chief of the 
fficers, “‘ and I accept with gratitude.” 

‘ Then to yours, sir—what is your name ?” 

‘“ Boisrenard.” 

‘Monsieur Boisrenard ! ” 

“To yours, my good sir. In your turn, what is your 
ame, if you please ? ” 

‘“ D’Artagnan.” 

“ To yours, Monsieur D’Artagnan.” 

“And above all others,” cried D’Artagnan, as if carried 
way by his enthusiasm, ‘to that of the king and the 
ardinal.”’ | 

The chief of the officers would perhaps have doubted the 
ncerity of D’Artagnan if the wine had been bad ; but the 
ine was good, and he was convinced. 

“Why, what devilish villainy have you done there,”’ said 
orthos, when the head policeman had rejoined his com- 
anions, and the four friends were left alone. ‘“‘ Shame, 
1ame, for four musketeers to allow an unfortunate devil 
ho cried out for help to be arrested in their midst. And 
gentleman to hobnob with a bailiff!” 4 
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“ Porthos,” said Aramis, ‘‘ Athos has already told yor 
you are a simpleton, and I am quite of his opinion.—D’ Artag 
nan, you are a great man, and when you occupy M. d 
Tréville’s place, I will come and ask your influence to secur 
me an abbey.” 

“Well, I am quite lost!” said Porthos. ‘Do yo 
approve of what D’Artagnan has just done ?” 

“Zounds! indeed I do!” said Athos. “I not on! 
approve of what he has done, but I congratulate hin 
upon it.” 

‘ And now, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, without stop 
ping to explain his conduct to Porthos, “all for one, on 
for all; that is our motto, is it not?” 

‘ And yet ” said Porthos. 

‘Hold out your hand and swear!” cried Athos an 
Aramis at the same time. 

Overcome by example, grumbling to himself, Portho 
stretched out his hand, and the four friends repeated wit 
one voice the formula dictated by D’Artagnan. 

“* All for one, one for all.” 

“That's well! Now let every one retire to ‘his*ow 
house,” said D’Artagnan, as if he had done nothing bu 
command all his life; ‘ and attention! for from this momen 
we are at war with the cardinal.” 


> 


CHAPIER Xe 
A SEVENTEENTH-CENTURY MOUSE-TRAP. 


THE invention of the mouse-trap does not date from ov 
day: as soon as society, in developing, had invented an 
kind of police, that police in its turn invented mouse-trap 

As perhaps our readers are not familiar with the slan 
of the Rue de Jérusalem, and as, in all the fifteen years w 
have been writing, we now for the first time apply this wor 
to the thing, let us explain to them what a mouse-trap is. 

When in a house, of whatever kind it may be, an i 
dividual suspected of any crime is arrested, the arrest | 
kept secret. Four or five men are placed in ambuscac 
in the first apartment; the door is opened to all who knock 
it is closed after them, and they are arrested; so that at tl 
end of two or three days they have in their power almo 
all the frequenters of the establishment. And this is 
mouse-trap. 
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The apartment of M. Bonacieux, then, became a mouse- 
rap, and whoever appeared there was taken and ex- 
mined by the cardinal’s people. It goes without saying 
hat as a private passage led to the first floor, on which 
” Artagnan lodged, those who called to see him were 
xempt from all search. 

Besides, nobody came there but the three musketeers. 
‘hey had all been engaged in earnest search and inquiries, 
ut had discovered nothing. Athos had even gone so far 
s to question M. de Tréville—a thing which, considering 
he habitual reticence of the worthy musketeer, had very 
auch astonished his captain. But M. de Tréville knew 
othing, except that the last time he had seen the cardinal, 
he king, and the queen, the cardinal looked very thought- 
ul, the king uneasy, and the redness of the queen’s eyes 
enoted that she had been deprived of sleep or had been 
reeping. But this last circumstance was not at all striking, 
s the queen since her marriage had slept badly and wept 
auch. 

M. de Tréville requested Athos, whatever might happen, 
o be observant of his duty to the king, but more particu- 
irly to the queen, begging him to convey the same request 
o his comrades. 

As to D’Artagnan, he did not stir from his apartment. 
le had converted his chamber into an observatory. From 
is windows he saw all who came and were caught; then, 
aving removed some of the tiles of his floor and dug into 
he planking, and nothing remaining but a simple ceiling 
etween him and the room beneath, in which the examina- 
ions were made, he heard all that passed between the in- 
uisitors and the accused. 

The examinations, preceded by a minute search of the 
ersons arrested, were almost all conceived in this man- 
er,— 

“Has Madame Bonacieux given anything to you for her 
usband, or any other person ? 

‘‘Has Monsieur Bonacieux given anything to you for his 
rife, or for any other person ? 

“Has either the one or the other confided anything to 
ou by word of mouth ?” 

‘ If they were acquainted with anything, they would not 
uestion people in this manner,” said D’Artagnan to him- 
lf. “Now, what is it they want to know? Why, whether 
ie Duke of Buckingham is in Paris, and whether he has 
ot had, or is not to have, some interview with the queen.” 
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D’Artagnan was satisfied with this idea, which, accor 
ing to all he had heard, was not wanting in probability. 

In the meanwhile the mouse-trap continued in operatio: 
as likewise did D’Artagnan’s vigilance. 

On the evening of the day after the arrest of poor Bon: 
cieux, as Athos had just left D’Artagnan to go to M. c 
Tréville’s, as nine o’clock had just struck, and as Planche 
who had not yet made the bed, was beginning his tas! 
a knocking was heard at the street door. The door w: 
instantly opened and shut: some one was caught in tk 
mouse-trap. 

D’Artagnan flew to his peek-hole, and laid himself dow 
on the floor at full length to listen. 

Cries were soon heard, and then moans, which some or 
was endeavouring to stifle. There were no questionings. 

“The devil!’’ said D’Artagnan to himself; ‘its 
woman—they are searching her—she resists—they use fore 
—the scoundrels!” 

In spite of all his prudence, D’Artagnan had as much : 
he could do not to take part in the scene that was goin 
on below. 

“But I tell you that I am the mistress of the hous 
gentlemen! I tell you I am Madame Bonacieux! I te 
you I belong to the queen !”’ cried the unfortunate womai 

‘Madame Bonacieux!’’ murmured D’Artagnan. ‘Ca 
I have been so lucky as to have found what everybody : 
looking for ?”’ 

“You are the very one we were waiting for,” replied th 
examiners. 

The voice became more and more indistinct ; a tumulti 
ous movement shook the wainscoting. The victim we 
resisting as much as one woman can resist four men. 

ed Pardon, gentlemen, par ” murmured the voic 
which could now be heard only in inarticulate sounds. 

‘They are gagging her, they are going to drag her away, 
cried D’ Artagnan to himself, springing from the floor. ‘M 
sword! Good! itis by my side. Planchet!” 

ae Sir.” 

“Run and get Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. One of th 
three will certainly be at home—perhaps all three are. Te 
them to arm, to come here, and be quick about it! Ah, 
remember ; Athos is at M. de Tréville’s.”’ 

‘ But where are you going, sir, where are you going ? ” 

‘I am going down by the window, in order to be the 
the sooner,” cried D’Artagnan, ‘ Do you put back tk 
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iles, sweep the floor, go out at the door, and run where I 
id you.” 

“© sir, sir, you will kill yourself!” cried Planchet. 

‘ Hold your tongue, you stupid fellow,” said D’Artagnan; 
nd laying hold of the window-ledge, he let himself fall from 
he first story, which luckily was not far, without even 
cratching himself. 

He then went straight to the door and knocked, mur- 
nuring,— 

“T will go and be caught in the mouse-trap in my turn, 
ut woe be to the cats that shall pounce upon such a 
nouse !”’ 

The knocker had scarcely sounded under the hand of 
he young man than the tumult ceased, steps approached, 
he door was opened, and D’Artagnan, sword in hand, 
ushed into M. Bonacieux’s apartment, the door of which, 
loubtless moved by a spring, closed after him of itself. 

Then those who were still living in Bonacieux’s unfor- 
unate house, together with the nearest neighbours, heard 
oud cries, stamping of feet, clashing of swords, and much 
reaking of furniture. Then a moment after those who, 
urprised by this tumult, had gone to their windows to 
earn the cause of it, could see the door open, and four men, 
lothed in black, not come out of it, but fly, like so many 
rightened crows, leaving on the ground, and on the corners 
f the furniture, feathers from their wings—that is to say, 
ortions of their clothes and fragments of their cloaks. 

D’Artagnan was conqueror, without much trouble, it 
nust be confessed, for only one of the bailiffs was armed, 
nd he defended himself only for form’s sake. It is true 
hat the three others had endeavoured to knock the young 
nan down with chairs, stools, and crockery’; but two or 
hree scratches made by the Gascon’s blade terrified them. 
fen minutes had sufficed for their defeat, and D’Artagnan 
emained master of the field of battle. 

The neighbours who had opened their windows, with 
he indifference peculiar to the inhabitants of Paris in those 
imes of perpetual riots and disturbances, closed them again 
s soon as they saw the four men in black fly away, their 
nstinct telling them that for the moment all was over. 

Besides, it began to grow late, and in those days, as at 
he present, people went to bed early in the Luxembourg 
uartet. . 

On being left alone with Madame Bonacieux, D’Artagnan 
urned towards her. The poor woman had fallen back upon 
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an armchair in a half-fainting state. D’Artagnan examine 
her with a rapid glance. 

She was a charming woman, of twenty-five or twenty-si 
years of age, with dark hair, blue eyes, a slightly turned-u 
nose, admirable teeth, and a pink and opal complexior 
There, however, the signs stopped which might have cor 
founded her with a lady of rank. Her hands were whit 
but pudgy; her feet did not bespeak the woman of quality 
Fortunately, D’Artagnan had not yet reached the point c 
minding these details. 

While D’Artagnan was examining Madame Bonacieux 
and was, as we have said, close to her, he saw on the groun 
a fine cambric handkerchief, which he naturally picked uy 
and on the corner of which he recognized the same ciphe 
that he had seen on the handkerchief which had nearl 
caused him and Aramis to cut each other’s throats. 

From that time D’Artagnan had been cautious wit 
respect to handkerchiefs having arms on them, and he there 
fore, without a remark, placed the one he had just picke 
up in Madame Bonacieux’s pocket. 

At that moment Madame Bonacieux recovered her senses 
She opened her eyes, looked around her with terror, say 
that the apartment was empty, and that she was alon 
with her liberator. She immediately held out her hands t 
him with a smile. Madame Bonacieux had the sweetest smil 
in the world. 

“Ah, sir!” said she, “you have saved me. Allow m 
to thank you.” 

“Madame,” said D’Artagnan, “‘I have only done wha 
every gentleman would have done in my place. You ow 
me, then, no thanks.” 

“Yes I do, sir, yes I do; and I hope to prove to yo 
that you have not aided an ungrateful person. But wha 
could these men, whom I at first took for robbers, want o 
me, and why is M. Bonacieux not here ?”’ 

‘Madame, those men were much more dangerous tha: 
any robbers could have been, for they are the agents a 
the cardinal ; and as to your husband, M. Bonacieux, h 
is not here, because he was yesterday evening taken awa‘ 
to the Bastille.” 

“My husband in the Bastille!” cried Madame Bona 
cieux. “Oh, my God, what can he have done? Poot 
dear man—he is innocence itself !”’ 

And something like a faint smile glided over the stu 
terrified features of the young woman. 
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‘“ What has he done, madame ?”’ said D’Artagnan. “i 
believe that his only crime is to have at-the same time the 
good fortune and the misfortune to be your husband.” 

“ But, sir, you know then i 

‘I know that you have been carried off, madame.” 

“And by whom? Do you know? Oh, if you know, 
tell me!” 

“By a man of from forty to forty-five years of age, with 
tome hair, a swarthy complexion, and a scar on his left 
temple.” 

“That is he, that is he; but his name ? ” 

“ Ah, his name ? I do not know that.” 

‘“ And did my husband know I had been carried off ? ” 

‘He was informed of it by a letter written to him by 
the abductor himself.” 

“ And does he suspect,” said Madame Bonacieux, with 
some embarrassment, ‘the cause of this event ? ” 

“ He attributed it, I believe, to a political cause.” 

‘ I suspected so myself at first, and now I think entirely 
as he does. So dear M. Bonacieux has not, then, for an 
stant suspected me ?”’ 

“Far from it, madame. He was too proud of your 
prudence, and particularly of your love.” 

A second smile stole almost imperceptibly over the rosy 
ips of the pretty young woman. 

‘ But,” continued D’Artagnan, ‘‘ how did you escape ?” 

“T took advantage of a moment when they left me alone ; 
und as I had known since morning what to think of my 
ubduction, with the help of my sheets I let myself down 
rom the window; then, as I thought my husband would 
e at home, I hastened here.” 

‘“ To place yourself under his protection ? ” 

“Oh no, poor, dear man! I knew very well that he was 
ncapable of defending me ; but as he could be otherwise 
iseful to us, I wished to inform him.” 

“ Of what ?” 

“Oh, that is not my secret; I therefore cannot tell 
zou.” 

“‘ Besides,” said D’Artagnan—“ pardon me, madame, if, 
ruard as I am, I remind you of prudence—besides, I believe 
ve are not here in a very proper place for imparting confi- 
lences. The men I have put to flight will return rein- 
orced ; if they find us here, we are iost. I have sent, to 
ye sure, for three of my friends, but who knows whether 
hey are at home ? ” 
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> Kies; yes ; you are right,” cried the terrified Madam 
Bonacieux ; “let us fly, let us escape!” 

At these words she passed her arm under that of D’Artag 
nan, and pulled him forward eagerly. 

‘But whither shall we fly—where escape to ? ” 

“ Let us in the first place get away from this house; whe 
clear of it we shall see. 

And the young woman and the young man, withou 
taking the trouble to shut the door after them, descende 
the Rue des Fossoyeurs rapidly, turned into the Rue de 
Fossés-Monsieur-le-Prince, and did not stop till they cam 
to the Place Saint-Sulpice. 

‘ And now what are we to do, and where do you wis! 
me to take you ?”’ asked D’ Artagnan. 

“T am quite at a loss how 40 answer you, I confess, 
said Madame Bonacizux. ‘‘ My intention was to inforn 
M. de la Porte, by means of my husband, in order tha 
M. de la Porte might tell us exactly what has taken plac 
at the Louvre in the course of the last three days, an 
whether there were any danger in presenting myself there.’ 

Hs But I,” said D’Artagnan, “‘ can go and inform M. de L 
Porte.” 

“No doubt you could; only there is one drawback i: 
it, and this is that M. Bonacieux is known at the Louvre 
and would be allowed to pass ; whereas you are not knowl 
there, and the gate would be closed against you.’ 

. Ah, bah!” said D’ Artagnan ; “there is no doubt you 
have at some wicket of the Louvre a porter who is devotec 
to you, and who, thanks to a password, would ie 

Madame Bonacieux looked earnestly at the young man. 

“And if I give you this password,’ said she, ‘‘ woul 
you forget it as soon as you had made use of it ? 2 

“By my honour, by the faith of a gentleman!” saic 
D’Artagnan, with an accent so truthful no one could mis 
take it. 

‘ Then I believe you. You appear to be a 18e young 
man ; besides, your fortune, perhaps, will be the result o: 
your devotion.” 

“I will do, without a promise, and conscientiously, al 
that I can do to serve the king and be agreeable to the 
queen. Use me, then, as a friend.” 

“ But I—where shall I go in the meanwhile ?”’ 

‘Do you know no one to whose house M. de la Porte 
can go to get you ?”’ 

“No, I will trust nobody.” 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 09 


“Stop,” said D’Artagnan; ‘we are near Athos’s door. 
Yes, here it is.” 

“Who is this Athos ? ” 

‘ One of my friends.” 

“ But if he should be at home and see me ? ” 

“He is not at home; and I will carry away the key, after 
having placed you in his apartment.” 

‘ But if he should return ? ” 

“Oh, he won’t return ; and if he should, he will be told 
that I have brought a lady with me, and that lady is in his 
apartment.” 

“ But that will compromise me sadly, you know.” 

‘Of what consequence can it be to you? Nobody 
knows you. Besides, we are in a situation in which we 
must not be too particular.” 

‘ Come, then, let us go to your friend’s house. Where 
does he live ?” 

“ Rue Férou, two steps from here.” 

‘ Come, then.” 

And both resumed their way. As D’Artagnan had fore- 
seen, Athos was not at home. He took the key, which was 
usually given him as one of the family, ascended the stairs, 
and introduced Madame Bonacieux into the little apart- 
ment of which we have already given a description. 

“Make yourself at home,” said he. “ Wait here, fasten 
the door inside, and open it to nobody unless you hear 
three taps like these.” And he tapped thrice—two taps 
close together and pretty hard, the other after an interval, 
lighter. 

‘ That is all right,” said Madame Bonacieux. ‘“ Now it 
is my turn to give you my orders.” 

‘I am all attention.” 

‘“ Present yourself at the wicket of the Louvre, towards 
the Rue de l’Echelle, and ask for Germain.” 

“Well, and then ?”’ 

“He will ask you what you want, and you will answer 
by these two words—‘ Tours’ and ‘Brussels.’ He will 
immediately put himself under your orders.” 

“And what shall I order him to do ? ” 

‘“ To go and fetch M. de la Porte, the queen’s valet.” 

‘ And when he shall have found him, and M. de la 
Porte has come ? ” . 

“You will send him to me.” 

‘Very well; but where and how shall I see you again ? ” 

“Do you, then, wish very much to see me again P” 
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“‘ Certainly I do.” 

‘ Well, let that care be mine, and do not worry.” 

**T depend upon your word.” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Very well. Count on me for bringing this about, an 
have no fear.” 

‘I may depend on your word ?” 

“You may.” 

D’Artagnan bowed to Madame Bonacieux, darting at he 
the most loving glance that he could possibly concentrat 
upon her charming little person; and while he descende 
the stairs he heard the door closed behind him and double 
locked. In two bounds he was at the Louvre. As h 
entered the wicket of L’Echelle ten o’clock struck. A 
the events we have just described had taken place withi 
half an hour. 

Everything happened as Madame Bonacieux said : 
would. On hearing the password, Germain bowed; te 
minutes after La Porte was at the lodge; with two word 
D’Artagnan told him what was going on, and informed hi 
where Madame Bonacieux was. La Porte assured himsel 
by having it twice repeated, of the exact address, and se 
off at a run. He had, however, scarcely gone ten step 
before he returned. 

‘Young man,” said he to D’Artagnan, “I have a piec 
of advice to give you.” 

“What is it ?”’ 

“You may get into trouble by what has taken place.” 

“Do you think so ? ” 

Ves. Have you any friend whose clock is too slow ? ” 

€ What then ? ” 

‘€ Go and call upon him, in order that he may give ev: 
dence of your having been with him at half-past nine. I 
law that is called an alibi.” 

D’Artagnan found this advice prudent. He took to hi 
heels, and was soon at M. de Tréville’s; but instead « 
going into the drawing-room with everybody, he asked t 
be introduced to M. de Tréville’s office. As D’Artagna 
was one of the frequenters of the hôtel, no difficulty wa 
made in complying with his request, and a servant wer 
to inform M. de Tréville that his young compatriot, havin 
something important to communicate, solicited a privat 
audience. Five minutes after, M. de Tréville was askin 
D’Artagnan what he could do for him, and to what he we 
indebted for his visit at so late an hour, 
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‘Pardon me, sir,’ said D’Artagnan, who had profited 
by the moment he had been left alone to put back M. de 
Tréville’s clock three-quarters of an hour; ‘I thought, as 
it was yet only twenty-five minutes past nine, it was not 
too late to wait upon you.” 

“ Twenty-five minutes past nine!’’ cried M. de Tréville, 
looking at the clock; ‘‘ why, that’s impossible !”’ 

“Look, rather, sir,” said D’Artagnan; ‘the clock 
shows it.” 

‘That's true,” said M. de Tréville; “I should have 
thought it was later. But what can I do for you?” 

Then D’Artagnan told M. de Tréville a long history 
about the queen. He expressed to him the fears he en- 
tertained with respect to her Majesty ; he related to him 
what he had heard of the projects of the cardinal with 
regard to Buckingham; and all with a tranquillity and 
sereneness which deceived M. de Tréville the more because 
he had himself, as we have said, observed something new 
between the cardinal, the king, and the queen. 

As ten o’clock was striking D’ Artagnan left M. de Tréville, 
who thanked him for his information, recommended him 
to have the service of the king and queen always at heart, 
and returned to the drawing-room. But at the foot of 
the stairs D’Artagnan remembered he had forgotten his 
cane. He consequently rushed up again, re-entered the 
office, with a turn of his finger set the clock right again, 
that they might not perceive the next day it had been tam- 
pered with; and sure henceforth that he had a witness ta 
prove his alibi, he ran downstairs and soon gained the street. 


CHAPTER XI. 
THE PLOT THICKENS. 


His visit to M. de Tréville being paid, D’Artagnan, quite 
thoughtful, took the longest way homewards. 

Of what was D’Artagnan thinking, that he strayed thus 
from his path, gazing at the stars in the heavens, and 
sometimes sighing, sometimes smiling ? 

He was thinking of Madame Bonacieux. For an appren- 
tice musketeer the young woman was almost an ideal of 
love. Pretty, mysterious, initiated into almost all the 
secrets of the court, which reflected such a charming gravity 
over her pleasing features, he suspected her of not being 
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insensible to wooing, which is an irresistible charm foi 
novices in love. Besides, D’Artagnan had delivered he 
from the hands of the demons who wished to search anc 
maltreat her ; and this important service had establishec 
between them one of those sentiments of gratitude whict 
so easily take on a more tender character. 

So rapidly do our dreams move upon the wings of imagina: 
tion that D’Artagnan already fancied himself accosted by 
a messenger from the young woman, who brought him some 
note appointing a meeting, or a gold chain, or a diamond 
We have observed that young cavaliers received present: 
from their king without shame; let us add that, in those 
times of lax morality, they had no more delicacy witt 
respect to their mistresses, and that the latter almost alway: 
left them valuable and durable remembrances, as if they 
endeavoured to conquer their fragile sentiments by solic 

ifts. 

i Men then made their way in the world by the means o: 
women without blushing. Such as were only beautifu 
gave their beauty; whence, without doubt, comes the 
proverb that ‘The most beautiful girl in the world car 
give no more than she has.’ Such as were rich gave, ir 
addition, a part of their money; and a vast number o 
heroes of that gallant period may be cited who would neithe: 
have won their spurs in the first place, nor their battle: 
afterwards, without the purse, more or less garnished, whict 
the mistress fastened to the saddle-bow. 

D’Artagnan possessed nothing. Provincial diffidence— 
that slight varnish, that ephemeral flower, that down of the 
peach—had been blown away by the unorthodox counsel: 
which the three musketeers gave their friend. D’Artagnan 
following the strange custom of the times, considered him. 
self at Paris as on a campaign, neither more nor less thar 
if he had been in Flanders—Spain yonder, woman here. Ir 
each there was an enemy to contend with, and contribution: 
to be levied. 

But, we must say, at the present moment D’Artagnar 
was governed by a much more noble and disinterestec 
feeling. The mercer had told him he was rich; the youns 
man might easily guess that, with so weak a man as M 
Bonacieux, it was most likely the young wife kept the 
purse. But all this had had no influence at all upon th 
teeling produced by the sight of Madame Bonacieux, anc 
self-interest remained almost entirely foreign to that com 
mencement of love which had been the consequence of it 
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handsome, kind, and witty woman is at the same time 
rich takes nothing from the charm of this beginning of 
love, but, on the contrary, strengthens it. 

Affluence has a crowd of aristocratic cares and caprices 
which are highly becoming to beauty. A fine and white 
stocking, a silk dress, a lace kerchief, a pretty slipper 
on the foot, a new ribbon on the head, do not make an 
ugly woman pretty, but they make a pretty woman 
beautiful, without reckoning her hands, which gain by all 
this: the hands, among women particularly, must be idle 
to be beautiful. 

Then D’Artagnan, as the reader, from whom we have 
not concealed the condition of his fortune, very well knows 
—D’Artagnan was not a millionaire. He hoped to become 
one some day, but the time which in his own mind he 
fixed upon for this happy change was still far distant. In 
the meanwhile, how disheartening to see the woman one 
loves long for those thousands of nothings which constitute 
@ woman’s happiness, and be unable to give her those 
thousand nothings! At least when the woman is rich 
and the lover is not, what he cannot offer her she offers to 
herself ; and although it is generally with her husband’s 
money that she procures herself this indulgence, the grati- 
tude for it seldom reverts to him. 

But D’Artagnan, disposed to become some day the most 
tender of lovers, was in the meantime a very devoted 
friend. In the midst of his amorous projects upon the 
mercer’s wife he did not forget his friends. The pretty 
Madame Bonacieux was just the woman to walk with in 
the plain of St. Denis, or in the fair of Saint-Germain, in 
company with Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, to whom 
D’Artagnan would be so proud to display such a conquest. 
Then, when people walk for any length of time they become 
hungry, at least D’Artagnan had fancied so several times 
lately ; and they could enjoy some of those little charming 
dinners in which we on one side touch the hand of a friend, 
and on the other the foot of a mistress. Besides, on press- 
ing occasions, in extreme difficulties, D’Artagnan would 
become the preserver of his friends. 

And Monsieur Bonacieux, whom D’Artagnan had pushed 
into the hands of the bailiffs, denying him aloud, aithough 
he had promised in a whisper to Save him? We are com- 
pelled to admit to our readers that D’Artagnan thought 
nothing about him in any way; or that, if he did think of 
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him, it was only to say to himself that he was very well 
where he was, wherever it might be. Love is the most 
selfish of all the passions, 

Let our readers, however, be satisfied. If D’Artagnan 
forgets his host, or appears to forget him, under the pre- 
tence of not knowing where he has been taken to, we will 
not forget him, and we know where he is. But for the 
moment let us do as the amorous Gascon did. We will 
look after the worthy mercer presently. 

D’Artagnan, reflecting on his future loves, addressing 
himself to the beautiful night and smiling at the stars, 
went up the Rue Cherche-Midi, or Chasse-Midi, as it was 
then called. As he found himself in the quarter in which 
Aramis lived, he took it into his head to pay his friend a 
visit, in order to explain to him why he had sent Planchet 
to him with a request that he would come instantly to 
the mouse-trap. Now, if Aramis was at home when Plan- 
chet came to his abode, he had doubtless hastened to the 
Rue des Fossoyeurs, and finding nobody but his two com- 
panions there, perhaps they would not be able to conceive, 
any of them, what all this meant. This result required an 
explanation ; at least, so D’Artagnan thought. 

And he likewise whispered to himself that he thought 
this was an opportunity for talking about pretty little 
Madame Bonacieux, of whom his head, if not his heart. 
was already full. We must never look for discretion in 
first love, First love is accompanied by such excessive 
joy that unless this joy is allowed to overflow, it will stifle 
you. 

Paris for two hours past had been dark, and began te 
be deserted. All the clocks of the Faubourg Saint-Germain 
were striking eleven. It was delightful weather. D’Artag- 
nan was passing along a lane upon the spot where the Rue 
d’Assas is now situated, respiring the balmy emanations 
which were borne upon the wind from the Rue Vaugirard. 
and which arose from the gardens refreshed by the dews 
of evening and the breeze of night. From a distance re- 
sounded, deadened, however, by good shutters, the songs 
of the tipplers enjoying themselves in the scattered saloons 
of the plain. When he reached the end of the lane D’Artag: 
nan turned to the left. The house in which Aramis dweit 
was situated between the Rue Cassette and the Rue Ser- 
vandoni. 

D’Artagnan had just passed the Rue Cassette, and 
already caught sight of the door of his friend’s house, 
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thaded by a mass of sycamores and clematis, which formed 
a vast arch above it, when he perceived something like 
a\ shadow issuing from the Rue Servandoni. This some- 
thing was enveloped in a cloak, and D'Artagnan at first 
believed it was a man; but by the smallness of the form, 
the hesitation of the gait, and the indecision of the step, 
he soon discovered that it was a woman. Further, this 
woman, as if not certain of the house she was seeking, lifted 
up her eyes to look around her, stopped, went a little back, 
and then returned again. D’Artagnan was perplexed. 

“Suppose I were to go and offer her my services,” thought 
he. ‘“ By her step she must be young, perhaps pretty. 
Oh yes! But a woman who wanders about the streets at 
this hour seldom does so but to meet her lover. Bah! 
to go and disturb a rendezvous would not be the best 
means of commencing an acquaintance.” 

The young woman, however, continued advancing slowly, 
counting the houses and windows. This was neither a long 
nor a difficult affair. There were but three mansions in 
this part of the street, and two windows looking out upon 
that street, and one of them was the window of a pavilion 
parallel to that which Aramis occupied; the other was 
Aramis’s own window. 

“Zounds!” said D’Artagnan to himself, whose mind 
reverted to the niece of the theologian—‘“‘ zounds ! it would 
be droll if this belated flying dove should be in search of 
our friend’s house. But, by my soul, that seems more than 
probable. Ah, my dear friend Aramis, this time I will 
find you out.” 

And D’Artagnan, making himself as small as he could, 
concealed himself on the darkest side of the street, near a 
stone bench placed at the back of a niche. 7 

The young woman continued to advance, for, in addition 
to the lightness of her step, which had betrayed her, she 
had just given a slight cough which betrayed a clear, sweet 
voice. D’Artagnan believed this cough to be a signal. 

Nevertheless, whether this cough had been answered by 
an equivalent signal which had driven away the hesitation 
of the nocturnal seeker, or whether she had recognized that 
she had arrived at the end of her journey, she boldly drew 
near to Aramis’s shutter, and tapped at three equal intervals 
with her bent finger. 

“ She is certainly looking for Aramis, murmured D’ Artag- 
nan. ‘Ah, master hypocrite, this is the way you study 
theology, is ite? 
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The three blows were scarcely struck when the insid3 
casement was opened, and a light appeared through the 
panes of the shutter. 

“Ah, ah!” said the listener, ‘‘ not through doors, but 
through windows! Ah, ah! this was an expected visit. 
We shall see the windows open, and the lady enter by 
escalade ! Very pretty ! ” 

But to the great astonishment of D’Artagnan the shutter 
remained closed. Moreover, the light which had shone out 
for an instant disappeared, and all was dark again. 

D’Artagnan thought this could not last long, and con- 
tinued to look with all his eyes and listen with all his ears. 

He was right. At the end of some seconds two sharp 
taps were heard on the inside. The young woman in the 
street replied by a single tap, and the shutter was opened 
a little way. 

Judge whether D’Artagnan looked or listened eagerly. 
Unfortunately the light had been removed into another 
chamber. But the eyes of the young man were accustomed 
to the night. Besides, the eyes of Gascons, like those of 
cats, possess, it is said, the faculty of seeing in the dark. 

D’Artagnan then saw that the young woman took from 
her pocket a white object which she unfolded quickly, and 
which took the form of a handkerchief. She made her 
interlocutor look at the corner of this unfolded object. 

This immediately recalled to D’Artagnan’s mind the 
handkerchief he had found at the feet of Madame Bona- 
cieux, which had reminded him of the one he had dragged 
from under Aramis’s foot. 

‘ What the devil could that handkerchief mean ? ” 

Placed where he was, D’Artagnan could not see the face 
of Aramis. We say the face of Aramis, because the young 
man entertained no doubt that it was his friend who held 
this dialogue inside with the lady outside. Curiosity pre- 
vailed over prudence, and taking advantage of the pre- 
occupation in which the sight of the handkerchief appeared 
to have plunged the two personages now on the scene, he 
stole from his hiding-place, and quick as lightning, but 
stepping with the utmost caution, he went and placed 
himself close to the angle of the wall, from which his eye 
could plunge into the interior of the apartment. 

Upon gaining this advantage D’Artagnan came near 
uttering a cry of surprise. It was not Aramis who was 
conversing with the nocturnal visitor; it was a woman! 
D’Artagnan, however, could only see enough to recognize 
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\ the form of her vestments, not enough to distinguish her 
features. 

At the same instant the woman of the apartment drew 
a second handkerchief from her pocket, and exchanged it 
for the one which had just been shown to her. Then some 
words were pronounced by the two women. At length the 
shutter was closed. The woman who was outside the 
window turned round, and passed within four steps of 
D’Artagnan, pulling down the hood of her cloak; but the 
precaution was too late. D’Artagnan had already recog- 
nized Madame Bonacieux. 

Madame Bonacieux! The suspicion that it was she had 
crossed the mind of D’Artagnan when she drew the hand- 
kerchief from her pocket ; but what probability was there 
that Madame Bonacieux, who had sent for M. de la Porte 
in order to be led back to the Louvre, should be running 
about the streets of Paris at half-past eleven at night, at 
the risk of being carried off a second time ? 

It must be, then, for some very important affair; and 
what is the affair of the greatest importance to a pretty 
woman of twenty-five ? Love. 

But was it on her own account or on account of another 
person that she exposed herself to such risks ? This was 
a question the young man asked himself, the demon of 
jealousy already gnawing at his heart, neither more nor 
less than at the heart of an accepted lover. 

There was, besides, a very simple means of satisfying 
himself where Madame Bonacieux was going. This was to 
follow her. The means was so simple that D’Artagnan 
employed it quite naturally and instinctively. 

But at the sight of the young man, who came out from 
the wall like a statue walking from its niche, and at the 
‘noise of the steps which she heard resound behind her, 
Madame Bonacieux uttered a little cry and fled. 

D’Artagnan ran after her. It was not a very difficult 
thing for him to overtake a woman embarrassed with her 
cloak. He came up to her before she had traversed a 
third of the street. The unfortunate woman was exhausted, 
not by fatigue, but by terror ; and when D’Artagnan placed 
his hand upon her shoulder, she sank upon one knee, cry- 
ing in a choking voice,— 

“ Kill me, if you will; you shall know nothing ! ” 

D’Artagnan raised her by passing his arm round her 
. waist; but as he felt by her weight she was on the point of 
fainting, he made haste to reassure her by protestations of 
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devotion. These protestations were nothing for Madame 
Bonacieux, for such protestations may be made with the 
worst intentions in the world ; but the voice was all. The 
young woman thought she recognized the sound of that 
voice. She opened her eyes, cast a quick glance upon the 
man who had terrified her so, and at once perceiving it 
was D’Artagnan, she uttered a cry of joy. | 

“Oh, it is you, it is you! Thank God, thank God!” 

“Yes, it is I,” said D’Artagnan—“ it is I, whom God 
has sent to watch over you.” 

“Was it with that intention you followed me?” asked 
the young woman, with a coquettish smile, whose some- 
what bantering character resumed its influence, and whose 
fear had wholly disappeared from the moment when she 
recognized a friend in one whom she had taken for an 
enemy. 

“No,” said D’Artagnan—‘ no, I confess it; it was 
chance that threw me in your way. I saw a female knock- 
ing at the window of one of my friends.” 

“Of one of your friends ?”’ interrupted Madame Bona- 
cieux. 

“Without doubt; Aramis is one of my most intimate 
riends.”” 

“Aramis! Who is he ?” 

“Come, come, you won’t tell me you don’t know 
Aramis ?” 

“This is the first time I ever heard his name.” 

“This is the first time, then, that you ever went to that 
house ? ” 

“ Certainly it is.” 

*“ And you did not know that it was inhabited by a young 
man ?” 

oe No.” 

“ By a musketeer ? ” 

“Not at all.” 

“Tt was not he, then, you came to find ?” 

“Not the least in the world. Besides, you must have 
seen that the person I spoke to was a woman.” 

“ That is true ; but this woman may be one of the friends 
of Aramis x 

“T know nothing of that.” 

‘ Since she occupies his apartment.” 

“ That does not concern me.” 

“ But who is she ? ” 

Oh, that is not my secret,” 
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“My dear Madame Bonacieux, you are charming ; but 
at the same time you are the most mysterious of women.” 

“Do I lose much by that ?” 

“No; you are, on the contrary, adorable ! ” 

“Give me your arm, then.” 

“Most willingly. And now ?” 

‘ Now take me with you.” 

Where 

‘“ Where I am going.” 

‘ But where are you going P ” 

“You will see, because you will leave me at the door.” 

“ Shall I wait for you ? ” 

“That will be useless.” 

“You will return alone, then ? ” 

‘ Perhaps I may, perhaps I may not.” 

“ But will the person who will afterwards accompany you 
be a man or a woman ?” 

‘I don’t know yet.” 

** But I will know it!” 

LL How ? LE] 

‘I will wait for your coming out.” 

“In that case, adieu ! ” 

Why so ? ” 

“TI do not want you.” 

“ But you had demanded. 4 

‘ The aid of a gentleman, not the watchfulness of a spy.” 

“That word is rather hard.” 

‘ How are they called who follow other people in spite 
of them ?” 

‘ They are indiscreet.” 

“The word is too mild.” 

: “ Well, madame, I perceive I must act in accordance 
with your wishes,”’ 

“Why did you deprive yourself of the merit of doing so 
at once ? ” 

‘ Is there no merit in repentance ?” 

‘ And you do really. repent ?” 

“I know nothing about that myself. But what I know 
is, that I promise to do all you wish if you will allow me 
to accompany you where you are going.” 

‘ And you will leave me afterwards ? ” 

“cc Yes LE] 


V Without waiting for my coming out again ?” 
€ Yes,”’ 
‘On your honour ?” 
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“By the faith of a gentleman. Take my arm, then, and 
let us go on.” 

D’Artagnan offered his arm to Madame Bonacieux, who 
took it, half laughing, half trembling, and both went up 
Rue la Harpe. When they reached there the young woman 
seemed to hesitate, as she had before done in the Rue 
Vaugirard. Nevertheless, by certain signs she appeared 
to recognize a door ; and approaching that door,— 

‘And now, sir,” she said, ‘‘it is here I have business. 
A thousand thanks for your honourable company, which 
has saved me from all the dangers to which, alone, I might 
have been exposed. But the moment has come for you to 
keep your word ; I have reached the place of my destina- 
tion.” 

“And you will have nothing more to fear on your re- 
turn?” 

“‘T shall have nothing to fear but robbers.” 

“ And is that nothing ? ” 

“What could they take from me ? I have not a farthing 
about me.” 

“You forget that beautiful embroidered handkerchief 
with the coat of arms.” 

“Which one ? ” 

“The one which I found at your feet, and put back into 
your pocket ! ” 

“Silence, silence, imprudent man!” cried the young 
woman. ‘Do you wish to ruin me ? ” 

‘“ Vou see very plainly that there is still danger for you, 
since a single word makes you tremble ; and you confess 
that if that word were heard you would be ruined. Come, 
come, madame ! ” cried D’Artagnan, seizing her hand and 
surveying her with an ardent glance: “come! be more 
generous ; trust in me. Have you not read in my eyes that 
there is nothing but devotion and sympathy in my heart ? ”” 

“Yes,” replied Madame Bonacieux ; “ therefore ask me 
my own secrets, and I will tell them to you; but those of 
others—that is quite another thing.” 

“Very well,” said D’Artagnan ; “I shall discover them. 
As these secrets may have an influence over your life, these 
secrets must become mine.” 

‘ Beware of what you do!” cried the young woman, in 
a manner so serious that it made D’Artagnan start in spite 
of himself. ‘Oh, meddle in nothing which concerns me ; 
do not seek to assist me in what I am accomplishing. And 
this I ask of you in the name of the interest with which I 
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inspire you, in the name of the service you have rendered 
me, and which I never shall forget while I have life. Rather 
place faith in what I tell you. No longer concern yourself 
about me. I exist no longer for you, any more than if you 
had never seen me.” 

“Must Aramis also do the same, madame ? ”’ said D’Artag- 
nan, piqued. 

“This is the second or third time, sir, that you have 
repeated that name, and yet I have told you that I do not 
know him.” 

“You do not know the man at whose shutter you went 
and knocked ? Indeed, madame, you think me altogether 
too credulous !”’ 

“ Confess, now, that it is for the sake of making me talk 
that you invent this story and create this personage.”’ 

“I invent nothing, madame; I create nothing. I only 
speak the exact truth.” 

““And you say that one of your friends lives in that 
house ? ” 

“TI say so, and I repeat it for the third time: in that 
house lives one of my friends, and that friend is Aramis.” 

“ All this will be cleared up at a later period,’ murmured 

the young woman ; “now, sir, be silent.” 
. “Tf you could see my heart,” said D’Artagnan, ‘‘ you 
would there read in it so much curiosity that you would 
pity me, and so much love that you would instantly satisfy 
my curiosity. We have nothing to fear from those who 
love us.” 

‘You speak very soon of love, sir!” said the young 
woman, shaking her head. 

‘That is because love has come suddenly upon me, and 
for the first time, and because I am not twenty years 
old.” 

The young woman looked at him furtively. 

“Listen! Iam already upon the scent,” resumed D’Artag- 
nan. ‘ About three months ago I was near fighting a duel 
with Aramis, concerning a handkerchief resembling the one 
you showed the woman in his house—concerning a hand- 
kerchief marked in the same manner, I am sure.” 

‘ Sir,’ said the young woman, ‘ you tire me very much, 
I assure you, by your questions.” 

“ But you, madame, prudent as you are, think, if you 
were to be arrested with that handkerchief on you, and 
that handkerchief were to be seized, would you not be 
compromised ?” . 
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“Tn what way ? Are not the initials mine? C.B.— 
Constance Bonacieux.” 

“Or Camille de Bois-Tracy.” 

“Silence, sir! once again, silence! Ah, since the dan- 
gers I incur on my own account cannot stop you, think of 
those you may yourself run ! ” 

 Wanger Tom merrn: 

“Yes; there is risk of imprisonment, risk of life, in 
knowing me.” 

‘ Then I will leave you no more.” 

“Sir,” said the young woman, supplicating him and 
clasping her hands together—“ sir, in the name of Heaven, 
by a soldier's honour, by the courtesy of a gentleman, 
depart! There! hear midnight striking; that is the hour 
at which I am expected.” 

“Madame,” said the young man, bowing, “‘I can refuse 
nothing asked of me thus. Be satisfied; I will go.” 

“ But you will not follow me—you will not watch me ?”’ 

I will return home instantly.” 

‘Ah, I was quite sure you were an excellent young 
man,’ said Madame Bonacieux, holding out her hand to 
him, and placing the other upon the knocker of a little 
door almost hidden in the wall. 

D’Artagnan seized the hand that was held out to him, 
and kissed it ardently. 

‘ Ah, I wish I had never seen you!” cried D’Artagnan, 
with that ingenuous roughness which women often prefer 
to the affectations of politeness, because it reveals the 
entire thought, and proves that feeling prevails over 
reason. 

“Well,” resumed Madame Bonacieux, in a voice that 
was almost caressing, and pressing the hand of D’Artagnan, 
who had not let go of hers—“ well, I will not say what you 
do. What is lost for to-day may not be lost for ever. 
Who knows, when I shall be some day at liberty, whether 
I may not satisfy your curiosity ?” 

‘ And will you make the same promise to my love ?” 
cried D’Artagnan, beside himself with joy. 

“Oh, as to that, I will not engage myself. That de- 
pends upon the sentiments you may inspire me with.” 

“So to-day, madame Ww 

‘Oh, to-day I have got no further than gratitude.” 

‘“ Ah, you are too charming,” said D’Artagnan sorrow- 
fully ; ‘and you abuse my love.” 

‘No, I make use of your generosity, that’s all. But 
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be of good cheer. With certain people everything comes 
round all right.” 

‘Oh, you make me the happiest of men! Do not forget 
this evening—do not forget your promise.” 

“Be satisfied. At the proper time and place I will 
remember everything. Well, now then, go; go, in the 
name of Heaven! I was expected exactly at midnight, 
and I am late.” 

By five minutes.” 

“Yes; but in certain circumstances five minutes are five 
centuries.” 

“ When one loves.” 

‘ Well, and who told you I had not to do with some one 
in love?” 

“Jtis a man, then, that expects you!” cried D’Artagnan 
—‘a man!” 

‘ Come, come ; the discussion is going to begin again!”’ 
said Madame Bonacieux, with a half-smile which was not 
free from a certain tinge of impatience. 

“No, no; I am going, I am going! I believe in you, 
and I would have all the merit of my devotion, even though 
that devotion were a stupidity. Adieu, madame, adieu ! ” 

And as if he felt that only a violent effort would give him 
the strength to detach himself from the hand he held, he 
sprang away, running; while Madame Bonacieux knocked, 
as she had done at the shutter, three slow regular taps. 
Then, when he had gained the corner of the street, he looked 
around. The door had been opened and shut again; the 
mercer’s pretty wife had disappeared. 

D’Artagnan pursued his way. He had given his word 
not to watch Madame Bonacieux, and if his life had de- 
pended upon the place to which she was going, or the 
person who should accompany her, D’Artagnan would still 
have returned home, since he had promised that he would 
do so. In five minutes he was in the Rue des Fosso- 

eurs. 

ber oor Athos!”’ said he; ‘“‘ he will never guess what all 
this means. He must have fallen asleep waiting for me, 
or else he must have returned home, where he will have 
learned that a woman had been there. -A woman at Athos’s 
house! After all,” continued D’Artagnan, ‘ there was cer- 
tainly one in Aramis’s house. All this is very strange; I 
should like to know how it will all end,” 

“Badly, sir, badly!” replied a voice, which the young 
man recognized as Planchet’s; for, soliloquizing eloud, as 
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very preoccupied people do, he had entered the alley, at the 
end of which were the stairs which led to his chamber. 

‘* How badly ? What do you mean by that, you stupid 
fellow ?”’ asked D’Artagnan. What has happened, then ?w? 

“ All sorts of misfortunes.” 

* What ?” 

“In the first place, M. Athos is arrested.” 

“ Arrested! Athos arrested! What for ?” 

“He was found in your lodging ; they took him for you.” 

‘“ And who arrested him ?”’ 

“The guard brought by the men in black whom you put 
to flight.” 

‘ Why did he not tell them his name ? Why did he not 
tell them he knew nothing about this affair ? ” 

‘He took care not to do so, sir. On the contrary, he 
came up to me, and said, ‘It is your master who needs his 
liberty at this moment, and not I, since he knows every- 
thing and I know nothing. They will believe he is arrested, 
and that will give him time. In three days I will tell them 
who I am, and they cannot fail to set me at liberty again.” 

‘“ Bravo, Athos! noble heart!’ murmured D’Artagnan. 
“TI know him well there. And what did the bailiffs do ?”’ 

“Four of them led him away, I don’t know where—to 
the Bastille or Fort VEvéque. Two remained with the men 
in black, who rummaged everywhere, and took all the 
papers. "The last two mounted guard at the door during 
this examination ; then, when all was over, they went away, 
leaving the house. empty and the doors open.” 

“ And Porthos and Aramis ?”’ 

“TI could not find them ; they did not come.” 

“ But they may come at any moment, for you left word 
that I was expecting them ? ” 

Hesse 

“Well, don’t stir from here, then. If they come, tell 
them what has happened. Let them wait for me at the 
Pomme de Pin. Here it would be dangerous; the house 
may be watched. I will run to M. de Tréville’s to tell him 
all this, and will join them there.” 

“Very well, sir,” said Planchet. 

“But you will remain, will you not? You are not 
afraid ? ” said D’ Artagnan, coming back to encourage his 
lackey. 

. “Be satisfied, sir,” said Planchet; “ you do not know 
me yet. Iam brave when I am set about it—the pamcuity 
lies wholly in starting ; besides, I am a Picard. 
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“ Then that’s understood,” said D’Artagnan. ‘ You will 
be killed rather than desert your post ? ” 

“Yes, sir ; and there is nothing I would not do to prove 
my attachment to you.” 

“Good!” said D’Artagnan to himself. ‘It appears 
that the method I have adopted with this fellow is decidedly 
a good one ; I shall employ it upon occasion.” 

And his legs, already a little fatigued with running about 
during the day, carried D’Artagnan as fast as they could 
towards the Rue du Colombier. 

M. de. Tréville was not at his hôtel. His company was 
on guard at the Louvre; he was at the Louvre with his 
company. 

He must get at M. de Tréville ; it was important that 
he should be informed of what was going on. D’Artagnan 
resolved to endeavour to get into the Louvre. His costume 
of a guard in the company of M. des Essarts would, he 
thought, be a passport for him. 

He therefore went down the Rue des Petits Augustins, 
and walked up the quay, in order to reach the Pont Neuf. 
He had had for a moment the idea of passing over by the 
ferryboat ; but on gaining the riverside, he had mechanic- 
ally put his hand into his pocket, and perceived that he 
had not the wherewithal to pay the ferryman. 

As he was arriving at the end of the Rue Guénégaud he 
saw, coming out of the Rue Dauphine, two persons whose 
appearance struck his attention. One was a man, and the 
other a woman. 

The woman had Madame Bonacieux’s figure, and the 
man resembled Aramis so much as to be mistaken for 
him. 

Besides, the woman had on that black cloak, which 
D’Artagnan could still see outlined upon the shutter of the 
Rue de Vaugirard, and upon the door of the Rue de la 
Harpe. 

And still further, the man wore the uniform of the mus- 
keteers. 

The woman’s hood was pulled down, and the man held 
his handkerchief up to his face. Both, as this double pre- 
caution indicated—both had an interest, then, in not being 
recognized. 

They followed the bridge. That was D’Artagnan’s road, 
since D’Artagnan was going to the Louvre. D’Artagnan 
followed them. 

He had not gone twenty steps before he became -con- 
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vinced that the woman was really Madame Bonacieux, and 
the man Aramis. 

He felt at that instant all the suspicions of jealousy 
agitating his heart. 

He was doubly betrayed—by his friend, and by her 
whom he already loved as a mistress. Madame Bonacieux 
had sworn by all that was holy that she did not know 
Aramis, and a quarter of an hour after she had taken this 
oath he found her hanging on Aramis’s arm. 

D’Artagnan did not reflect at all that he had known the 
mercer’s pretty wife for three hours only, that she owed 
him nothing but a little gratitude for having delivered her 
from the men in black who wished to carry her off, and 
that she had promised him nothing. He considered him- 
self to be an outraged, betrayed, and ridiculed lover. The 
blood mounted angrily to his face. He resolved to unravel 
the mystery. 

The young man and woman had perceived they were 
followed, and had redoubled their speed. D’Artagnan 
hastened on, passed them, then turned on them at the 
moment they were before the Samaritaine, which was 
illuminated by a lamp that threw its light over all this part 
of the bridge. 

D’Artagnan stopped before them, and they stopped before 
him. 

‘What do you want, sir ?’’ demanded the musketeer, 
drawing back a step, and with a foreign accent which 
proved to D’Artagnan that he was deceived in one part oi 
his conjectures at least. 

“Tt is not Aramis !’’ cried he. 

“No, sir, it is not Aramis; and by your exclamation, 
I perceive you have mistaken me for another, and pardon 

ou.” 

“You pardon me!” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Yes,” replied the unknown. ‘ Allow me, then, to pass 
on, since it is not with me you have anything to do.” 

“You are right, sir; it is not with you I have anything 
to do. Itis with madame here.” 

‘With madame! You do not know her!” replied the 
stranger. 

‘ Vou are mistaken, sir ; I know her very well.” 

“Ah,” said Madame Bonacieux, in a tone of reproach 
—‘‘ah, sir, I had the promise of a soldier and the word 
oe a gentleman, I thought I might have depended upon 

em |” 
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“And I, madame!” said D’Artagnan, embarrassed ; 
cree promised me ÿ 
Take my arm, madame, 
us proceed on our way.” 

D’Artagnan, however, stupefied, cast down, annihilated 
by all that had happened, stood, with his arms crossed, 
before the musketeer and Madame Bonacieux. 

The musketeer advanced a step or two, and pushed 
D’Artagnan aside with his hand. 

D’Artagnan made a spring backwards, and drew his 
sword. 

At the same time, and with the rapidity of lightning, 
the unknown drew his. 

“In the name of Heaven, milord!”’ cried Madame Bona- 
cieux, throwing herself between the combatants, and seizing 
the swords with her hands. 

““Milord !” cried D’Artagnan, enlightened by a sudden 
idea—“ milord ! Pardon me, sir, but are you not 

“Milord, the Duke of Buckingham 1? said Madame 
Bonacieux in an undertone ; ‘and now you may ruin us all.” 

“* Milord—madame—I ask a hundred pardons. But I 
love her, milord, and was jealous. You know what it is 
to love, milord. Pardon me, and then tell me how I can 
risk my life to serve your grace.’ 

“You are a good young man!” said Buckingham, hold- 
ing out his hand to D’Artagnan, who pressed it respectfully. 
“You offer me your services; J accept them. Follow us 
at a distance of twenty paces to the Louvre, and if any one 
watches us, slay him ! ” 

D’Artagnan placed his naked sword under his arm, 
‘allowed the duke and Madame Bonacieux to proceed twenty 
steps, and then followed them, ready to carry out to the 
letter the instructions of the noble and elegant minister of 
Charles I. 

But fortunately the young seid had no opportunity to 
give the duke this proof of his devotion, and the young 
woman and the handsome musketeer entered the Louvre 
by the wicket of L’Echelle without any interference. 

As for D’Artagnan, he immediately repaired to the tavern 
of the Pomme de Pin, where he found Porthos and Aramis, 
who were waiting for him. But, without giving them any 
explanation of the inconvenience he had caused them, he 
told them that he had himself terminated the affair in 
which he had thought for a moment he should need their 
assistance, 


LE 


said the stranger, ‘ and let 
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And now, carried away as we are by our story, we must 
leave our three friends to return each to his own home, 
and follow the Duke of Buckingham and his guide through 
the windings of the Louvre. 


CHAPTER XII. 
GEORGE VILLIERS, DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 


MADAME BoNACIEUXx and the duke entered the Louvre with- 
out difficulty. Madame Bonacieux was known to belong 
to the queen; the duke wore the uniform of the mus- 
keteers of M. de Tréville, who, as we have said, were that 
evening on guard. Besides, Germain was in the interests 
of the queen; and if anything should happen, Madame 
Bonacieux would only be accused of having introduced her 
lover into the Louvre. She took the risk upon herself. 
To be sure, her reputation was jeopardized, but of what value 
in society was the reputation of the mercer’s pretty wife ? 

Once within the interior of the court, the duke and the 
young woman kept along the side of the wall for about 
twenty-five steps. This space passed, Madame Bonacieux 
pushed a little side door, open by day, but generally closed 
at night. The door yielded. Both entered, and found 
themselves in darkness. But Madame Bonacieux was ac- 
auainted with all the turnings and windings of this part 
of the Louvre, set apart for the royal attendants. She 
closed the door after him, took the duke by the hand, ad- 
vanced a little, feeling her way, came to a balustrade, put 
her foot upon the bottom step, and began to ascend a flight 
of stairs. The duke counted two stories. She then turned 
to the right, followed a long corridor, descended a flight of 
steps, went a few steps farther, introduced a key into a 
lock, opened a door, and pushed the duke into an apartment 
lighted only by a night lamp, saying, “‘ Remain here, my 
lord duke ; some one will soon come.” She then went out 
by the same door, which she locked, so that the duke found 
himself literally a prisoner. 

Nevertheless, isolated as he was, we must say that the 
Duke of Buckingham did not experience a moment’s fear. 
One of the salient points of his character was the search of 
adventures and a love of the romantic. Brave, bold, enter- 
prising, this was not the first time he had risked his life in 
such attempts. He had learned that the pretended message 
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from Anne of Austria, upon the faith of which he had come 
to Paris, was a snare; but instead of going back to England, 
he had, taking undue advantage of the position in which 
he had been placed, declared to the queen that he would 
not go back again without having seen her. The queen 
had at first positively refused, but at length became afraid 
that the duke, if exasperated, would commit some rash 
deed. She had already decided upon seeing him and urging 
his immediate departure, when, on the very evening of coming 
to this decision, Madame Bonacieux, who was charged with 
going to fetch the duke and conducting him to the Louvre, 
was carried off. During two days it was not known what 
had become of her, and everything remained in suspense. 
But when once free, and placed in communication with La 
Porte, matters resumed their course, and she accomplished 
the perilous enterprise which, but for her abduction, would 
have been executed three days earlier. 

Buckingham, on being left alone, walked towards a 
mirror. His musketeer’s uniform became him wonderfully 
well. 

At thirty-five, which was then his age, he rightly passed 
for the handsomest gentleman and the most elegant cavalier 
in France or England. 

The favourite of two kings, immensely rich, all-powerful 
in a kingdom which he threw into disorder at his fancy and 
calmed again at his caprice, George Villiers, Duke of Buck- 
ingham, had undertaken to live one of those fabled exist- 
ences which survive in the course of centuries as an astonish- 
ment to posterity. 

Therefore, sure of himself, convinced of his own power, 
certain that the laws which rule other men could not reach 

him, he went straight at the goal he had set for himself, 
even though this goal were so elevated and so dazzling that 
it would have been madness for any other even to have 
contemplated it. In this way he had succeeded in gaining 
access several times to the beautiful and haughty Anne of 
Austria, and in making himself loved by her by dazzling her. 

George Villiers placed himself, then, before the mirror, 
as we have said, restored to his beautiful hair the curls 
which the weight of his hat had disordered, twisted his 
moustache, and, with a heart swelling with joy, happy and 
proud on approaching the moment he had so long sighed 
for, he smiled upon himself with pride and hope. 

At this instant a door concealed in the tapestry was 
opened, and a woman appeared. Buckingham saw this 
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apparition in the glass. He uttered a cry. It was the 
queen | 

Anne of Austria was then twenty-six or twenty-seven 
years of age—that is to say, she was in the full splendour 
of her beauty. 

Her carriage was that of a queen or a goddess. Her 
eyes, which reflected emerald hues, were perfectly beautiful, 
and yet were, at the same time, full of sweetness and majesty. 

Her mouth was smali and rosy, and although her under 
lip, like that of the princes of the house of Austria, pro- 
truded slightly beyond the other, it was eminently lovely 
in its smile, but also profoundly disdainful in its contempt. 

Her skin was admired for its velvety softness, her hands 
and arms were of surpassing beauty. All the poets of the 
time sang of them as incomparable. 

Lastly, her hair, which, from being light in her youth, 
had become chestnut, and which she wore in loose curls, 
and with much powder, admirably set off her face, in which 
the most rigid critic could only have desired a little less 
rouge, and the most fastidious sculptor a more delicate 
chiselled nose. 

Buckingham remained for a moment dazzled. Never 
had Anne of Austria appeared to him so beautiful, amid 
balls, fétes, or tournaments, as she appeared to him at this 
moment, dressed in a simple robe of white satin, and accom- 
panied by Dofia Estefana, the only one of her Spanish 
women that had not been driven from her by the jealousy 
of the king, or by the persecutions of Richelieu. 

Anne of Austria advanced two steps. Buckingham threw 
himself at her feet, and before the queen could prevent him, 
kissed the hem of her robe. 

‘ Duke, you already know that it is not I who caused 
you to be written to.” 

“Yes, yes, madame! yes, your Majesty!” cried the 
duke. ‘I know that I must have been mad, senseless, to 
believe that snow would become animated or marble warm. 
But what then? They who love easily believe in love ; 
besides, this journey is not wholly lost, since I see you.” 

“Yes,” replied Anne; “but you know why and how 
I see you, milord ? Because, insensible to all my sufferings, 
you persist in remaining in a city where, by remaining, 
you run the risk of your own life, and make me run the risk 
of losing my honour. I see you to tell you that everything 
separates us—the depths of the sea, the enmity of kingdoms, 
the sanctity of vows. It is sacrilege to struggle against so 
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many things, milord. In short, I see you to tell you that 
we must never see each other again.” 

“Speak on, madame, speak on, queen,” said Bucking: 
ham; ‘the sweetness of your voice covers the harshness 
of your words. You talk of sacrilege; but the sacrilege 
lies in the separation of two hearts formed by God for each 
other.” 

“Milord,” cried the queen, “you forget that I have 
never told you I loved you.” 

“But you have never told me that you did not loveme; 
and, truly, to speak such words to me would be, on the 
part of your Majesty, too great an ingratitude. For, tell 
me, where can you find a love like mine—a love which 
neither time, nor absence, nor despair can extinguish—a 
love which contents itself with a lost ribbon, a stray look, 
or a chance word ? It is now three years, madame, since 
I saw you for the first time, and during those three years 
I have loved you in this way. Shall I tell you how you 
were dressed the first time 1 saw you? Shall I describe 
to you every one of the ornaments you wore? Mark; I 
see you now! You were seated upon cushions, in the 
Spanish fashion. You wore a robe of green satin embroidered 
with gold and silver, with hanging sleeves fastened upon 
your beautiful arms, upon those lovely arms, with large 
diamonds. You wore a close ruff, a small cap upon your 
head, of the same colour as your dress, and in that cap a 
heron’s feather. O madame, madame! I shut my eyes, 
and I can see you such as you then were. I open them 
again, and I see you such as you are now—a hundred times 
still more beautiful ! ?”? 

‘What folly,” murmured Anne of Austria, who had 
not the courage to find fault with the duke for having so 
well preserved her portrait in his heart—‘‘ what folly to 
feed a useless passion with such memories ! ” 

‘ And upon what, then, must I live? I have nothing 
but memories. They are my happiness, my treasures, my 
hopes. Every time that I see you is a fresh diamond, 
which I enclose in the casket of my heart. This is the fourth 
which you have let fall and I have picked up—for in three 
years, madame, I have only seen you four times—the first, 
which I have just described to you; the second, at the 
mansion of Madame de Chevreuse; the third, in the gardens 
at Amiens.”’ 

‘ Duke,” said the queen, blushing, ‘never name that 
evening.” 
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‘Oh yes, let me speak of it; on the contrary, let me 
speak of it, madame. That was the happiest and most 
radiant evening of my life. Do you not remember what a 
beautiful night it was— how soit and perfumed the air, 
and how lovely the blue star-enamelled sky ? Ah, that 
time, madame, I was able for one instant to be alone with 
you. That time you were about to tell me all—the isolation 
of your life, the griefs of your heart. You leaned upon 
my arm—upon this one, madame. I felt, in bending my 
head towards you, your beautiful hair touch my cheek; 
and every time that it did touch me, I trembled from head 
to foot. O queen, queen! you do not know what felicity 
from heaven, what joys from Paradise, are comprised in a 
moment like that. I would give all my wealth, all my 
fortune, all my glory, all the days I have to live, for such 
an instant, for a night like that! For that night, madame, 
that night you loved me, I will swear it.” 

‘“Milord, yes; it is possible that the influence of the 
place, the ‘charm of the beautiful evening, the fascination 
of your look, the thousand circumstances, in short, which 
sometimes unite to ruin a woman, were grouped around me 
on that fatal evening. But, milord, you saw the queen 
come to the aid of the woman who was beginning to yield. 
At the first word you dared to utter, at the first freedom 
to which I had to reply, I summoned my attendants.” 

“Yes, yes, that is true; and any other love but mine 
would have sunk beneath this ordeal; but my love came 
out from it more ardent and more eternal. You believed 
you should fly from me by returning to Paris ; you believed 
that I should not dare to quit the treasure over which my 
master had charged me to watch. What to me were ail 
the treasures in the world, or all the kings of the earth? 
A week later I was back again, madame. That time you 
had nothing to say to me. I had risked my life and my 
favour to see you but for a second. I did not even touch 
your hand, and you pardoned me on seeing me so sub- 
missive and so repentant.”’ 

“Yes, but calumny seized upon all those follies in which 
I took no part, as you well know, milord. The king, ex- 
cited by the cardinal, made a terrible scandal. Madame 
de Vernet was driven from me, Putange was exiled, Madame 
de Chevreuse fell into disgrace; and when you wished to 
come back as ambassador to France, the king himself, 
remember, milord, the king himself opposed i i 

= Ves; and France is about to pay for her king’ s refusal 
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with a war. I am not allowed to see you, madame. Very 
well. I wish that each day you should hear me spoken of. 
What object, think you, have this expedition to Ré and 
this league with the Protestants of Rochelle which I am 
planning ? The pleasure of seeing you. I have no hope 
of penetrating, sword in hand, to Paris ; I know that well. 
But this war may bring about a peace; this peace will 
require a negotiator. I will be that negotiator. They will 
not dare to refuse me then; and I shall return to Paris, 
and I shall see you, and shall be happy for an instant. 
Thousands of men, it is true, will have to pay for my happi- 
ness with their lives ; but what will that signify to me, pro- 
vided I see you again! All this is perhaps madness, folly ; 
but tell me what woman has a lover more truly in love? 
What queen has a more ardent servant ? ” 

‘“ Milord, milord! you invoke in your defence thing 
which accuse you more strongly. Milord, all these proofs 
of love that you desire to give me ars little better than 
crimes.” 

‘* Because you do not love me, madame. If you loved 
me you would see all this differently. If you loved me, 
oh! if you loved me, that would be too great happiness, 
and I should go mad. Ah, Madame de Chevreuse, of whom 
you spoke just now—Madame de Chevreuse was less cruel 
a you. Holland loved her, and she responded to his 
ove.” 

‘ Madame de Chevreuse was not a queen,” murmured 
Anne of Austria, overcome in spite of herself by the ex- 
pression of so profound a passion. 

“You would love me, then, if you were not a queen! 
Madame, you say that you would love me then! I am 
then to believe that it is the dignity of your rank alone 
that makes you cruel to me. I may then believe that if 
you had been Madame de Chevreuse, poor Buckingham 
might have hoped? Thanks for those sweet words, oh, 
my lovely queen! A hundred times, thanks ! ” 

“O milord, you have misconceived, wrongty inter- 
preted ; I did not mean 7 

“Silence, silence!” cried the duke. “If I am happy 
in an error, do not have the cruelty to deprive me of it. 
You have told me yourself, madame, that I have been 
drawn into a snare; and I, perhaps, shall leave my life 
in it—for, strangely enough, I have for some time had a 
presentiment that I shall shortly die.” And the duke 
smiled, with a smile at once sad and charming. 5 
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“Oh, my God!” cried Anne of Austria, with an accent 
of terror which proved how much greater was the interest 
she took in the duke than she ventured to tell. 

“T do not tell you this, madame, to terrify you; no, 
what I say to you is even ridiculous ; and, believe me, I do 
not heed such dreams. But the words you have just 
spoken, the hope you have almost given me, will have 
richly paid for all, were it even my life.” 

“Oh, but I,” said Anne—‘‘T, duke, have had presenti- 
ments likewise ; I have had dreams. I dreamed that I saw 
you lying bleeding, wounded.” 

‘In the left side, was it not, and with a knife ?”’ in- 
terrupted Buckingham. 

“Yes, it was so, milord, it was so—in the left side, and 
with a knife. Who can possibly have told you I had had 
that dream ? I have imparted it to no one but my God, 
and only then in my prayers.” 

“T ask for no more. You love me, madame. It is 
enough.” 

mlglove VOuNlger RS 

“Yes, yes. Would God send the same dreams to you as 
to me if you did not love me ? Should we have the same 
presentiments if our existences did not meet in our hearts ? 
You love me, my queen, and you will weep for me ?” 

“Oh, my God, my God!” cried Anne of Austria, ‘ this 
is more than I can bear. In the name of Heaven, duke, 
leave me—go! I do not know whether I love you or do not 
love you, but what I know is, that I will not be a perjured 
woman. Take pity on me, then, and go. Oh, if you are 
struck in France, if you die in France, if I could imagine 
that your love for me was the cause of your death, nothing 
could ever console me; I should go mad. Depart, then; 
go, I implore you ! ” 

‘ Oh, how beautiful you are so! Oh, how I love you!” 
said Buckingham. 

‘Oh, but go—go back, I implore you, and return later 
on! Come as ambassador, come as minister, come sur- 
rounded with guards who will defend you, with servants 
who will watch over you, and then—then I shali no longer 
fear for your life, and I shall be happy in seeing you 
again.” 

ic Oh, is this true, is what you say true ?” 
x cc Yes.” 

‘ “Then, some pledge of your indulgence, some object 
‘which, coming from you, may assure me that I have not 
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dreamed ; something you have worn, and that I may wear 
in my turn—a ring, a necklace, a chain !”’ 

“ Will you go then, will you go, if I give you what you 
ask for ?” 

LL Ves.’? 

“This very instant ? ” 

LE Yes.” 

“You will leave France, you will return to England ?” 

‘TI will, I swear to you I will.” 

‘ Wait, then, wait.” 

And Anne of Austria went into her apartment, and came 
out again almost immediately, holding a casket in her hand 
made of rosewood, with her monogram incrusted in gold. 

ign milord, here,” said she; ‘keep this in memory 
of me.” 

Buckingham took the casket, and fell a second time on 
his knees. 

“You promised me you would go back,” said the queen. 

“And I keep my word. Your hand, madame, your 
hand, and I depart.” 

Anne of Austria stretched forth her hand, closing her 
eyes, and leaned the other upon Estefana, for she felt her 
strength was about to fail her. 

Buckingham pressed his lips passionately to that beauti- 
ful hand, and then rising, said,— | 

“Within six months, if I am not dead, I shall have seen 
ie again, madame, even if I have upset the whole world 

Orita. 

And, faithful to the promise he had made, he rushed out 
of the apartment. 

In the corridor he met Madame Bonacieux, who was 
waiting for him, and who, with the same precautions and 
the same good fortune, led him out of the Louvre, 


CHAPTER XIII. 
MONSIEUR BONACIEUX. 


THERE was in all this, as may have been noticed, one 
personage of whom, notwithstanding his precarious position, 
we have appeared to take but very little notice. This 
personage was M. Bonacieux, the respectable martyr of the 
political and amorous intrigues which were getting into 
such a tangle in this gallant and chivalric period. 
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Fortunately, as the reader may remember, or may not 
remember—fortunately we promised not to lose sight of him: 

The officers who had arrested him conducted him straight 
to the Bastille, where, all of a tremble, he was made to pass 
before a platoon of soldiers who were loading their muskets. 

Thence, introduced into a half-subterranean gallery, he 
became, on the part of those who had brought him, the 
object of the grossest insults and the harshest treatment. 
The bailiffs perceived that they had not to deal with a 
nobleman, and they treated him like a very beggar. 

At the end of half an hour, or thereabouts, an officer 
came to put an end to his tortures, but not to his anxiety, 
by giving the order to lead M. Bonacieux to the examina- 
tion chamber. 

Ordinarily, prisoners were questioned in their own cells, 
but with M. Bonacieux they did not use so many formalities. 

Two guards took hold of the mercer, made him cross a 
court, enter a corridor in which were three sentinels, then 
opened a door and pushed him unceremoniously into a low 
room, the whole furnishings of which consisted of one table, 
one chair, and a superintendent of police. The superin- 
tendent was seated in the chair, and was busily writing at 
the table. 

The two guards led the prisoner towards the table, and 
upon a sign from the superintendent drew back so far as to 
be unable to. hear anything. 

The superintendent, who had till this time held his head 
down over his papers, looked up to see what sort of person 
he had to deal with. This superintendent was a man of 
repulsive mien, with a pointed nose, yellow and salient 
cheek-bones, small but keen, penetrating eyes, and an ex- 
pression of countenance resembling at once the polecat and 
the fox. His head, supported by a long and flexible neck, 
issued from his large black robe, balancing itself, with a 
motion very much like that of the tortoise when drawing 
its head out of its shell. 

He began by asking M. Bonacieux his full name, age, 
condition, and abode. 

The accused replied that his name was Jacques Michel 
Bonacieux, that he was fifty-one years old, was a retired 
mercer, and lived at No. 11 Rue des Fossoyeurs. 

The superintendent then, instead of continuing to ques- 
tion him, made him a long speech upon the danger there 
was for an obscure bourgeois to meddle with public matters. 

He complicated this exordium by an exposition in which 
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he painted the power and the acts of the cardinal—that 
incomparable minister, that conqueror of past ministers, 
that example for ministers to come—acts and power which 
no one could thwart with impunity. 

After this second part of his discourse, fixing his hawk’s 
eye upon poor Bonacieux, he bade him reflect upon the 
seriousness of his situation. 

The reflections of the mercer were already made. He 
consigned to the devil the moment when M. de la Porte had 
formed the idea of marrying him to his goddaughter, and 
particularly the moment when that goddaughter had been 
received mistress of the linen to her Majesty. 

The character of M. Bonacieux was one of profound 
selfishness, mixed with sordid avarice, the whole seasoned 
with extreme cowardice. The love with which his young 
wife had inspired him was a secondary sentiment, and 
was not strong enough to contend with the primitive feel- 
ings we have just enumerated. 

Bonacieux did retlect, in fact, upon what had just been 
said to him. 

“ But, superintendent,’”’ said he timidly, “ I beg you to 
believe that I know and appreciate more than anybody 
the merit of the incomparable eminence by whom we have 
the honour to be governed.”’ 

“ Really ? ” asked the superintendent, with an air of 
doubt—" really ? If that is truly so, how came you in the 
Bastille ? ” 

“ How I came here, or rather why I came here,” replied 
Bonacieux, “is entirely impossible for me to tell you, 
because I myself don’t know ; but to a certainty it is not 
for having—knowingly, at least—disobliged the cardinal.” 

“You must, nevertheless, have committed a crime, since 
you are here, and are accused of high treason.” 

“Of high treason!” cried the terrified Bonacieux—“ high 
treason! How is it possible for a poor mercer, who detests 
all Huguenots, and who abhors all Spaniards, to be accused 
of high treason ? Consider, sir, the thing is materially 
impossible.” 

“Monsieur Bonacieux,’’ said the superintendent, looking 
at the accused as if his little eves had the faculty of reading 
to the very depths of the heart—‘“‘ Monsieur Bonacieux, you 
have a wife ?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied the mercer, all of a tremble, feeling 
that this was the point at which affairs were likely to get 
mixed up—“ that is to say, I had one.’ 
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“What! you had one? What have you done with her, 
then, if you have her no longer ? ” 

‘She has been carried off from me, sir.” 

3 “ Been carried off from you ?” said the superintendent. 

Ah!” 

Bonaciéux felt, when he heard this “ah,” that matters 
were becoming more and more entangled. 

‘ She has been carried off,” resumed the superintendent. 
‘And do you know who the man is that has committed 
this outrage ? ” 

“1 think I know him.” 

“Who is he ?”’ 

“Remember that I affirm nothing, superintendent, and 
that I only suspect.” 

‘ Whom do you suspect ? Come, answer freely.” 

M. Bonacieux was in the greatest possible perplexity. 
Had he better deny everything or tell everything? By 
denying all, it might be suspected that he knew too much 
to confess ; by confessing all, he would prove his goodwill. 
He decided, then, upon telling all. 

‘I suspect,” said he, ‘‘a tall, dark man, of lofty carriage, 
who has the air of a great lord. He followed us several 
times, as I think, when I waited for my wife at the wicket 
of the Louvre to fetch her home.” 

The superintendent appeared to experience a little un- 
easiness. 

“ And his name ?”’ said he. 

“Oh, as to his name, I know nothing about that; but if 
I were ever to meet him, I should know him in an instant, 
I will answer for it, even if he were among a thousand 
persons.”’ 

The face oi the superintendent grew still darker. 

“ You would recognize him among a thousand, say you ?” 
continued he. 

“That is to say,”’ cried Bonacieux, who saw he had gong 
wrong—“‘ that is to say ” 

“You answered that you would recognize him,” said the 
superintendent. ‘That is very well, and enough for to-day. 
Before we proceed further, some one must be informed 
that you know the abductor of your wife.” 

“ But I did not tell you that I know him!” cried Bona 
cieux in despair. ‘I told you, on the contrary ye 

“Take away the prisoner,’ said the superintendent ta 
the two guards. 

‘Where shall we place him ?”’ demanded the officer, 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 129 


‘In a dungeon.” 

* Which one ? ” 

‘Good Lord! in the first you come to, provided it be a 
safe one,” said the superintendent, with an indifference 
which filled poor Bonacieux with horror. 

“Alas, alas!” said he to himself, ‘“ misfortune hangs 
over me; my wife must have committed some frightful 
crime. They believe that I am her accomplice, and will 
punish me with her! She must have spoken, she must 
have confessed everything—a woman is so weak! A dun- 
geon, the first he comes to! That’s it! One night is soon 
over ; and to-morrow to the wheel, to the gallows! Oh, 
my God, my God, have pity on me!”’ 

Without listening the least in the world to the lamenta- 
tions of M. Bonacieux —lamentations to which, indeed, 
they must have been pretty well accustomed—the two 
guards took the prisoner each by an arm, and led him 
away, while the superintendent wrote a letter in haste 
while his recorder was waiting. 

Bonacieux could not close his eyes—not because his 
dungeon was so very disagreeable, but because his un- 
easiness was too great to allow him to sleep. He sat up 
all night upon his stool, starting at the least noise; and 
when the first rays of the sun penetrated into his cell, the 
dawn itself appeared to him to have taken on a funereal tint. 

All at once he heard his bolts drawn, and sprang up 
with a terrible bound, believing that they had come to lead 
him to the scaffold. Therefore when he saw purely and 
simply his superintendent and recorder of the preceding 
evening appear, instead of the executioner he was expect- 
ing, he was ready to embrace them both. 

“Your affair has become more complicated since yester- 
day evening, my good man, and I advise you to tell the 
whole truth; for your repentance alone can remove the 
cardinal’s anger.” 

“Why, I am ready to tell everything,” cried Bonacieux— 
at least, all that I know. Question me, I entreat you!” 

‘“ Where is your wife, in the first place ? ” 

“Why, did not I tell you she had been stolen away from 
me?” 

“Yes; but yesterday, at five o’clock in the afternoon, 
thanks to you, she escaped.” 

“My wife escaped!” cried Bonacieux. “Oh, unfortu- 
mate creature! Sir, if she has escaped, it is no fault of 
mine, I will swear,” 
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‘What business had you, then, to go into the chamber 
of M. d’Artagnan, your lodger, with whom you had a long 
conference in the course of the day ?”’ 

“Ah, yes, superintendent—yes, that is true, and I con- 
fess that I was in the wrong. I did go to M. d’Artagnan’s 
apartment.” 

‘ What was the object of your visit ? ” 

‘ To beg him to assist me in finding my wife. I believed 
I had a right to endeavour to recover her. I was mistaken, 
as it appears, and I ask your pardon for so doing.” 

“ And what did M. d’Artagnan reply ?” 

‘M. d’Artagnan promised me his assistance; but I soon 
found out that he was betraying me.” 

“You are trifling with justice! M. d’Artagnan made an 
agreement with you, and in virtue of that agreement put 
to flight the police officers who had arrested your wife, 
and placed her out of reach of all inquiries.” 

‘M. d’Artagnan has carried off my wife! What can 
that mean ? ” 

“Fortunately M. d’Artagnan is in our hands, and you 
shall be confronted with him.” 

“Ah, ’pon my word, I ask nothing better,” cried Bona- 
cieux ; ‘‘ I shall not be sorry to see the face of an acquaint- 
ance.” 

‘“ Bring in M. d’Artagnan,”’ said the superintendent to 
the guards. 

The two guards led in Athos. 

‘Monsieur d’Artagnan,’’ said the superintendent, ad- 
dressing Athos, ‘‘declare what passed between you and 
the gentleman here.” 

“But,” cried Bonacieux, ‘that is not M. d’Artagnan 
whom you show me ! ” 

“What! not M. d’Artagnan!” exclaimed the superin- 
tendent. 

‘“ Not the least in the world like him,’ replied Bonacieux. 

“What is this gentleman’s name ? ” asked the super- 
intendent. 

‘“ I cannot tell you ; I don’t know him,” 

“ How! you don’t know him ?” 

oe No.’’ 

. “Did you never see him ?” 

‘Yes, I have seen him, but I don’t know what his name is.” 

“Your name ?”’ asked the superintendent. 

‘ Athos,” replied the musketeer. 

“But that is not a man’s name; that is the name of a 
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mountain,” cried the poor superintendent, who began to 
feel a little bewildered. 

“That is my name,” said Athos quietly. 

“But you said that your name was D’Artagnan.” 

“Who ?— I? 

“ Yeseyou.. 

“ That is to say, some one asked me, ‘ You are Monsieur 
d’Artagnan ?’ J answered, ‘ You think so, do you?’ My 
guards exclaimed that they were sure I was. I did not 
think it worth while to contradict them. Besides, I might 
myself be deceived.”’ 

‘ Sir, you insult the majesty of justice.’ 

“Not at all,” said Athos calmly, 

“You are Monsieur d’Artagnan.” 

“You see, sir, that you persist in saying that I am.’ 

“ But I tell you, superintendent, ” cried Sarat in his 
turn, ‘there is not the least doubt about the matter. M. 
d@’Artagnan is my tenant, and consequently, although he 
does not pay me my rent, and even the more on that account, 
I ought to know him. M. d’Artagnan is a young man, 
scarcely nineteen or twenty, and this gentleman must be 
thirty at least. M. d’Artagnan is in M. des Essarts’s guards, 
and this gentleman is in the company of M. de Tréville’s 
musketeers. Look at his uniform, superintendent, look at 
his uniform ! ” 

“ That's true,” murmured the superintendent; “ zounds ! 
that’s true.” 

At this moment the door was opened quickly, and a mes- 
senger, introduced by one of the gatekeepers of the Bastille, 
gave a letter to the superintendent. 

“Oh, unhappy woman ! ” cried the superintendent. 

“How? What do you say? Of whom do you speak ? 
It is not of my wife, I hope ! ” 

‘ On the contrary, it is of her. Your affair is becoming a 
pretty one.” . 

“But,” cried the exasperated mercer, ‘‘ do me the pleas- 
ure, sir, to tell me how my own affair can become the 
worse by anything my wife does while I am in prison.” 

“ Because what she does is part of a plan concerted be- 
tween you—of an infernal plan ! ” 

“IT swear to you, superintendent, that you are profoundly 
mistaken ; that I know nothing in the world about what my 
wife had to do; that I am an entire stranger to what she 
has done; and that if she has committed any follies, I re- 
nounce her, I abjure her, I curse her!” 
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“Bah!” said Athos to the superintendent; “if you have 
no further need of me, send me somewhere. Your Monsieur 
Bonacieux is very tirésome.” 

‘Lead back the prisoners to their cells,” said the super- 
intendent, designating, by the same gesture, Athos and 
Bonacieux, ‘and let them be guarded more closely than 
ever.” 

“ And yet,” said Athos, with his habitual calmness, “ if it 
pe M. d’Artagnan who is concerned in this matter, I do not 
see very well how I can take his place.” 

“Do as I bade you,” cried the superintendent, “‘ and pre- 
serve the profoundest secrecy. You understand me ? ” 

Athos shrugged his shoulders, and followed his guards, 
while M. Bonacieux uttered lamentations enough to break 
a tiger’s heart. 

They led back the mercer to the same dungeon in which he 
had passed the night, and left him to himself the whole day. 
Bonacieux wept the whole day like a true mercer, not being 
at all a military man, as he himself informed us. 

In the evening, at the moment when he had made his mind 
up to lie down upon the bed, he heard steps in his corridor. 
These steps drew near to his cell, the door was thrown open, 
and the guards appeared. 

“Follow me,” said an officer, who came behind the 

ards. 

“Follow you!’ cried Bonacieux. ‘ Follow you at this 
hour! Where, in God’s name ? ” 

‘“ Where we have orders to lead you.” 

‘ But that is not an answer.” 

“Tt is, nevertheless, the only one we can give you.” 

“Ah, my God, my God!” murmured the poor mercer, 
** now, indeed, I am lost ! ” 

And, mechanically and without resistance, he followed the 
guards who came for him. 

He passed along the same corridor as before, crossed a first 
court, then a second part of the building. At length, at the 
gate of the outer court, he found a carriage surrounded by 
four guards on horseback. They made him get into this 
catriage, the officer placed himself by his side, the door was 
locked, and both were left in a rolling prison. 

The carriage was put in motion as slowly as a funeral 
car. Through the padlocked gratings the prisoner could see 
the houses and the pavement, that was all; but, true 
Parisian as he was, Bonacieux could recognize every street 
by the mounting stones, the signs, and the lamps, At the 
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moment of reaching Saint Paul, the spot where such as were 
condemned at the Bastille were executed, he came near 
fainting, and crossed himself twice. He thought the carriage 
was about to stop there. The carriage, however, passed on. 

Farther on, a still greater terror seized him on passing 
by the cemetery of Saint Jean, where state criminals were 
buried. One thing, however, reassured him: he remem- 
bered that before they were buried their heads were gener- 
ally cut off, and he felt that his head was still on his shoul- 
ders. But when he saw the carriage take the way to La 
Grève, when he perceived the pointed roofs of the city hall, 
when the carriage passed under the arcade, he then thought 
all was over with him, wished to confess to the officer, and 
upon his refusal, uttered such pitiable cries that the officer 
told him if he continued to deafen him in that manner he 
should put a gag in his mouth. 

This menace somewhat reassured Bonacieux. If they 
meant to execute him at La Gréve, it could scarcely be 
worth while to gag him, as they had nearly reached the 
place of execution. In fact, the carriage crossed the fatal 
square without stopping. 

There remained, then, no other place to fear but the 
Croix-du-Trahoir. The carriage was taking the direct road 
to it. 

This time there was no longer any doubt: it was at the 
Croix-du-Trahoir that obscure criminals were executed. 
Bonacieux had flattered himself by believing himself worthy 
of Saint Paul or of the Place de Grève, It was at the 
Croix-du-Trahoir that his journey and his destiny were to 
end, He could not yet see that dreadful cross, but he felt 
‘as if it were in some sort coming to meet him. When he 
was within twenty paces of it he heard a great stir, and 
the carriage stopped. This was more than poor Bonacieux 
could endure, depressed as he was by the successive emo- 
tions which he had experienced. He uttered a feeble groan, 
which might have been taken for the last sigh of a dying 
man, and fainted. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
THE MAN OF MEUNG. 


Tue crowd was occasioned not by the expectation of a man 
who was to be hanged, but by the contemplation of a man 
who was hanged, 
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The carriage, which had been stopped for a minute, re- 
sumed its way, passed through the crowd, threaded the Rue 
Saint Honoré, turned the Rue des Bons Enfants, and 
stopped before a low door. 

The door opened, two guards received Bonacieux in their 
arms from the officer, who supported him. They carried him 
along an alley, up a flight of stairs, and deposited him in an 
antechamber. 

All these movements had been effected mechanically, as far 
as he was concerned. He had moved along as if in a dream; 
he had had a glimpse of objects as though through a fog; 
his ears had perceived sounds without comprehending them ; 
he might have been executed at that moment without his 
making a single gesture in his own defence, or his uttering 
a cry to implore mercy. 

He therefore remained upon the bench, with his back lean- 
ing against the wali and his hands hanging down, exactly on 
the spot where the guards had placed him. 

On looking round him, however, as he could gee no threaten- 
ing object, as nothing indicated that he ran any real danger, 
as the bench was comfortably covered with a well-stutfed 
cushion, as the wall was ornamented with beautiful Cordova 
leather, and as large red damask curtains, held back by gold 
fastenings, floated before the window, he perceived by de- 
grees that his fear was exaggerated, and he began to turn 
his head to the right and the left, upwards and downwards. 

At this movement, which nobody opposed, he gaired a 
little courage, and ventured to draw up one leg and then the 
other. At length, with the help of both hands, he raised 
himself up upon the bench, and found himself upon his 
feet. 

At that moment an officer of pleasant appearance opened 
a door, continued to exchange some words with a person 
in the next room, and then came up to the prisoner. 

“Ts your name Bonacieux ?”’ said he. 

“Yes, officer,” stammered the mercer, more dead than 
alive, “at your service.” 

““Come in,” said the officer. 

And he moved aside to let the mercer pass. The latter 
obeyed without reply, and entered the room, where it 
appeared he was expected. 

It was a large, close, and stifling cabinet, the walls furnished 
with arms offensive and defensive, and where there was 
already a fire, although it was scarcely the end of September. 
4 square table, covered with books and papers, upon whicb. 
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was unrolled an immense plan of the city of Rochelle, occu- 
pied the centre of the apartment. 

Standing before the fireplace was a man of middle height, 
of a haughty, proud mien, with piercing eyes, a broad brow, 
and a thin face, which was made still longer by a royal (or 
imperial, as it is now called), surmounted by a pair of 
moustaches. Although this man was scarcely thirty-six 
or thirty-seven years of age, hair, moustaches, and royal all 
were growing gray. This man, though without a sword, had 
all the appearance of a soldier; and his buff leather boots, 
still slightly covered with dust, showed that he had been on 
horseback in the course of the day. 

This man was Armand Jean Duplessis, Cardinal Richelieu, 
not such as he is generally represented—broken down like an 
old man, suffering like a martyr, his body bent, his voice 
almost inaudible, buried in a large armchair as in an antici- 
pated tomb, no longer living save by the strength of his 
genius, and no longer maintaining the struggle with Europe 
but by the eternal application of his thoughts—but such as 
he really was at this period; that is to say, an active and 
gallant cavalier, already weak of body, but sustained by 
that moral force which made him one of the most ex- 
traordinary men that ever existed, preparing, after having 
supported the Duke of Nevers in his duchy of Mantua, after 
having taken Nimes, Castres, and Uzes, to drive the English 
from the island of Ré, and lay siege to Rochelle. 

At first sight nothing indicated the cardinal, and it was 
impossible for those who did not know his face to guess 
in whose presence they were. 

The poor mercer remained standing at the door, while 
the eyes of the personage we have just described were fixed 
upon him, and appeared to wish to penetrate even into the 
depths of his past. 

‘ Is this Bonacieux ? ” asked he, after a moment of silence. 

““Yes, monseigneur,” replied the officer. 

“Very well. Give me those papers, and leave us.” 

The officer took the papers pointed out from the table, gave 
them to him who asked for them, bowed to the ground, and 
retired. 

Bonacieux recognized in these papers his examination at 
the Bastille. From time to time the man at the fireplace 
raised his eyes from the writings, and plunged them like 
daggers into the heart of the poor mercer. 

At the end of ten minutes’ reading, and ten seconds of 
examination, the cardinal had made up his mind. 
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“That head has never conspired,’ murmured he; “ but 
ne matter—let us investigate just the same.” 

“You are accused of high treason,’ said the cardinal 
slowly. 

‘“ So I have been told already, monseigneur,’’ cried Bon- 
acieux, giving his questioner the title he had heard the 
officer give him ; “‘ but I swear to you that I know nothing 
about it.” 

The cardinal repressed a smile. 

‘You have conspired with your wife, with Madame de 
Chevreuse, and with milord the Duke of Buckingham.” 

“In fact, monseigneur, 1 have heard her pronounce all 
those names.” 

“ And on what occasion ? ” 

“She said that Cardinal Richelieu had drawn the Duke of 
Buckingham to Paris to ruin him and to ruin the queen.’ 

‘ She said that ?”’ cried the cardinal angrily. 

“Yes, monseigneur ; but I told her she was wrong to talk 
about such things, and that his Eminence was incapable me 

“Hold your tongue! You are a fool,” replied the car- 
dinal. 

‘That's exactly what my wife said, monseigneur,” 

“Do you know who carried off your wife ?” 

* No, monseigneur.”’ 

“You have suspicions, nevertheless ? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur ; but these suspicions appeared to be 
disagreeable to the superintendent, and I no longer have 
them.” 

‘Your wife has escaped. Did you know that ? ” 

“No, monseigneur ; I learned it since I have been in 
prison, and then from the conversation of the superintendent 
—a very pleasant man.” 

The cardinal repressed another smile. 

“Then you are ignorant of what has become of your wife 
since her flight ? ” 

‘ Absolutely, monseigneur ; but she has most likely re- 
turned to the Louvre.” 

‘ At one o’clock this morning she had not returned.” 

“My God! what can have become of her, then ? ” 

“We shall know, be assured. Nothing is concealed from 
the cardinal ; the cardinal knows everything.” 

“In that case, monseigneur, do you believe the cardinal 
will be so kind as to tell me what has become of my 
wife ? ” 

“ Perhaps he may ; but you must, in the first place, reveal 
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to the cardinal all you know of your wife’s relations with 
Madame de Chevreuse.” 

“ But, monseigneur, I know nothing about them. I have 
never seen her.” 

“When you went to fetch your wife from the Louvre, did 
you always return directly home ? ” 

“Scarcely ever. She had business to transact with linen- 
drapers, to whose shops I escorted her.” 

‘ And how many were there of these linen-drapers ? ” 

“Two, monseigneur.” 

‘ And where did they live ?” 

“One Rue de Vaugirard, the other Rue de la Harpe.” 

“Did you go into these houses with her ? ” 

‘ Never, monseigneur ; I waited at the door.” 

‘ And what excuse did she make for thus going in alone ? ” 

‘“ She gave me none. She told me to wait, and I waited.” 

“You are a very complacent husband, my dear Monsieur 
Bonacieux,” said the cardinal. 

‘ He calls me his dear monsieur,” said the mercer to him- 
self. ‘Bah! matters are going all right.” 

‘ Should you know those doors again ?” 

ce Yes.’’ 

‘ Do you know the numbers ? ” 

“ Yes? 

“What are they ?” 

“No. 25 in the Rue de Vaugirard; 75 in the Rue de la 
Harpe.” 

“Very well,” said the cardinal. 

At these words he took up a silver bell and rang it. The 
officer entered. 

“Go,” said he in 2 subdued voice, “ and find Rochefort. 
Tell him to come to me immediately, if he has returned.” 

‘The count is here,” said the officer, ‘and wishes to 
speak instantly with your Eminence.” 

“Let him come in, then—let him come in, then!” said 
the cardinal eagerly. 

The officer rushed out of the apartment with that alacrity 
which all the cardinal’s servants displayed in obeying him. 

“To your Eminence !’? murmured Bonacieux, rolling his 
eyes round in astonishment. 

Five seconds had not elapsed after the disappearance of the 
officer when the door opened and a new personage entered, 

“Ttis he!”’ cried Bonacieux. 

“He! What he?” asked the cardinal, 

‘The man who took away my wife!” 


» 
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The cardinal rang a second time. The officer reappeared, 

‘ Place this man in the care of his two guards, and let him 
wait till I send for him.” 

““No, monseigneur, no, it is not he!” cried Bonacieux ; 
“no, I was mistaken. This is quite a different man, and 
does not resemble him at all. The gentleman is a very 
good sort of man ! ” 

“Take away this fool! ’’ said the cardinal. 

The officer took Bonacieux by the arm, and led him into 
the antechamber, where he found his two guards. 

The newly-introduced personage followed Bonacieux im- 
patiently with his eyes till he was gone out, and the moment 
the door closed he advanced eagerly toward the cardinal 
and said,— 

“They have seen each other.” 

“Who ?”’ asked his Eminence. 

“He and she.” 

‘The queen and the duke ? ” cried Richelieu, 

66 Yes.”’ 

SeVVIDete ke ae 

SeAt the Louvre 

‘ Are you sure of it ?”” 

“Perfectly sure.”’ 

“Who told you of it ?” 

‘Madame de Lannoy, who is devoted to your Eminence, 
as you know,” 

“Why did she not let me know sooner ? ” 

“Whether by chance or mistrust, the queen made Madame 
de Surgis sleep in her chamber, and kept her all day.” 

“Well, we are beaten! Now let us try to take our 
revenge.” 

“‘T will assist you with all my heart, monseigneur ; be 
assured of that.” 

‘How did it take place ? ” 

‘ At half-past twelve the queen was with her women. 

mAWberers 

‘In her bedchamber > 

‘Go on.” 

‘When some one came and brought her a handkerchief 
from her dame de lingerie.” 

“ And then ? ” 

“The queen immediately exhibited strong emotion, and, 
in spite of the rouge which covered her face, grew pale.’ 

“Go on, goon!’ 

‘ She, however, rose, and with a trembling voice, ‘ Ladies,’ 
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said she,‘ wait for me ten minutes; I shall soon return.’ She 
then opened the door of her alcove and went out.” 

“Why did not Madame de Lannoy come and inform you 
instantly ?” 

“ Nothing. was certain as yet. Besides, her Majesty had 
said, ‘ Ladies, wait for me,’ and she dared not disobey the 
queen.” 

‘“ How long did the queen remain outside of the chamber ?” 

‘“ Three-quarters of an hour.” 

‘ Did none of her women accompany her ?” 

“Only Dofia Estefana.” 

“And she afterwards returned ? ” 

“Yes ; but only to take a little rosewood casket, with her 
monogram upon it, and to go out again immediately.” 

‘* And when she finally returned, did she bring that casket 
with her ?” 

LES No.” 

“Does Madame de Lannoy know what was in that 
casket ? ” 

“Yes; the diamond studs which his Majesty gave the 

ueen.”’ 

‘“ And she came back without this casket ? ” 

ac Yes.’’ 

‘Madame de Lannoy, then, is of the opinion that she gave 
them to Buckingham ? ” 

‘ She is sure of it.” 

‘ How can she be sure ? ”? 

“In the course of the day Madame de Lannoy, in her 
quality of tire-woman of the queen, looked for this casket, 
appeared uneasy at not finding it, and at length asked the 
‘queen if she knew anything about it.” 

‘ And the queen ?” 

‘The queen became exceedingly red, and replied that 
having on the preceding evening broken one of those studs, 
she had sent it to her goldsmith to be repaired.” 

‘He must be called upon, and so ascertain if the thing 
be true or not.” 

“T have just been at his shop.” 

** And the goldsmith says ? ”’ 

“The goldsmith has heard of nothing of the kind.” 

“Good! good! Rochefort, all is not lost ; and perhaps 
—perhaps everything is for the best.” 

“The fact is, that I do not doubt your Eminence’s 
genius uy 

‘‘ Will repair the blunders of his agent ; is that it ?” 
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“That is exactly what I was going to say, if your Emi 
nence had permitted me to finish my sentence.” 

‘“ Do you know where the Duchesse de Chevreuse and the 
Duke of Buckingham were concealed ?” 

‘No, monseigneur. My people could tell me nothing posi- 
tive in regard to that.” 

“ But I know.” 

“You, monseigneur ? ” 

“Yes, or at least I suspect. They were, one in the Rue 
AS Vaugirard, No. 25, the other in the Rue de la Harpe, 

0. 75. 

‘ Does your Eminence wish them both to be arrested ?” 

“Tt is too late ; they will be gone.” 

“ But still we can make sure of it.” 

. “Take ten men of my guards, and search both houses 
thoroughly.” 

“ Instantly, monseigneur.”’ 

The cardinal, upon being left alone, reflected for an in- 
stant, and then rang the bell a third time. 

The same officer appeared. 

“ Bring the prisoner in again,” said the cardinal. 

M. Bonacieux was introduced anew, and upon a sign from 
the cardinal the officer retired. 

“You have deceived me ! ”” said the cardinal sternly. 

“I,” cried Bonacieux—‘“‘I deceive your Eminence!”’ 

“ Your wife, when going to Rue de Vaugirard and Rue 
de la Harpe, did not go to any linen-drapers.” 

‘“ Then where, in God’s name, did she go?” 

“She went to the house of the Duchesse de Chevreuse, 
and she went to the Duke of Buckingham’s.” 

“Yes, ”’ cried Bonacieux, recalling all the circumstances— 
‘yes, that’s it. Your Eminence is right. I told my wife 
several times that it was surprising that linen-drapers should 
live in such houses—in houses that had no signs—and every 
time she began to laugh. Ah, monseigneur!” continued 
Bonacieux, throwing himself at his Eminence’s feet—“ ah!’ 
how truly you are the cardinal, the great cardinal, the man 
of genius whom all the world reveres !”’ 

However contemptible might be the triumph gained over 
so vulgar a being as Bonacieux, the cardinal did not the less 
enjoy ‘it for an instant. Then, almost immediately, as if a 
new thought had entered his mind, a smile passed over his 
lips, and reaching out his hand to the mercer,— 

‘ Rise, my friend,” said he; “you are an honest man,’ 

“The cardinal has touched me with his hand! I oe 
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touched the hand of the great man!” cried Bonacieux. 
“The great man has called me his friend ! ” 

“Yes, my friend, yes,” said the cardinal, with that pater- 
nal tone which he sometimes knew how to assume, but 
which deceived only those who did not know him; “and 
as you have been unjustly suspected—well, you must be 
indemnified. Here! take this purse of a hundred pistoles, 
and pardon me.” 

‘“ I pardon you, monseigneur ! ” said Bonacieux, hesitating ~ 
to take the purse, fearing, doubtless, that this pretended gift 
was only a joke. ‘“ But you are free to have me arrested, 
you are free to have me tortured, you are free to have me 
hung. You are the master, and I should not have the least 
word to say about it. Pardon you, monseigneur! you 
cannot mean that.” 

“Ah, my dear Monsieur Bonacieux, you are generous 
in this matter, and I thank you for it. So you will take 
this purse, and you will go away without being too much 
dissatisfied with your treatment ? ” 

“I shall go away enchanted.” 

“Farewell, then—that is to say, for the present, for I 
hope we shall meet again.” 

“Whenever monseigneur wishes. I am always at his 
Eminence’s orders.”’ 

“And that will be frequently, I assure you, for I have 
found something extremely agreeable in your conversa- 
tion. 

‘ O monseigneur ! ” 

“ Au revoir, Monsieur Bonacieux, au revoir!” 

And the cardinal made him a sign with his hand, to 
‘which Bonacieux replied by bowing to the ground. He 
then backed himself out, and when he was in the ante- 
chamber the cardinal heard him, in his enthusiasm, crying 
aloud, “‘ Long life to monseigneur! Long life to his Emi- 
nence! Long life to the great cardinal!’ The cardinal 
listened with a smile to this vociferous manifestation of 
M. Bonacieux’s enthusiasm; and then, when Bonacieux’s 
cries were no longer audible,— 

‘“ Good ! ” said he; ‘ here’s a man who, henceforward, 
would lay down his life for me.” 

And the cardinal began to examine with the greatest 
attention the map of Rochelle, which, as we have said, lay 
open upon the table, tracing with a pencil the line where 
the famous dike was to pass, which, eighteen months later, 
shut up the port of the besieged city, 
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As he was in the deepest part of his strategic meditations 
the door opened again, and Rochefort entered. 

‘Well ?” said the cardinal eagerly, rising with a quick- 
ness which proved the degree of importance he attached 
to the commission with which he had charged the count. 

“ Well,” said the latter, “a young woman of about 
twenty-six or twenty-eight years of age, and a man of from 
thirty-five to forty, have been lodging in fact at the two 
houses pointed out by your Eminence, the one four days 
and the other five; but the woman left last night, and the 
man this morning.” 

‘They were the persons!” cried the cardinal, looking 
at the clock ; “‘ and now it is too late to have them pursued. 
The duchess is at Tours, and the duke at Boulogne. We 
can find them again only in London.” 

‘“ What are your Eminence’s orders ?” 

“Not a word of what has passed. Let the queen remain 
in perfect security ; let her be ignorant that we know her 
secret; let her believe that we are in search of some 
conspiracy or other. Send me Séguier, the keeper of the 
seals.” 

“And that man—what has your Eminence done with 
him ?” 

“What man ?” asked the cardinal. 

“That Bonacieux.”’ 

‘I have done with him all that could be done. I have 
made him a spy upon his wife.” 

The Comte de Rochefort bowed like a man who acknow- 
ledges the great superiority of his master, and retired. 

Left alone, the cardinal sat down again, wrote a letter, 
which he sealed with his private seal, then rang the bell. 
The officer entered for the fourth time. 

‘Have Vitray sent to me,” said he, “‘ and tell him to be 
ready for a journey.” 

An instant after the man he required was before him, 
booted and spurred. 

“‘ Vitray,’’ said he, ‘‘ you will go with all speed to London. 
You must not stop an instant on the way. You will de- 
liver this letter to milady. Here is an order for two hun- 
dred pistoles ; call upon my treasurer and get the money. 
You shall have as much again if you are back within six 
davs, and have executed your commission well.” 

The messenger, without replying a single word, bowed, 
took the letter, with the order for the two hundred ‘ae 
and went out, 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 143 
These were the contents of the letter :— 


““Mitapy,—Be at the first ball at which the Duke of 
Buckingham shall be present. He will wear on his doublet 
twelve diamond studs. Get as near to him as you can, and 
cut off two of them. 

‘ As soon as these studs are in your possession, inform me,” 


CHAPTER XV, 
MAGISTRATES AND SOLDIERS. 


On the day after these events had taken place, Athos not 
having reappeared, M. de Tréville was informed by D’Artag- 
nan and Porthos of his absence. As to Aramis, he had 
asked for a five days’ furlough, and had gone, it was said, 
to Rouen on family business. 

M. de Tréville was the father of his soldiers. The lowest 
or the most obscure among them, as soon as he assumed 
the uniform of the company, was as sure of his aid and 
support as his brother himself could have been. 

He repaired, then, instantly to the residence of the chief 
of police. The officer who commanded the post of the 
Croix-Rouge was sent for, and by successive inquiries they 
found that Athos was then lodged in the Fort ?Evéque. 

Athos had passed through all the examinations we have 

seen Bonacieux undergo. 
_ We were present at the scene in which the two captives 
were confronted with each other. Athos, who had till 
that time said nothing, for fear that D’Artagnan, interrupted 
in his turn, should not have the time he needed—Athos 
from this moment declared that his name was Athos and 
not D’Artagnan. He added that he did not know either 
Monsieur or Madame Bonacieux ; that he had never spoken 
to either; that he had come, at about ten o’clock in the 
evening, to pay a visit to his friend, M. d’Artagnan, but 
up to that hour he had been at M. de Tréville’s, where he 
had dined. ‘‘ Twenty witnesses,” added he, ‘‘ could attest 
the fact,” and he named several distinguished gentlemen, 
and among them was the Duc de la Trémouille. 

The second superintendent was as much bewildered as 
the first had been by the simple but firm declaration of 
the musketeer upon whom he was anxious to take revenge, 
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which men of the robe like at all times to gain over men 
of the sword. But the name of M. de Tréville and that of 
M. de la Trémouille demanded consideration. 

Athos was also sent to the cardinal, but unfortunately 
the cardinal was at the Louvre with the king. 

It was precisely at this moment that M. de Tréville, 
coming from the residence of the chief of police and the 
office of the governor of the Fort l’Evéque, without having 
been able to find Athos, arrived at the palace. 

As captain of the musketeers, M. de Tréville had at all 
times the right of entrance to the king. 

It is well known how violent the king’s prejudices were 
against the queen, and how skilfully these prejudices were 
kept up by the cardinal, who, in affairs of intrigue, mis- 
trusted women much more than men. One of the principal 
causes of this prejudice was the friendship of Anne of 
Austria for Madame de Chevreuse. These two women gave 
him more uneasiness than the war with Spain, the quarrel 
with England, or the embarrassment of the finances. In 
his eyes and to his perfect conviction, Madame de Chevreuse 
not only served the queen in her political intrigues, but 
—and this troubled him still more—in her love affairs. 

At the first word the cardinal uttered concerning Madame 
de Chevreuse—who, though exiled to Tours, and believed to 
be in that city, had come to Paris, remained there five days, 
and had outwitted the police—the king flew into a furious 
passion. Although capricious and unfaithful, the king 
wished to be called Louis the Just and Louis the Chaste. 
Posterity will have a difficulty in understanding this char- 
acter, which history explains only by facts and never by 
reasonings. 

But when the cardinal added that not only Madame de 
Chevreuse had been in Paris, but also that the queen had 
communicated with her by the means of one of those mys- 
terious correspondences which at that time was called a 
cabal; when he affirmed that he, the cardinal, was about 
to unravel the most tightly twisted threads of this intrigue; 
when at the moment of arresting in the very act, with all 
the proofs on her, the queen’s emissary to the exiled duchess, 
a musketeer had dared to interrupt violently the course of 
justice, by falling, sword in hand, upon the honest men of 
the law charged with investigating impartially the whole 
affair, in order to place it before the eyes of the king, Louis 
XIII. could contain himself no longer; he took a step 
toward the queen’s apartment, showing that pale and mute 
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indignation which, when it broke out, led this prince to 
the commission of the coldest cruelty. 

And yet, in all this, the cardinal had not yet said a word 
about the Duke of Buckingham. 

At this instant M. de Tréville entered, cold, polite, and 
in irreproachable costume. 

Made aware of what had just gone on by the presence of 
the cardinal and the alteration in the king’s countenance, 
M. de Tréville felt himself very much like Samson before 
the Philistines. 

Louis XIII. had already placed his hand on the knob 
of the door. At the noise made by the entrance of M. de 
Tréville he turned round. 

“ You arrive in good time, sir,” said the king, who, when 
his passions were raised to a certain point, could not dis- 
semble. “I have learned some pretty things concerning 
your musketeers ! ”’ 

“And I,” said M. de Tréville coldly—‘‘I have some 
pretty things to inform your Majesty concerning your 
magistrates.” 

“What ?” said the king haughtily. 

“‘T have the honour to inform your Majesty,” continued 
M. de Tréville, in the same tone, “that a party of procura- 
tors, superintendents, and police officials, very estimable 
people, but, as it appears, very hostile to the uniform, have 
taken upon themselves to arrest in a house, to lead away 
through the open street, and throw into the Fort l’Evêque 
(all upon an order which they have refused to show me) 
one of my, or rather your, musketeers, sire—a man of irre- 
proachable conduct, of an almost illustrious reputation, and 
whom your Majesty knows favourably—M. Athos.” 

“ Athos!” said the king mechanically ; ‘‘ yes, indeed, I 
know that name.” 

“Let your Majesty remember,” said M. de Tréville, 
“that M. Athos is the musketeer who, in the unfortunate 
duel which you are acquainted with, had the misfortune 
seriously to wound M. de Cahusac.—By the way, mon- 
seigneur,  continued De Tréville, addressing the cardinal, 
‘M. de Cahusac has entirely recovered, has he not ?” 

“Thank you!” said the cardinal, biting his lips with 
anger. 

‘M. Athos, then, had gone to pay a visit to one of his 
friends, absent at the time,” continued M. de Tréville, “to 
a young Béarnais, a cadet in his Majesty’s guards, the 
company of M. des Essarts; but scarcely had he arrived 
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at his friend’s and taken up a book, while waiting for his 
return, when a mixed crowd of bailiffs and soldiers came 
and laid siege to the house, broke open several doors 2 

The cardinal made the king a sign, which signified, ‘ That 
was on account of the affair about which I spoke to you.” 

‘Oh, we all know that,” interrupted the king; “ for 
all that was done for our service.” 

“Then,” said Tréville, “it was also for your Majesty’s 
service that one of my musketeers, who was innocent, was 
seized ; that he was placed between two guards, like a 
malefactor, and that this gallant man, who has ten times 
shed his blood in your Majesty’s service, and is ready to 
shed it again, has been paraded through the midst of an 
insolent populace ! ” 

“Bah!” said the king, who began to give way; ‘ was 
it managed in that way ? ” 

“M. de Tréville,” said the cardinal, with the greatest 
coolness, “‘ does not tell your Majesty that this innocent 
musketeer, this gallant man, had only an hour before 
attacked, sword in hand, four duly appointed examiners 
who were delegated by me to look into an affair of the 
highest importance.” 

‘I defy your Eminence to prove it,” cried M. de Tréville, 
with his Gascon freedom and military roughness; “ for, 
one hour before, M. Athos, who, I will confide it to your 
Majesty, is really a man of the highest quality, did me 
the honour, after having dined with me, to remain in the 
parlour of my hôtel, and converse there with the Duc de la 
Trémouille and the Comte de Châlus, who were present.” 

The king looked at the cardinal. 

“A written examination attests it,’ said the cardinal, 
replying aloud to his Majesty’s mute question; “and the 
ill-treated people have drawn up the following, which I 
have the honour to present to your Majesty.” 

‘ And are the reports of magistrates to be compared with 
the word of soldiers ?”’ replied Tréville haughtily. 

“Come, come, Tréville, hold your tongue,” said the king. 

“Tf his Eminence entertains any suspicion against one 
of my musketeers,” said Tréville, “the cardinal’s justice 
is sufficiently well known to induce me to demand an in- 
quiry myself.” 

“In the house in which the judicial inquiry was made,” 
continued the phlegmatic cardinal, ‘“‘ there lodges, I believe, 
a young Béarnais, a friend of the musketeer’s.” 

‘“ Your Eminence means M. d’Artagnan.” 
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“I mean a young man who is under your protection, 
Monsieur de Tréville.”’ 

“Yes, your Eminence, it is the same.” 

‘Do you not suspect this young man of having given 
bad advice # 

“To M. Athos, to a man double his age ?’”’ interrupted 
M. de Tréville. ‘‘ No, monseigneur. Besides, M. d’Artag- 
nan passed the evening at my hôtel.” 

‘“ Well,” said the cardinal, ‘everybody seems to have 
passed the evening at your hdétel!”’ 

“Does your Eminence doubt my word ?” said Tréville, 
his brow flushing with anger. 

“No, God forbid!’ said the cardinal; “ but only let 
me inquire at what hour he was with you ?” 

“Oh, that I can affirm positively, your Eminence; for 
as he came in I remarked that it was but half-past nine 
by the clock, although I had believed it to be later.” 

“ And at what hour did he leave your hôtel ?” 

‘ At half-past ten—an hour after the event.” 

“Well, but,” replied the cardinal, who did not for an 
instant suspect De Tréville’s loyalty, and who felt that the 
victory was escaping from his hands—‘“ well, but Athos 
was taken in that house in the Rue des Fossoyeurs.”’ 

‘* Ts one friend forbidden to visit another, or a musketeer 
of my company to fraternize with a guard of M. des Essarts’s 
company ?”’ 

+ Yes, when the house in which he fraternizes is under 
suspicion.” 

“That house is under suspicion, Tréville,’”’ said the king ; 
ff perhaps you were not aware of that ? ” 

‘{ Indeed, sire, I knew nothing of it. The house may 
be under suspicion, but I deny that it is so in that portion 
of it inhabited by M. d’Artagnan ; for I can affirm, sire, 
if I can believe what he says, that there does not exist a 
more devoted servant of your Majesty, or a more profound 
admirer of the cardinal.” 

“Was it not this D’Artagnan who wounded Jussac, in 
that unfortunate encounter which took place near the 
monastery of the Carmes-Déchaussés ?”’ asked the king, 
looking at the cardinal, who coloured with vexation. 

“And the next day Bernajoux. Yes, sire, yes, it is the 
same. Your Majesty has an excellent memory.” 

‘Come, what shall we decide ?” said the king. 

‘That concerns your Majesty more than me,” said the 
cardinal. ‘I should say that he was guilty.” 
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“And I deny it,” said De Tréville. “ But his Majesty 
has judges, and these judges will decide.” 

“That is best,” said the king. ‘Send the case before 
the judges; it is their business to judge, and they will 
judge.” 

‘ Only,” replied Tréville, “it is a sad thing that in the 
unfortunate times in which we live, the purest life, the most 
incontestable virtue, cannot exempt a man from infamy 
and persecution. The army, I will answer for it, will be 
but little pleased at being exposed to rigorous treatment 
on account of police affairs.” 

The expression was imprudent; but M. de Tréville 
launched it with a full knowledge of his case. He was 
desirous of an explosion, because then the mine throws forth 
fire, and fire enlightens. 

“Police affairs ! ” cried the king, taking up De Tréville’s 
words—“ police affairs! And what do you know about 
them, sir? Concern yourself with your musketeers, and 
do not annoy me in this way. It appears, according to 
hs account, that if, unfortunately, a musketeer is arrested, 

rance is in danger ! Here’s a piece of work about a mus- 
keteer! Why, ny would arrest ten of them, ’sdeath! a 
hundred even, all the company ; and I will not allow a 
whisper.”’ 

‘ From the moment they are suspected by your Majesty,” 
said Tréville, “the musketeers are guilty ; therefore you 
see me prepared to surrender my sword. For, after having 
accused my soldiers, there can be no doubt that the cardinal 
will end by accusing me. It is best to constitute myself at 
once a prisoner with M. Athos, who is already arrested, and 
with M. d’Artagnan, who most probably will be arrested.” 

“You Gascon head! will you have done ?”’ said the king. 

“Sire,” replied Tréville, without lowering his voice in 
the least, “either order my musketeer to be restored to 
me, or let him be tried.” 

“ He shall be tried,” said the cardinal. 

‘Well, so much the better, for in that case I shall demand 
of his Majesty permission to plead for him.” 

The king began to fear an outbreak. 

“Tf his Eminence,” said he, “had not personal mo- 
tives rc 

The cardinal saw what the king was about to say, and 
anticipated him. 

“Pardon me,” said he; “but the instant your Majesty 
considers me a prejudiced judge, I withdraw.” 
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“Come,” said the king, ‘will you swear by my father 
that M. Athos was at your residence during the event, and 
that he took no part in it?” 

“By your glorious father, and by yourself, who are 
those whom I love and venerate the most in the world, 
I swear it!” 

“Be so kind as to reflect, sire,” said the cardinal. ‘If 
we release the prisoner thus, we shall never be able to know 
the truth.” 

“M. Athos can always be found,’ replied Tréville, 
“always ready to answer, when it shall please the magis- 
trates to question him. He will not desert, cardinal, be 
assured of that. I will answer for him.” 

“No, he will not desert,” said the king ; “ he can always 
be found, as M. de Tréville says. SBesides,’’ added he, 
lowering his voice, and looking appealingly at the cardinal, 
‘let us give them some security. There is policy in that.” 

This policy of Louis XIII.’s made Richelieu smile. 

“Order it as you please, sire. You possess the right of 
pardoning.” 

“The right of pardoning applies only to the guilty,” 
said Tréville, who was determined to have the last word, 
“and my musketeer is innocent. It is not mercy, then, 
that you are about to accord, sire. It is justice.” 

““ And he is in the Fort l’Evéque ?”’ said the king. 

“Yes, sire, in solitary confinement, in a dungeon, like 
the lowest criminal.” 

“The devil, the devil!” murmured the king. ‘ What 
must be done ?”’ 

_ “Sign the order for his release, and all will be done,” 
replied the cardinal. “I believe, with your Majesty, that 
M. de Tréville’s guarantee is more than sufficient.’ 

Tréville bowed very respectfully, with a joy that was 
not unmixed with fear. He would have preferred an 
obstinate resistance on the part of the cardinal to this 
sudden yielding. 

The king signed the order for release, and Tréville carried 
it away without delay. 

At the moment he was going out, the cardinal gave him 
a friendly smile, and said to the king,— 

‘ À perfect harmony seems to prevail in your musket- 
eers, sire, between the leader and the soldiers, which must 
be good for the service, and very honourable to all.” 

‘Now he will immediately play me some dog’s trick or 
other,’ said Tréville; ‘there is no possibility of getting 
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the last word with such a man. But let us be quick; the 
king may change his mind presently. And, at all events, 
it is more difficult to put a man back into the Fort l’Evéque 
or the Bastille when once he has got out than it is to keep 
him a prisoner when he is there.” 

M. de Tréville made his entrance triumphantly into the 
Fort l’Evêque, from which he delivered the musketeer, 
whose calm indifference had not for a moment abandoned 
him. 

The first time he saw D’Artagnan, “ You have come off 
well,” said he to him; “there is your Jussac thrust paid 
for. There still remains Bernajoux, but you must not be 
too confident.” 

Moreover, M. de Tréville had good reason to mistrust 
the cardinal, and to think that all was not over, for scarcely 
had the captain of the musketeers closed the door behind 
him when his Eminence said to the king,— 

“Now that we are at length by ourselves, we will, if your 
Majesty pleases, converse seriously. Sire, Buckingham has 
been in Paris five days, and left it only this morning.” 


CHARME RAM 


IN WHICH MONSIEUR SÉGUIER, THE KEEPER OF THE SEALS, 
LOOKS MORE THAN ONCE FOR THE BELL, IN ORDER TO 
RING IT, AS HE USED TO DO. 


It is impossible to form an idea of the impression these 
few words made upon Louis XIII. He grew pale and red 
alternately, and the cardinal saw at once that he had re- 
covered, by a single blow, all the ground he had lost. 

‘ Buckingham in Paris!” cried he; “and what does he 
come to do there ?” 

“To conspire, no doubt, with your enemies, the Hugue- 
nots and the Spaniards.”’ 

‘No, zounds, no! To conspire against my honour with 
Madame de Chevreuse, Madame de Longueville, and the 
Condés.” 

“O sire, what an idea! The queen is too prudent, 
and, besides, loves your Majesty too well.” 

‘Woman is weak, cardinal,” said the king; “and as 
to loving me much, I have my own opinion respecting that 
love 

“T none the less maintain,”’ said the cardinal, “‘ that the 
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Duke of Buckingham came to Paris for a project purely 
political.” 

“And I am sure that he came for quite another pur- 
pose, cardinal. But if the queen be guilty, let her 
tremble ! ” 

“Indeed,” said the cardinal, ‘ whatever repugnance I 
may have in fixing my mind on such a treason, your Majesty 
compels me to think of it. Madame de Lannoy, whom, 
according to your Majesty’s command, I have frequently 
questioned, told me this morning that the night before last 
her Majesty sat up very late, that this morning she wept 
much, and that she was writing all day.” 

“That’s it ! ” cried the king—‘“‘ to him, no doubt. Car- 
dinal, I must have the queen’s papers.” 

‘But how to get them, sire? It seems to me that 
neither your Majesty nor I can charge ourselves with such 
a mission.” 

‘ How did they act with regard to the Maréchale d’Ancre ?”’ 
cried the king, in the highest state of irritation; ‘her 
closets were thoroughly searched, and then she herself was 
searched.”’ 

“The Maréchale d’Ancre was only the Maréchale d’Ancre, 
a Florentine adventuress, sire, and that was all; while the 
august spouse of your Majesty is Anne of Austria, queen 
of France—that is to say, one of the greatest princesses in 
the world.” 

“She is not the less guilty, duke! The more she has 
forgotten the high position in which she was placed, the 
more degrading is her fall. Long ago, in fact, I determined 
to put an end to all these petty intrigues of politics and 
love. She has also near her a certain La Porte.”’ 

‘“ Who, I believe, is the mainspring of all this, I con- 
fess,” said the cardinal. 

“ You think, then, as I do, that she deceives me ?”’ said 
the king. 

“I believe, and I repeat it to your Majesty, that the 
queen conspires against her king’s power, but I have not 
said against his honour.” 

“And I—TI tell you against both; I tell you the queen 
does not love me; I tell you she loves another ; I tell you 
she loves that infamous Buckingham! Why did you not 
have him arrested while he was in Paris ?” 

* Arrest the duke! arrest the prime minister of King 
Charles I.! Can you think of it, sire? What a scandal! 
And suppose, then, the suspicions of your Majesty, which 
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tion, what a terrible disclosure, what a fearful scandal ! ?’ 

‘ But since he played the part of a vagabond or a thief, 
he should have been a 

Louis XIII. stopped, terrified at what he was to say; 
while Richelieu, stretching out his neck, waited in vain for 
the word which had died on the lips of the king. 

‘ He should have been. 

“Nothing,” said the king, ‘nothing. But all the time 
he was in Paris you, of course, did not lose sight of him ” 

No;'sire 

‘“ Where did he lodge ? ” 

‘ Rue de la Harpe, No. 75.” 

‘“ Where is that ? ” 

“Towards the Luxembourg.” 

‘And you are certain that the queen and he did not see 
each other ? ” 

‘I believe the queen to have too high a sense of her 
duty, sire.” 

‘ But they corresponded. Itis to him that the queen has 
been writing all the day. Duke, I must have those letters !”’ 

“Sire, notwithstanding Ÿ 

“Duke, at whatever price it may be, I will have them.” 

‘I would, however, beg your Majesty to observe——” 

“Do you, then, also join in betraying me, cardinal, by 
thus always opposing my will ? Are you also in league with 
Spain and England, with Madame de Chevreuse and the 
queen ?” 

“‘Sire,”’ replied the cardinal, sighing, “I thought I was 
secure from such a suspicion.” 

‘ Cardinal, you have heard me. I will have those letters.” 

‘ There is but one means.” 

“What is that ? ” 

“That would be to charge Séguier, the keeper of the 
seals, with this mission. The matter belongs entirely to 
the duties of his office.” 

‘“ Let him be sent for instantly.” 

“He is most likely at my hôtel. I requested him to call; 
and when I came to the Louvre, I left orders, if he came, 
to have him wait.” 

‘ Let him be sent for instantly.” 

“Your Majesty’s orders shall be executed ; but——” 

** But what ? ” 

‘ But the queen will perhaps refuse to obey,” 

“What! my orders ?” 
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See Yes, if she is ignorant that these orders come from the 
ng.” 
“Well, that she may have no doubt on that head, I will 
go and inform her myself.” 

“Your Majesty will not forget that I have done every- 
thing in my power to prevent a rupture.” 

“Yes, duke, yes; I know you are very indulgent toward 
the queen—too indulgent, perhaps. We shall have occa- 
sion, I warn you, at some future period to speak of that.” 

“Whenever it shall please your Majesty. But I shail 
be always happy and proud, sire, to sacrifice myself to the 
good harmony which I desire to see reign between you 
and the queen of France.” 

“Very well, cardinal, very well; but, in the meantime, 
send for the keeper of the seals. I will go to the queen.” 

And Louis XIII., opening the communicating door, 
passed into the corridor which led to the apartments of 
Anne of Austria. 

The queen was in the midst of her women, Madame de 
Guitaut, Madame de Sablé, Madame de Montbazon, and 
Madame de Guémenée. In a corner was the Spanish com- 
panion, Doha Estefana, who had followed her from Madrid. 
Madame de Guémenée was reading aloud, and everybody 
was listening to her with attention, with the exception of 
the queen, who had, on the contrary, desired this reading 
in order that she might be able, while feigning to listen, to 
pursue the thread of her own thoughts. 

These thoughts, gilded as they were by a last reflection 
of love, were none the less sad. Anne of Austria, deprived 
of her husband’s confidence, pursued by the hatred of the 
cardinal, who could not pardon her for having repulsed a 
more tender feeling, having before her eyes the example 
of the queen-mother, whom that hatred had tormented all 
her life—though Marie de Medici, if the memoirs of the 
time are to be believed, had begun by granting to the 
cardinal that love which Anne of Austria always refused 
to him—Anne of Austria had seen her most devoted servants 
fall around her, her most intimate confidants, her dearest 
favourites. Like those unfortunate persons endowed with 
a fatal gift, she brought misfortune upon everything she 
touched. Her friendship was a fateful portent of coming 
persecution. Madame de Chevreuse and Madame de Ver- 
net were exiled, and even La Porte did not conceal from 
bis mistress that he expected to be arrested at any moment. 

At the very instant when she was plunged in the deepest 
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and darkest of these reflections the door of the chamber 
opened and the king entered. 

The reader was instantly silent, all the ladies rose, and 
there was a profound silence. The king made no demon- 
stration of politeness ; only, stopping before the queen,— 

‘Madame ”” said he, in an unnatural voice, ‘‘ you are 
about to receive a visit from the chancellor, who will com- 
municate certain matters to you with which I have charged 
him.” 

The unhappy queen, who was constantly threatened 
with divorce, exile, and trial even, turned pale under her 
rouge, and could not refrain from saying,— 

“But why this visit, sire? What can the chancellor 
have to say to me that your Majesty could not say your- 
sels 

The king turned upon his heel without reply, and almost 
at the same instant the captain of the guards, M. de Guitaut, 
announced the visit of the chancellor. 

When the chancellor appeared, the king had already gone 
out by another door. 

The chancellor entered, half smiling, half blushing. As 
we shall probably meet with him again in the course of this 
history, there is no harm in our readers making his ac- 
quaintance at once. 

This chancellor was a pleasant man. Des Roches le 
Masle, canon of Notre Dame, who had formerly been the 
cardinal’s valet, had introduced him to his Eminence as 
a perfectly reliable man. The cardinal trusted him, and 
profited by his confidence. 

There were many stories related of him, and among them 
the following :— 

After a wild youth, he had retired into a monastery, 
there to expiate, at least for some time, the follies of adoles« 
cence. 

But, on entering this holy place, the poor penitent was 
unable to shut the door quick enough to prevent the pas- 
sions he fled from entering with him. He was incessantly 
attacked by them, and the superior, to whom he confided 
this misfortune, wishing, as much as in him lay, to free 
him from them, had advised him, in order to conjure away 
the tempting demon, to have recourse to the bell-rope, 
and to ring with all his might. At the signal the monks 
would be made aware that temptation was besieging a 
brother, and all the community would offer prayers. 

This advice seemed good to the future chancellor, Reine 
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forced by the prayers offered up by the monks, he tried to 
exorcise the evil spirit ; but the devil does not suffer. him- 
self to be easily dispossessed of a place in which he has fixed 
his garrison. In proportion as they redoubled the exorcisms 
he redoubled the temptations, so that day and night the 
bell was ringing full swing, announcing the extreme desire 
for mortification which the penitent experienced. 

The monks no longer had an instant of repose. By day 
they did nothing but ascend and descend the steps which 
led to the chapel. At night, in addition to compline and 
matins, they were further obliged to leap twenty times 
out of their beds and prostrate themselves on the flagging 
of their cells. 

It is not known whether it was the devil who gave way 
or the monks who grew tired, but within three months 
the penitent reappeared in the world with the reputation 
of being the most terrible possessed one that ever existed. 

On leaving the monastery he entered into the magistracy, 
became president of a court in the place of his uncle, em- 
braced the cardinal’s party, thereby showing no little 
sagacity, became chancellor, served his Eminence with zeal 
in his hatred against the queen-mother and in his vengeance 
on Anne of Austria, urged on the judges in the affair of 
Chalais, encouraged the endeavours of M. de Laffemas, 
chief gamekeeper of France; then at length, clothed with 
the entire confidence of the cardinal, a confidence which 
he had so well earned, he received the singular commission 
for the execution of which he presented himself in the 
queen’s apartments. 

The queen was still standing when he entered, but scarcely 
had she perceived him when she reseated herself in her 
armchair, made a sign to her women to resume their cushions 
and stools, and, with an air of supreme hauteur, said,— 

‘“ What do you desire, sir, and with what object in view 
do you present yourself here ? ” 

“To make, madame, in the name of the king, and with- 
out prejudice to the respect which I have the honour to 
owe to your Majesty, a strict search into all your papers.” 

‘How, sir! a search into my papers—mine! Truly, 
this is an unworthy proceeding ! ” 

‘Be kind enough to pardon me, madame; but on this 
occasion I am but the instrument which the king employs. 
Has not his Majesty just left you, and has he not himself 
desired you to prepare for this visit ? ” 

‘Examine, then, sir. I am a criminal, as it apvears, 
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—Estefana, give up the keys of my tables and my secre- 
taries.”’ 

For form’s sake the chancellor paid a visit to the pieces 
of furniture named, but he well knew that the queen would 
not place in a piece of furniture the important letter she 
had written in the course of the day. 

When the chancellor had opened and shut twenty times 
the drawers of the secretaries, it became necessary, what- 
ever hesitation he might experience—it became necessary, 
I say, to come to the conclusion of the affair; that is, tu 
search the queen herself. The chancellor advanced, there- 
fore, toward Anne of Austria, and in a tone of great per: 
plexity and with an embarrassed air,— 

“And now,” said he, ‘it remains for me to make the 
principal search.” 

“What is that ?”’ asked the queen, who did not under- 
stand, or rather did not wish to understand. 

“His Majesty is certain that a letter has been written 
by you in the course of the day. He knows that it has not 
yet been sent to its address. This letter is not in your 
table-drawers nor in your secretary, and yet this letter 
must be somewhere.” 

‘“ Would you dare to place your hand upon your queen ? ” 
said Anne of Austria, drawing herself up to her full height, 
and fixing her eyes upon the chancellor with an expression 
which had become almost threatening. 

“T am a humble subject of the king, madame, and all 
that his Majesty commands I shall do.” 

‘Well, that is true,” said Anne of Austria; “and the 
cardinal’s spies have served him faithfully. I have written 
a letter to-day ; that letter is not yet gone. That letter 
is here.” 

And the queen laid her beautiful hand on her bosom. 

‘“ Then give me that letter, madame,” said the chancellor. 

‘I will give it to none but the king, sir,” said Anne. 

‘If the king had desired that the letter should be given 
to him, madame, he would have demanded it of you him- 
self ; and if you do not give it up + 

Vell pe? 

‘He has, then, charged me to take it from you.” 

“How? What do you mean ? ” 

“That my orders go far, madame; and that I am 
authorized to seek for the suspected paper, even on the 
person of your Majesty.” 

“What horror!” cried the queen. 
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‘Be kind enough, then, madame, to act more com- 
pliantly.” 

“This conduct is infamously violent! Do you know 
that, sir?” 

“The king commands it, madame. Excuse me.” 

“I will not suffer it; no, no, I would rather die ! ” cried 
the queen, in whom the imperious blood of Spain and 
Austria began to rise. 

The chancellor made a profound reverence. Then, with 
the quite evident intention of not yielding an inch in the 
accomplishment of the commission with which he was 
charged, and as the attendant of an executioner might have 
done in the chamber of torture, he approached Anne of 
Austria, from whose eyes at the same instant sprang tears 
of rage. 

The queen was, as we have said, of great beauty. The 
commission might, then, pass for a delicate one; and the 
king, in his jealousy of Buckingham, had reached the point 
of being no longer jealous of any one. 

Undoubtedly the chancellor Séguier looked about at that 
moment for the rope of the famous bell. But, not find- 
ing it, he summoned his resolution, and stretched out his 
hands toward the place where the queen had acknowledged 
the paper was to be found. 

Anne of Austria took one step backward, grew so pale 
that it might be said she was dying, and leaning with her 
left hand, to keep herself from falling, upon a table behind 
her, she with her right hand drew the paper from her bosom, 
and held it out to the keeper of the seals. 

‘ There, sir, there is that letter ! ”” cried the queen, in 
a broken and trembling voice; ‘take it, and deliver me 
from your odious presence.”’ 

The chancellor, who on his part trembled with an emotion 
easily conceived, took the letter, bowed to the ground, and 
retired. 

The door was scarcely closed upon him when the queen 
sank, half fainting, into the arms of her women. 

The chancellor carried the letter to the king without 
having read a single word of it. The king took it with a 
trembling hand, looked for the address, which was wanting, 
became very pale, opened it slowly, then seeing by the first 
words that it was addressed to the king of Spain, he read it 
rapidly. 

It was nothing but a plan of an attack against the cardinal. 
The queen urged her brother and the emperor of Austria, 
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hurt as they really were by Richelieu’s policy, the eternal 
object of which was the abasement of the house of Austria, 
to pretend to declare war against France, and as a condition 
of peace to insist upon the dismissal of the cardinal. But 
as to love, there was not a single word about it in all the 
letter. 

The king, quite delighted, inquired whether the cardinal 
was still at the Louvre. He was told that his Eminence 
was waiting his Majesty’s orders in his office. 

The king went straight to him. 

‘There, duke,”’ said he, ‘you were right, and I was 
wrong. The whole intrigue is political, and there is not 
the least question of love here in this letter. But, on the 
other hand, there is great question of you.” 

The cardinal took the letter and read it with the greatest 
attention. Then when he had reached the end of it he 
read it a second time. 

“Well, your Majesty,” said he, “‘ you see how far my 
enemies go; they threaten you with two wars if you do 
not dismiss me. In your place, in truth, sire, I should 
yield to such powerful demands ; and on my part, it would 
be a real happiness to withdraw from public affairs.” 

-® What’s that you are saying, duke ? ” 

“I say, sire, that my health is sinking under these burden- 
some struggles and these never-ending labours. I say that 
according to all probability I shall not be able to undergo 
the fatigues of the siege of Rochelle, and that it would be 
far better that you should appoint there either M. de Condé, 
M. de Bassompierre, or some valiant gentleman whose busi- 
ness is war, and not me, who am a churchman, and who am 
constantly turned aside from my real vocation to look after 
matters for which I have no aptitude. You would be the 
happier for it at home, sire, and I do not doubt you would 
be the greater for it abroad.” 

“Duke,” said the king, ‘‘I understand you. Be assured, 
all who are named in that letter shall be punished as they 
deserve, and the queen herself.” 

‘What do you say, sire ? God forbid that the queen 
should suffer the least uneasiness on my account! She has 
always believed me to be her enemy, sire, although your 
Majesty can bear witness that I have always taken her 
a warmly, even against you. Oh, if she betrayed your 

ajesty on the side of your honour, ‘it would be quite an- 
other thing, and I should be the first ‘to say, ‘ No mercy, sire 
—no mercy for the guilty!’ Fortunately, there is nothing 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 159 


of the kind, and your Majesty has just acquired a fresh 
proof of it.” 

“That is true, cardinal,” said the king, ‘“ and you were 
right, as you always are; but the queen none the less 
deserves all my anger.” 

“Sire, you have now incurred hers. And even if she 
were to be seriously offended, I could well understand it, 
Your Majesty has treated her with severit 13 

“So I shall always treat my enemies and yours, duke, 
however high they may be placed, and whatever peril I 
may incur in acting severely towards them.” 

“The queen is my enemy, but not yours, sire. On the 
contrary, she is a devoted, submissive, and irreproachable 
wife. Allow me then, sire, to intercede for her with your 
Majesty.” 

‘ Let her humble herself, then, and come to me first.” 

“On the contrary, sire, set the example. You have 
committed the first wrong, since it was you who suspected 
the queen.” 

“What! I make advances first?” said the king. 
“Never!” 

“Sire, I entreat you to do so.” 

“ Besides, how can I make advances first ?” 

4 “ By doing a thing which you know will be agreeable to 
eon 

“ What is that >?” 

“Give a ball; you know how much the queen loves 
dancing. I will answer for it, her resentment will not hold 
out against such an attention.” 

'“ Cardinal, you know that I do not like mundane 
pleasures.” 

‘* The queen will only be the more grateful to you, as she 
knows your antipathy for that amusement. Besides, it will 
be an opportunity for her to wear those beautiful diamonds 
which you gave her recently, on her birthday, and with 
which she has since had no occasion to adorn herself.” 

‘“ We shall see, cardinal, we shall see,’”’ said the king, 
who, in his joy at finding the queen guilty of a crime which 
he cared little about, and innocent of a fault of which he 
had great dread, was ready to make up all differences with 
her—‘“‘ we shall see; but, upon my honour, you are too 
indulgent toward her.” 

. ‘ Sire,’”’ said the cardinal, ‘ leave severity to your minis- 
ters. Clemency is a royal virtue; employ it, and you will 
find you will profit by it.” | 
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Upon which the cardinal, hearing the clock strike eleven, 
bowed low, demanding permission of the king to retire, and 
supplicating him to come to a good understanding with the 

ueen. 

? Anne of Austria, who, in consequence of the seizure of 
her letter, expected reproaches, was much astonished the 
next day to see the king make some attempts at reconcilia- 
tion with her. Her first movement was one of repulse ; 
her womanly pride and her queenly dignity had both been 
so cruelly outraged that she could not come round at once. 
But, overcome by the advice of her women, she at last 
had the appearance of beginning to forget. The king took 
advantage of this favourable moment to tell her that he 
had the intention of shortly giving a fête. 

A fête was so rare a thing for poor Anne of Austria that 
at this announcement, as the cardinal had predicted, the 
last trace of her resentment disappeared, if not from her 
heart, at least from her countenance. She asked upon 
what day this féte would take place, but the king replied 
that he must consult the cardinal upon that head. 

In fact, every day the king asked the cardinal when this 
féte should take place, and every day the cardinal, under 
some pretence or other, deferred fixing it. Ten days passes 
away in this manner. 

A week after the scene we have described the cardinal 
received a letter with the London stamp, which contained 
only these few lines :— 

‘I have them, but I am unable to leave London for 
want of money. Send me five hundred pistoles, and four 
or five days after I have received them I shall be in Paris.”’ 

On the same day that the cardinal received this letter 
the king put his customary question to him. 

Richelieu counted on his fingers, and said to himselt,— 

‘She will arrive, she says, four or five days after having 
received the money. It will require four or five days for 
the transmission of the money, four or five days for her to 
return; that makes ten days. Now, allowing for contrary 
winds, accidents, and woman’s frailties, we cannot make 
it, altogether, less than twelve days.” 

“Well, duke,’ said the king, “have you made your 
calculations ? ” 

“Yes, sire. To-day is the 2oth of September. The 
ar of the city give a fête on the 3rd of October. 

hat will fall in wonderfully well. You will not appear 
to have gone out of your way to please the queen.” 
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Then the cardinal added,— 

“By the way, sire, do not forget to tell her Majesty, 
the evening before the ball, that you would like to see how 
her diamond studs become her.” 


CHAPTER XVII. 
BONACIEUX’S HOUSEHOLD, 


Ir was the second time the cardinal had mentioned these 
diamond studs to the king. Louis XIII. was struck with 
his insistence, and began to fancy that this recommenda- 
tion concealed some mystery. 

More than once the king had been humiliated that the 
cardinal—whose police, without having yet attained the 
perfection of the modern police, was excellent—was better 
informed than himself even upon what was going on in 
his own household. He hoped, then, in a conversation 
with Anne of Austria, to obtain some additional informa- 
tion, and afterwards to come upon his Eminence with some 
secret which the cardinal either knew or did not know, 
but which, in either case, would raise him infinitely in his 
minister’s eyes. 

He went, then, to the queen, and, according to his custom, 
approached her with new threats against those who sur- 
rounded her. Anne of Austria hung down her head, allowed 
the torrent to flow on without replying, and hoped that 
it would finally cease of itself. But this was not what 
Louis XIII. wanted. Louis XIII. wanted a discussion, 
from which some light or other might break, convinced as 
he was that the cardinal was practising some dissimulation, 
and was preparing for him one of those terrible surprises 
which his Eminence was so skilful in getting up. He 
arrived at this end by his persistence in accusation. 

“But,” cried Anne of Austria, tired of these vague 
attacks—“‘ but, sire, you do not tell me all that you have 
in your heart. What have I done, then? Let me know 
what crime I have committed. It is impossible that your 
Majesty can make all this ado about a letter written to my 
brother ! ” 

The king, attacked in so direct a manner, did not know 
what to answer. He thought that this was the moment to 
express the desire which he was to make only on the eve of 
the ball. 
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“Madame,” said he, with dignity, ‘there will shortly 
be a ball at the City Hall. I wish that, in honour to our 
worthy provosts, you should appear at it in state dress, 
and particularly ornamented with the diamond studs which 
I gave you on your birthday. That is my answer.” 

It was a terrible answer. Anne of Austria believed that 
Louis XIII. knew all, and that the cardinal had persuaded 
him to employ this long dissimulation of seven or eight 
days, which, to be sure, was characteristic of the king also. 
She became excessively pale, leaned her beautiful hand 
upon a stand, a hand which then appeared like one of wax, 
and looking at the king, with terror in her eyes, she was 
unable to reply by a single syllable. 

“You hear, madame,” said the king, who enjoyed this 
embarrassment to its full extent, but without guessing the 
cause—“ you hear, madame ? ”’ 

“Yes, sire, I hear,” stammered the queen. 

:: You will appear at this ball ? ” 

LL Yes.” 

“ And with those studs ? ”” 

ae Yes.’ 

The queen’s paleness increased, if possible. The king 
perceived it, and enjoyed it with that cold cruelty which 
was one of the worst sides of his character. 

“Then that is agreed upon,” said the king, “ and that 
is all I had to say to you.” 

: “But on what day will this ball take place ?”’ asked 
Anne of Austria. 

Louis XIII. felt instinctively that he ought not to reply 
to.this question, the queen having put it in an almost 
inaudible voice. 

‘Oh, very shortly, madame,” said he; “‘ but I do not 
recollect the exact date of the day. I will ask the cardinal.” 

“Tt was the cardinal, then, who informed you of this 
ball ?”’ cried the queen. 

.‘“Yes, madame,” replied the astonished king. ‘ But 
why do you ask that ? ” 

“It was he who told you to ask me to appear there with 
those studs ? ” 

“That is to say, madame 

‘€ It was he, sire, it was he!” 

‘ Well, and what does it signify whether it was he or I? 
Is there any crime in this request ? ” 

mNOuSiten: 

* Then you will appear ?” 


»» 
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** Ves, sire.” 

“Very well,” said the king, retiring—‘“‘ very well; J 
count on it.” 

The queen made a curtsy, less from etiquette than be- 
cause her knees were sinking under her. 

“T am lost,” murmured the queen, “‘ lost! for the cardinal 
knows all, and it is he who urges on the king, who as yet 
knows nothing, but will soon know everything. Iam lost! 
My God, my God!” 

She knelt upon a cushion and prayed, with her head 
buried between her palpitating arms. 

In fact, her position was terrible. Buckingham had re- 
turned to London, Madame de Chevreuse was at Tours. 
More closely watched than ever, the queen felt certain that 
one of her women was playing her false, but she could not 
know to tell which. La Porte could not leave the Louvre. 
She had not a soul in the world in whom she could confide. 

Thus, while contemplating the misfortune which threat- 
ened her and the abandonment in which she was left, she 
broke out into sobs and tears. 

“Can I be of no service to your Majesty ?”’ said all at 
once a voice full of sweetness and pity. 

The queen turned quickly round, for there could be no 
mistake in the tone of that voice. It was a friend who spoke 
thus. 

In fact, at one of the doors which opened into the queen’s 
apartment appeared the pretty Madame Bonacieux. She 
had been engaged in arranging the dresses and linen in a 
closet when the king entered. She could not get out, and 
had heard all. 
| The queen uttered a piercing cry at finding herself dis- 
covered, for in her trouble she did not at first recognize the 
young woman who had been given to her by La Porte. 

‘ Oh, fear nothing, madame!” said the young woman, 
clasping her hands, and weeping herself at the queen’s 
sorrow; ‘I am your Majesty’s, body and soul, and how- 
ever far I may be from you, however inferior may be my 
position, I believe I have discovered a means of extricating 
your Majesty from your trouble.” 

“You! O heaven, you!” cried the queen; “ but look 
me in the face. I am betrayed on all sides. Can I trust in 

OU 2% 

“O madame!” cried the young woman, falling on her 

knees, ‘upon my soul, I am ready to die for your Ma- 


jesty.” 


164. THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 


This expression came from the very bottom of the heart, 
and, like the first, there was no mistaking it. 

“Yes,” continued Madame Bonacieux—“ yes, there are 
traitors here; but by the holy name of the Virgin, I swear 
that none is more devoted to your Majesty than I am. 
Those studs which the king speaks of, you gave them to 
the Duke of Buckingham, did you not? Those studs 
were in a little rosewood box, which he held under his 
arm ? Am Î mistaken ? Is it not so, madame?” 

ce Ye et 

‘Well, those studs,’”’ continued Madame Bonacieux, “‘ we 
must have them back again.” 

Yes, without doubt, it is necessary,” cried the queen. 
But what can be done ? How can it be effected ?” 

‘ Some one must be sent to the duke.” 

** But who, who ? In whom can I trust?” 

‘ Place confidence in me, madame. Do me that honour, 
my queen, and I will find a messenger.” 

“ But I must write.” 

‘Oh yes; that is indispensable. Two words from the 
hand of your Majesty and your own private seal.” 

‘ But these two words are my condemnation, divorce, 
exile!” 

“Yes, if they fell into infamous hands. But I will 
answer for these two words being delivered to their ad- 
dress.”’ 

“Oh, my God! I must then place my life, my honour, 
my reputation, all in your hands ?” 

“Ves, yes, madame, you must, and I will save them all.” 

* But how—tell me at least how ?” 

“My husband was set at liberty two or three days ago. I 
have not yet had time to see him again. He is a worthy, 
honest man, who entertains neither love nor hatred for any- 
body. He will do anything I wish. He will set out, upon 
receiving an order from me, without knowing what he 
carries, and he will remit your Majesty’s letter, without 
ge knowing it is from your Majesty, to the address which 

t bears.” 

The queen took the young woman’s two hands with 4 
burst of emotion, gazed at her as if to read her very heart, 
and seeing nothing but sincerity in her beautiful eyes, 
kissed her tenderly. 

‘“ Do that,” cried she, ‘ and you will have saved my life, 
you will have saved my honour !”’ 

‘ Oh, do not exaggerate the service I have the happiness 
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to render your Majesty. I have nothing to save for your 
Majesty. You are only the victim of perfidious plots.” 

‘ That is true, that is true, my child,” said the queen ; 
** you are right.” 

“ Give me, then, that letter, madame. Time presses.’ 

The queen ran to a little table, upon which were pens, 
ink, and paper. She wrote two lines, sealed the letter with 
her private seal, and gave it to Madame Bonacieux. 

‘* And now,” said the queen, ‘‘ we are forgetting one very 
necessary thing.” 

‘What is that, madame ? ” 

‘ Money.” 

Madame Bonacieux blushed. 

“Ves, that is true,” said she ; ‘ and I will confess to your 
Majesty that my husband ri 

“Your husband has none. Is that what you mean? ” 

‘* Oh yes, he has some, but he is very close; that is his 
fault. Nevertheless, let not your Majesty be uneasy ; we 
will find means ie 

“ And I have none either,”’ said the queen. (Those who 
have read the Memoirs of Madame de Motteville will not be 
astonished at this reply.) ‘‘ But wait a minute,” 

Anne of Austria ran to her jewel-case. 

“ Here,” said she—" here is a ring of great value, as I 
have been told. It came from my brother, the king of 
Spain. It is mine, and I am at liberty to dispose of it. 
Take this ring, turn it into money, and let your husband 
Set lobe 

‘In an hour you shall be obeyed, madame.” 

“You see the address,”’ said the queen, speaking so low 
that Madame Bonacieux could hardly hear what she said— 
“ To my Lord Duke of Buckingham, London.” 

“The letter shall be given to him.” 

** Generous girl ! ’’ cried Anne of Austria. 

Madame Bonacieux kissed the queen’s hands, concealed the 
paper in the bosom of her dress, and disappeared with the 
lightness of a bird. 

Ten minutes afterwards she was at home. As she told the 
queen, she had not seen her husband since his liberation ; 
she was ignorant of the change that had taken place in him 
with respect to the cardinal—a change which had since 
been strengthened by two or three visits from the Comte 
de Rochefort, who had become Bonacieux’s best friend, and 
who had persuaded him without great difficulty that noth- 
ing culpable had been intended by the carrying off of his 
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wife, but that it was only a piece of political precau- 
tion. 

She found Bonacieux alone. The poor man, with much 
trouble, was putting his house in order, the furniture of 
which he had found mostly broken, and his chests and 
drawers mostly empty, the administration of justice not 
being one of the three things which King Solomon named 
as leaving no traces of their passage. The maidservant 
had run away at the moment of her master’s arrest. Terror 
had had such an effect upon the poor girl that after leaving 
Paris she had never stopped walking a minute till she 
reached Burgundy, her native place. 

The worthy mercer had, immediately on entering his 
house, communicated to his wife the news of his happy 
return, and his wife had replied by congratulating him, 
and telling him that the first moment she could steal from 
her duties should be devoted to paying him a visit. 

This first moment had been delayed five days, which, 
under any other circumstances, might have appeared rather 
long to M. Bonacieux. But he had, in the visit he had 
made to the cardinal, and in the visits Rochefort had made 
him, ample subjects for reflection ; and, as everybody knows, 
nothing makes time pass more quickly than reflection. 

This was the more so because Bonacieux’s reflections were 
all rose-coloured. Rochefort called him his friend, his dear 
Bonacieux, and never ceased telling him that the cardinal 
thought a great deal of him. The mercer fancied himself 
already on the high road to henours and fortune. 

Madame Bonacieux had also reflected, but, it must be 
admitted, upon something widely different from ambition. 
In spite of herself, her thoughts constantly reverted to 
that handsome young man who was so brave and ap- 
peared to be so much in love. Married at eighteen to M. 
Bonacieux, having always lived among her husband’s 
friends, people thoroughly incapable of inspiring any senti- 
ment whatever in a young woman whose heart was above 
her position, Madame Bonacieux had remained insensible 
to common seductions. But at this period the title of noble- 
man had a particularly great influence with the citizen class, 
and D’Artagnan was a nobleman. Besides, he wore the 
uniform of the guards, which, next to that of the musketeers, 
was most admired by the ladies. He was, we repeat, hand- 
some, young, and bold; he spoke of love like a man who 
did love, and was anxious to be loved in return. There was 
certainly more than enough in all this to turn a head only 
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twenty-three years old, and Madame Bonacieux had just 
attained that happy period of life. 

The married couple, then, although they had not seen each 
other for more than a week, and although during that time 
serious events, in which both were concerned, had taken 
place, accosted each other with a certain amount of pre- 
occupation. Nevertheless, M. Bonacieux manifested real 
joy, and advanced towards his wife with open arms. 

Madame Bonacieux offered him her forehead to kiss. 

“Let us talk a little,” said she. ! 

* What!” said Bonacieux, astonished. 

“Yes; Ihave something of great importance to tell you.” 

“ True, ? said he; “and I also have some quite serious 
questions to put to you. Describe to me how ‘you were 
carried off, I beg of you. x 

On that does not concern us now, 
Bonacieux. 

“What? My captivity ?” 

“TI heard of it the day it happened ; but as you were not 
guilty of any crime, as you were not guilty of any intrigue, 
as you, in short, knew nothing that could compromise your- 
self or anybody else, I attached no more importance to that 
event than it deserved.” 

“You speak very lightly of it, madame,” said Bonacieux, 
hurt at the little interest his wife seemed to take in him. 
“Do you know that I was buried during a whole day and 
a whole night in a dungeon of the Bastille ?” 

“Oh, a day and night soon pass away. Let us leave your 

imprisonment, then, and return to what brings me to you. 
, “What! to what brings you to me? Is it not the desire 
of seeing a husband again from whom you have been 
separated for a week?” asked the mercer, very much 
piqued. 

“Yes, that first, and other things afterwards.” 

“ Speak, then.” 

“Tt is a thing of the highest interest, and upon which our 
future fortune perhaps depends.” 

‘The complexion of our fortune has changed very much 
since I saw you, Madame Bonacieux, and I should net be 
astonished if, in the course of a few months, it were to 
excite the envy of many folks.” 

“Yes, particularly if you will follow the instructions I 
am about to give you.’ 

LES Me ? LE . 

: “Yes, you. There is a good and holy action to be pér- 


LE] 


said Madame 
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formed, sir, and much money to be gained at the same 
time.” 

Madame Bonacieux knew that in speaking of money to 
her husband she attacked him on his weak side. But a 
man, even though he be a mercer, after he has talked ten 
minutes with the Cardinal Richelieu, is no longer the same 
man. 

“Much money to be gained ?” said Bonacieux, pro- 
truding his lip. 

SeVessmaichic: 

“ About how much, pray ? ” 

‘ A thousand pistoles, perhaps.” 

“Humph! What you have to ask of me, then, is very 
serious ? ” 

Soltis indeedes 

‘“ What is to be done ?” 

“You must set out immediately. I will give you a paper 
which you must not part with on any account, and which 
you will deliver into the proper hands.” 

“ And where am I to go?” 

‘ London.” 

“I go to London! You are joking. I have nothing to 
do in London.” 

“ But others require that you should go there.” 

“But who are those others? I warn you that I will 
never again work in the dark, and that I will know not 
only to what I expose myself, but for whom I expose my- 
Selity 

“An illustrious person sends you, an illustrious person 
awaits you. The recompense will exceed your expectations ; 
that is all I promise you.’ 

‘“ More intrigues! nothing but intrigues! Thank you, 
madame; I am aware of them now. The cardinal has en- 
lightened me on that head.” 

“The cardinal ?’’ cried Madame Bonacieux. ‘ Have 
you seen the cardinal pis 

‘ He sent for me,’’ answered the mercer proudly. 

‘ And you went, you imprudent man ! ” 

‘ Well, I can’t say I had much choice in going or not 
going, for I was taken to him between two guards. I 
must also confess that as I did not then know his Emi- 
nence, if I had been able to decline the visit I should have 
been delighted to do so.” 

‘ He ill-treated you, then ? He threatened you ?”’ 

‘ He gave me his hand, and he called me his friend—his 
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friend! Do you hear that,madame? I am a friend of the 
great cardinal ! ” 

‘ Of the great cardinal ! ” 

“Perhaps you would dispute his right to that title, 
medame ? ” 

“Oh, I would dispute his right to nothing ; but I tell you 
that a minister’s favour is ephemeral, and that a man must 
be mad to attach himself to a minister. There are powers 
above his which do not depend upon the caprice of a man 
or the issue of an event; it is around these powers we 
must rally.” 

“I am sorry for it, madame, but I acknowledge no other 
power than that of the great man whom I have the honour 
to serve.” 

“ You serve the cardinal ? ” 

“Yes, madame; and as his servant I will not allow you to 
be concerned in plots against the safety of the state, or to 
assist in the intrigues of a woman who is not a French- 
woman, and who has a Spanish heart. Fortunately, we 
have the great cardinal; his vigilant eye watches over all 
and penetrates to the bottom of the heart.” 

Bonacieux was repeating, word for word, a sentence which 
he had heard the Comte de Rochefort use. But the poor 
woman, who had reckoned on her husband, and who, in 
that hope, had answered for him to the queen, trembled 
all the more, both at the danger into which she had nearly 
thrown herself, and at the helpless state to which she was 
reduced. Nevertheless, knowing her husband’s weak- 
mess, and more particularly his cupidity, she did not de- 
spair of bringing him round to her purpose. 

: “ Ah, you are a cardinalist, then, sir, are you?” cried 
she ; ‘and you serve the party of those who ill-treat your 
wife and insult your queen ? ” 

‘ Private interests are as nothing before the interests of 
all. I am for those who are saving the state,” said Bona- 
cieux emphatically. 

This was another of Comte de Rochefort’s sentences which 
he had retained, and which he now found the opportunity 
to use. 

‘ And do you know what that state is you talk about ?” 
demanded Madame Bonacieux, shrugging her shoulders. 
‘ Be satisfied with being a plain, straightforward bourgeois, 
and turn your attention toward that side which holds out 
the greatest advantages.” 

‘ Eh, eh ! ” said Bonacieux, slapping a plump, round bag, 
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which gave back a silvery sound ; ‘‘ what do you think of 
this, my lady preacher ? ” 

‘ Where does that money come from ? ” 

‘“ Can’t you guess ?” 

‘“ From the cardinal ? ” 

“From him, and from my friend the Comte de Roche- 
fort.” 

“The Comte de Rochefort ! Why, it was he who carried 
me off!” 

“ Perhaps it was, madame.” 

‘“ And you receive money from that man ! ” 

“Did you not yourself tell me that the carrying off was 
entirely political ? ? 

“Yes; but that abduction had for its object to make me 
betray my mistress, to draw from me, by tortures, confes- 
sions which might have compromised the honour and per- 
haps the life of my august mistress.” 

““Madame,”’ replied Bonacieux, “‘ your august mistress is 
a perfidious "Spaniard, and what the cardinal does is well 
done.” 

“Sir,” said the young woman, ‘ I knew you to be cow- 
ardly, avaricious, and weak, but I never till now believed 
you to be infamous 1 

“Madame,” said Eivmaliens who had never seen his 
wife in a passion, and who retreated before this conjugal 
anger—‘‘ madame, what is that you say ?” 

I say you are a miserable mean creature ! ” continued 
Madame Bonacieux, who saw she was regaining some little 
influence over her husband. ‘‘ You meddle with politics, 
do you, and still more with cardinalist politics? Why, 
you are selling yourself, body and soul, to the devil for 
money ! ” 

“No, but to the cardinal.” 

“ Its the same thing !”’ cried the young woman. ‘* Who 
names Richelieu names Satan.” 

“Hold your tongue! hold your tongue, madame! We 
may be overheard.” 

“Yes, you are right. I should be ashamed for any one to 
know your baseness.”? 

‘ But what do you require of me, then ? Come, let us see.’ 

“T have told you. You must set out instantly, sir ; you 
must accomplish loyally the commission with which I deign 
to charge you; and on that condition I pardon everything, 
I forget everything ; and still further ”"—and she held out 
ber hand to him—“ I give you my love again.” 
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Bonacieux was a coward, and he was avaricious, but he 
loved his wife ; he was softened. A man of fifty cannot long 
harbour malice against a pretty wife of twenty-three. 
Madame Bonacieux saw that he was hesitating. 

‘ Come ! have you made up your mind ? ”’ said she. 

‘ But, my dear love, reflect a little upon what you require 
of me. London is far from Paris, very far, and perhaps the 
commission with which you charge me is not without 
dangers ? ” 

‘ Of what consequence is that, if you avoid them ? ” 

“Well, then, Madame Bonacieux,” said the mercer— 
“well, then, I positively refuse. Intrigues terrify me. I 
have seen the Bastille. Brrrrou! it’s a frightful place that 
Bastille ! Only to think of it makes my flesh creep. They 
threatened’ me with torture. Do you know what the 
torture is ? Wooden points that they stick in between 

our legs till your bones break in pieces! No, positively, 
{ will not go. And, ’sdeath ! why do you not go yourself ? 
For, in truth, I think I have hitherto been deceived in you. 
I really believe you are a man, and a most violent one 
too.” 

“And you—you are a woman, a miserable woman, foolish 
and stupid. You are afraid, are you? Well, if you do not 
go this very instant, I will have you arrested by the queen’s 
orders, and I will have you placed in that Bastille which 
you dread so much.” 

Bonacieux fell into a profound reflection. He turned the 
two angers in his brain—the cardinal’s and the queen’s. 
The cardinal’s predominated enormously. 

_ ‘“Have me arrested on behalf of the queen,” said he, “and 
I—I will appeal to his Eminence.” 

At once Madame Bonacieux saw that she had gone too 
far, and she was terrified at having communicated so much. 
She for a moment contemplated with terror that stupid 
countenance, bearing the imprint of a resolution as in- 
vincible as the resolution of fools overcome by fear. 

‘ Well, be it so ! ” said she. ‘“‘ Perhaps, taking it all in 
all, you areright. In the long run, a man knows more about 
politics than a woman does—particularly you, Monsieur 
Bonacieux, who have conversed with the cardinal. And 
yet it is very hard,”’ added she, “ that a man upon whose 
affection I thought I might depend treats me thus unkindly, 
and will not comply with any of my fancies.” 

‘ That is because your fancies might lead too far,” re- 
plied the triumphant Bonacieux, ‘‘ and I mistrust them.” © 
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“Well, I will give it up, then,” said the young woman, 
sighing. ‘It is well as it is ; say no more about it.” 

ts Supposing, at least, you should tell me what I should 
have to doin London,” replied Bonacieux, who remembered 
a little too late that Rochefort had desired him to endeav- 
our to obtain his wife’s secrets. 

“Tt is of no use for you to know anything about it,” said 
the young woman, who drew back now by an instinctive 
mistrust. ‘It was about one of those follies of interest to 
women, a purchase by which much might have been gained.” 

But the more the young woman fought shy of committing 
herself, the more important Bonacieux conceived to be the 
secret which she declined to communicate to him. He 
resolved, then, that instant to hasten to the Comte de 
Rochefort, and tell him that the queen was looking for a 
messenger to send to London. 

‘Pardon me for leaving you, my dear Madame Bona- 
cieux,” said he ; ‘‘ but not knowing you would come to see me, 
I had made an engagement with a friend. I shall soon re- 
turn; andif you will wait only a few minutes for me, as soon 
as I have concluded my business with that friend, I will 
come to get you; and as it is growing late, I will conduct you 
back to the Louvre.” 

“No, thank you, sir; you are not brave enough to be of 
any use to me whatever,” replied Madame Bonacieux. “ 
shall return very safely to the Louvre by myself.” 

‘ As you please, Madame Bonacieux,” said the ex-mercer. 
‘€ Shall I have the pleasure of seeing you soon again ? ” 

“Yes; next week I hope my duties will afford me a little 
liberty, and I will take advantage of it to come and set 
things to rights here, as they must be somewhat upset.” 

is Very well ; I shall expect you. You are not angry with 
me?” 

Who ?—I ? Oh, not the least in the world.” 

“ Farewell till then.” 

ee lillethen=s, 

Bonacieux kissed his wife’s hand and set off at a quick 

ace. 

‘ Well,” said Madame Bonacieux, when her husband had 
shut the street door and she found herself alone, “‘ the only 
thing still lacking that fool was to become a cardinalist ! 
And I, who have answered for him to the queen—I, who 
have promised my poor mistress—ah, my God! my God! 
she will take me for one of those wretches who swarm the 
palace, and are placed about her as spies! Ah, Monsieur 
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Bonacieux, I never did love you much, but now it is 
worse than ever. I hate you! and by my word you shall 
pay for this!” 

At the moment she spoke these words a rap on the ceiling 
made her raise her head, and a voice which reached her 
through the ceiling cried,— 

“ Dear Madame Bonacieux, open the little side door for 
me, and | will come down to you.” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE LOVER AND THE HUSBAND. 


“Arf, madame,” said D’Artagnan, as he entered by the 
door which the young woman had opened for him, “ allow 
me to tell you that you have a sorry husband there.” 

“Then you overheard our conversation ? ”’ asked Madame 
Bonacieux eagerly, and looking at D’Artagnan with much 
uneasiness. 

‘“ The whole of it.” 

‘“ But, my God! how could you do that ?” 

“By a method known to myself, and by which I likewise 
overheard the more animated conversation which you had 
with the cardinal’s bailiffs.” 

““ And what did you understand by what we said ? ” 

** A thousand things. In the first place, that, fortunately, 
your husband is a simpleton and a fool. In the next place, 
that you are in trouble, of which I am very glad, as it gives 
me an opportunity of placing myself at your service; and 
God knows I am ready to throw myself into the fire for 
you. And that the queen wants a brave, intelligent, de- 
voted man to make a journey to London for her. I have, 
at least, two of the three qualities you stand in need of, 
and here I am.” 

Madame Bonacieux made no reply, but her heart beat 
with joy, and a secret hope shone in her eyes. 

‘ And what pledge can you give me,” asked she, ‘if I 
consent to confide this message to you ?” 

“My lovefor you. Speak! command! WhatmustI do?” 

“My God! my God!” murmured the young woman, 
“ought I to confide such a secret to you, sir? You are 
almost a boy!” 

‘I suppose, then, you require some one to answer for 
me?” 
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‘I admit that that would reassure me greatly,” 

‘ Do you know Athos ?” 

ee No.”’ 

“Porthos ? ”? 

LL No.”’ 

“ Aramis ?” 

“No; who are these gentlemen ? ” 

“Three of the king’s musketeers. Do you know M. de 
Tréville, their captain ? ” 

“Oh yes, him; I know him—not personally, but from 
having heard the queen speak of him more than once as a 
brave and loyal gentleman.” 

“You are not afraid that he would betray you to the 
cardinal, are you ? ” 

‘ Oh no, certainly not.” 

‘“ Well, reveal your secret to him, and ask him whether, 
however important, however valuable, however terrible it 
may be, you may not safely confide it to me.” 

‘ But this secret is not mine, and I cannot reveal it in this 
manner.” 

“Why, you were going to confide it to M. Bonacieux,” 
said D’Artagnan in vexation. 

‘As we confide a letter to the hollow of a tree, to the 
wing of a pigeon, or the collar of a dog.” 

‘“ And yet—you see plainly that I love you.” 

“You say so.” 

‘I am an honourable man.” 

‘© I believe so.” 

‘I am brave.” 

“Oh, I am sure of that.” 

“Then put me to the proof.” 

Madame Bonacieux, restrained by a last hesitation, looked 
at the young man. But there was such ardour in his eyes, 
such persuasion in his voice, that she felt herself drawn 
on to place confidence in him. Besides, she was ir one of 
those circumstances in which everything must be risked for 
the sake of everything. The queen might also be as much 
injured by too great discretion as by too great confidence, 
and—let us admit it—the involuntary sentiment which she 
felt for her young protector compelled her to speak. 

‘ Listen,” said she ; “‘ I yield to your protestations, I sub- 
mit to your assurances. But I swear to you, before God who 
hears us, that if you betray me, and my enemies pardon me, 
I will kill myself while accusing you of my death.” 

“And I—I swear to you before God, madame,” said 
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D’Artagnan, “that if I am taken while accomplishing the 
orders you give me, I will die sooner than do anything or 
say anything that may compromise any one.” 

Then the young woman confided to him the terrible secret, 
a part of which had already been revealed to him, by chance, 
in front of the Samaritaine. 

This was their mutual declaration of love. 

D’Artagnan was radiant with joy and pride. This secret 
which he possessed, this woman whom he loved—confidence 
and love made him a giant. 

“T will go,” said he ; “I will go at once.” 

“How! you will go!” said Madame Bonacieux ; 
your regiment, your captain ?” 

“By my soul, you made me forget all that, dear Con- 
stance! Yes, you are right; I must obtain leave of ab- 
sence.” 

‘ That is another obstacle,” murmured Madame Bona 
cieux sorrowfully. 

“Whatever it may be,” cried D’Artagnan, after a mo 
ment of reflection, “‘ I shall surmount it, be assured.” 

56 How ? wv 

“ I will go this very evening to M. de Tréville, whom I will 
request to ask this favour for me of his brother-in-law, M. 
des Essarts.” 

‘ But still there is another thing.” 

“ What is that ? ”’ asked D’Artagnan, seeing that Madame 
Bonacieux hesitated to proceed. 

“You have, perhaps, no money ?” 

‘“ Perhaps is too much,” said D’Artagnan, smiling. 

“Then,” replied Madame Bonacieux, opening a cupboard 
and taking from it the very bag which half an hour before 
her husband had caressed so affectionately, ‘take this 
bag.” 

“The cardinal’s ? ” cried D’Artagnan, breaking into a loud 
laugh, he having heard, as may be remembered, thanks to 
his broken floor, every syllable of the conversation between 
the mercer and his wife. 

‘The cardinal’s,” replied Madame Bonacieux. ‘“ You 
see it makes a very respectable appearance.” 

“Zounds!”’ cried D’Artagnan, “it will be a doubly 
amusing affair to save the queen with his Eminence’s 
money !” 

“You are an amiable and charming young man!”’ said 
Madame Bonacieux. ‘ Be assured you will not find her 
Majesty ungrateful.” 
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“Oh, I am already more than recompensed!” cried 
D’Artagnan. “TI love you; you permit me to tell you that 
I do; that is already more happiness than I dared to hope 
for.” 

‘ Silence |’? said Madame Bonacieux, starting 

eV Hace Nie 

‘ Some one is talking i in the street.” 

“Tt is the voice of 

““Of my husband! Oh yes, I recognized it!” 

D’Artagnan ran to the door and pushed the bolt. 

“He shall not come in before I am gone,” said he; “and 
when I am gone, you can open the door for him.” 

“ But I ought to be gone too. And the disappearance of 
this money—how am I to justify it if I am here ?” 

“You are right. We must go out.” 

“Go out? How? He will see us if we go out.” 

* Then you must come up into my room.” 

*“ Ah,” said Madame Bonacieux, “you say that in a tone 
which terrifies me!” 

Madame Bonacieux pronounced these words with tears in 
hereyes. D’Artagnan saw these tears, and much disturbed, 
softened, he threw himself at her feet. 

“In my apartment you will be as safe as in a temple. I 
give you my word asa eeu Reale 

“Let us go, then. I place full confidence in you, my 
friend.” 

D’Artagnan carefully drew back the bolt, and both, light 
as shadows, glided through the interior door into the passage, 
ascended the stairs as quietly as possible, and entered 
D’Artagnan’s apartment. 

Once in his apartment, for greater security the young 
man barricaded the door. They both went up to the 
window, and through a slit in the shutter they saw M. 
Bonacieux talking with a man in a cloak. 

At the sight of this man D’Artagnan started, half drew 
his sword, and sprang towards the door. 

It was the man of Meung. 

“What are you going to do ?”’ cried Madame Bonacieux. 
“You will ruin us all!” 

“But I have sworn to kill that man!” said D’Art- 
agnan. 

‘ At this time your life is devoted, and does not belong 
to you! In the name of the queen I forbid you to throw 
yourself into any danger which is foreign to that of your 
journey ! ” 
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* And do you command nothing in your own name ? ” 

“In my name,” said Madame Bonacieux, with great 
emotion—""in my name I beg of you! But listen; they 
appear to be speaking of me.” 

D’Artagnan drew near the window and listened. 

M. Bonacieux had opened his door, and seeing the apart- 
ment empty, had returned to the man in the cloak, whom 
he had left alone for an instant. 

‘ She is gone,” said he; ‘she must have gone back to 
the Louvre.” 

“You are sure,” replied the stranger, ‘‘ that she did not 
suspect the intention you had when you went out ?” 

“No,” replied Bonacieux, with a self-sufficient air, ‘ she 
is too superficial a woman.” 

“Is the young guardsman at home ? ” 

‘I do not think he is. As you see, his shutter is closed, 
and there is no light shining through the chinks of the 
shutters.” 

“ That’s true, but it’s just as well to be certain.” 

“How can we be so ? ” 

‘“ By knocking at his door. Go.” 

“JT will ask his servant.” 

Bonacieux went into the house again, passed through the 
same door that had afforded a passage for the two fugitives, 
went up to D’Artagnan’s door, and knocked. 

No one answered. Porthos, to make a greater display, 
had that evening borrowed Planchet. D’Artagnan him- 
self took care not to give the least sign of existence. 

At the moment that Bonacieux’s fist sounded on the 
door the two young people felt their hearts bound within 
them. 

“There is nobody in his room,” said Bonacieux. 

“ All the same let us walk into your apartment. We 
shall be safer there than in the doorway.” 

‘ Oh, good God!” whispered Madame Bonacieux, ‘ we 
shall hear no more.” 

‘ On the contrary,” said D’Artagnan, “‘ we shall hear all 
the better.” 

D’Artagnan raised the three or four tiles which made of 
his chamber another ear of Dionysius, spread a carpet, went 
down upon his knees, and made a sign to Madame Bonacieux 
to stoop down toward the opening, as he did. 

“You are sure there is nobody there ?” said the un- 
known. 

‘“ T will answer for it,” said Bonacieux, 


> 
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“And you think that your wife de 

‘“ Has returned to the Louvre.” 

‘Without speaking to any one but yourself ? ” 

I am sure of it.” 

‘ Please to understand that is an important point.” 

‘So the news I brought you, then, has some value “4 

“A very great value, my dear Bonacieux. I don’t 
attempt to deny it.” 

“Then the cardinal will be pleased with me ?” 

‘ No doubt he will.” 

“The great cardinal ! ” 

‘Are you sure that in her conversation with you your 
wife mentioned no proper names ?”’ 

‘I don’t think she did.” 

‘She did not name Madame de Chevreuse, the Duke of 
Buckingham, or Madame de Vernet ?” 

“No ; she only told me she wished to send me to London 
to further the interests of an illustrious personage.” : 

‘ Oh, the traitor ! ” murmured Madame Bonacieux. 

“ Silence ! ” whispered D’Artagnan, taking a hand which, 
without thinking of it, she suffered him to retain. 

‘“ Nevertheless,’’ continued the man in the cloak, “it was 
rery silly of you not to have feigned to accept the mission, 
You would now be in possession of the letter; the state, 
which is now threatened, would be safe ; and you 3 

al Neal ba 

“Well, you—the cardinal would have given you letters 
of nobility.” 

“ Did he tell you so ? ” 

“Ves, I know that he meant to afford you that agreeable 
surprise.” 

‘ Be calm,” replied Bonacieux ; ‘‘ my wife adores me, and 
there is still plenty of time.” 

“The silly fool !’’ murmured Madame Bonacieux. 

‘ Silence !”? said D’Artagnan, pressing her hand more 
tightly. 

“What do you mean by there being still time ?”” asked 
the man in the cloak. 

“TI will go to the Louvre; I will ask for Madame Bona- 
cieux 3 I will tell her I have reflected upon the matter; I will 
resume the affair, obtain the letter, and then hasten directly 
to the cardinal’s.” 

‘“ Well, begone then! Make all possible haste. I will 
shortly come back to learn the result of your plan,” 

The unknown went out, 
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‘“ The wretch ! ” said Madame Bonacieux, addressing this 
other affectionate epithet to her husband. 

“Silence, once more!” said D’Artagnan, pressing her 
hand still more tightly. 

A terrible howling interrupted these reflections of D’Ar- 
tagnan and Madame Bonacieux. It was her husband, who 
had discovered the disappearance of his money-bag, and 
was screaming out, ‘‘ Thieves! thieves!” 

Bonacieux cried for a long time. But as such cries, on 
account of their frequency, did not attract much notice in 
the Rue des Fossoyeurs, and as, besides, the mercer’s house 
had not been for some time in very good repute, finding that 
nobody came, he went out, continuing to cry aloud, and his 
voice died away in the direction of the Rue du Bac. 

‘Now he is gone, it is your turn to go,” said Madame 


Bonacieux. “Have courage, but above all, prudence, 
and remember that it is your duty to the queen ! ” 
“To her and to you!” cried D’Artagnan. ‘“ Be satis- 


fied, lovely Constance. I shall become worthy of her 
gratitude, but shall I likewise return worthy of your love ? ” 

The young woman replied only by the vivid blush which 
mounted to her cheeks. A few moments later D’Artagnan 
went out in his turn, enveloped in a large cloak, which the 
sheath of a long sword held back cavalierly. 

Madame Bonacieux followed him with her eyes, with that 
long, fond look with which a woman accompanies the man 
whom she feels she loves. But when he had turned the 
ae of the street she fell on her knees, and clasping her 

ands ,— 
va Oh, my God!” cried she, “ protect the queen, protect 
me!” 


CHAPTER XIX. 
PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. 


D’ARTAGNAN went straight to M. de Tréville’s hôtel. He 
had considered that in a few minutes the cardinal would be 
warned by this cursed unknown, who appeared to be his 
agent, and he rightly judged he had not a moment to lose. 
The young man’s heart overflowed with joy. An oppor- 
tunity presented itself to him in which there would be both 
glory and money to be gained, and as a far higher en- 
couragement still, had just brought him into close intimacy 
with the woman he adored. This chance was doing, then, 
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for him, almost at once, more than he would have dared 
to ask of Providence. 

M. de Tréville was in his drawing-room with his usual 
court of gentlemen. D’Artagnan, who was known as a 
familiar of the house, went straight to his office, and sent 
word to him that he wished to see him upon an affair of 
importance. 

D’Artagnan had been there scarcely five minutes when 
M. de Tréville entered. At the first glance, and by the joy 
which was painted on his countenance, the worthy captain 
plainly perceived that something fresh was on foot. 

All the way along D’Artagnan had been deliberating 
whether he should place confidence in M. de Tréville, or 
whether he should only ask him to give him carte blanche 
for a secret affair. But M. de Tréville had always been so 
perfectly friendly, had always been so devoted to the king 
and queen, and hated the cardinal so cordially, that the 
young man resolved to tell him everything. 

“You have something to say to me, my young friend ?” 
said M. de Tréville. 

“Yes, sir,” said D’Artagnan; “and you will pardon me, 
I hope, for having disturbed you when you know the im- 
portance of my business.”’ 

‘ Speak, then; I am all attention.” 

“It concerns nothing less,” said D’Artagnan, lowering 
his voice, ‘than the honour, perhaps the life, of the 
queen.” 

“What are you saying ?”’ asked M. de Tréville, glancing 
round to see if they were alone, and then fixing his scru- 
tinizing look upon D’Artagnan. 

“T say, sir, that chance has rendered me master of a 
secret 2 
: “Which you will keep, I hope, young man, with your 
ife.”’ 

“But which I must impart to you, sir, for you alone can 
assist me in the mission I have just received from her 
Majesty.” 

“Ts this secret your own ?” 

“€ No, sir; it is the queen’s.” 

“ Are you authorized by her Majesty to communicate it 
to me ?” 

‘No, sir ; for, on the contrary, I am desired to preserve 
the profoundest secrecy.”’ 

‘Why, then, are you about to betray it to me ? ” 

‘Because, as I said, without you I can do nothing; and I 
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was afraid that you would refuse me the favour I have come 

to ask, if you did not know for what purpose I asked it.” 
ae eep your secret, young man, and tell me what you 

wish.” 

‘ I wish you to obtain for me, from M. des Essarts, leave 
of absence for a fortnight.” 

When 

“This very night.” 

“ You are leaving Paris ? ” 

“JT am going on a mission.” 

“May you tell me where ?”’ 

‘Lo, ondon 23 

“Has any one an interest in preventing your reaching 
there 

“ The cardinal, I believe, would give anything in the world 
to hinder me from succeeding.” 

‘ And you are going alone ? ” 

“T am going alone.” 

‘ In that case you will not get beyond Bondy. I tell you 
so, by the word of De Tréville.” 

“How so, sir ?”’ 

“You will be assassinated.” 

** And I shall die in the performance of my duty.” 

“But your mission will not be accomplished.” 

“That is true,” replied D’Artagnan. 

‘“ Believe me,” continued Tréville, “‘in enterprises of this 
kind, four must set out, for one to arrive.” 

“Ah, you are right, sir,” said D’Artagnan; “‘ but you 
know Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, and you know whether 
I can make use of them.” 

‘“ Without confiding to them the secret which I did not 
wish to know ? ” 

“We are sworn, once and for ever, to implicit confidence 
and devotion against all proof. Besides, you can tell them 
that you have full confidence in me, and they will not be 
more incredulous than you.” 

‘I can send to each of them leave of absence for a fort- 
night, that is all—Athos, whose wound still gives him incon- 
venience, to go to the waters of Forges ; Porthos and Aramis 
to accompany their friend, whom they are not willing to 
abandon in such a painful position. Sending their leave of 
absence will be proof enough that I authorize their journey.” 

‘ Thanks, sir. You are a hundred times too good!” 

‘ Go, then, and find them instantly, and let all be done to- 
night, Ah! but first write your request to M. des Essarts. 
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You perhaps had a spy at your heels, and your visit—in 
that case already known to the cardinal—will be thus made 
regular.” 

D’Artagnan drew up his request, and M. de Tréville, on 
receiving it, assured him that before two o’clock in the 
morning the four f urloughs should be at the respective domi- 
ciles of the travellers. 

“Have the goodness to send mine to Athos’s residence,” 
said D’Artagnan. “I should fear some disagreeable en- 
counter if I were to go home.” 

is L will. Farewell, and a prosperous one à By the 
way,” said M. de Tréville, calling him back. 

D’Artagnan returned. 

‘ Have you any money ? 

D’Artagnan jingled the Le he had in his pocket. 

“Enough ?” asked M. de Tréville 

“Three hundred pistoles.” 

“Excellent! That would carry you to the end of the 
world. Go, then!” 

D’Artagnan bowed to M. de Tréville, who held out his 
hand to him. D’Artagnan pressed it with a respect mixed 
with gratitude. Since his first arrival at Paris he had had 
constant occasion to honour this excellent man, whom he 
had always found worthy, loyal, and great. 

His first visit was to Aramis, at whose house he had 
not been since the famous evening when he had followed 
Madame Bonacieux. What was more, he had seldom seen 
the young musketeer; but every time he had seen him, he 
thought he noticed a deep sadness imprinted on his counte- 
nance. 

That evening also Aramis was sitting up, melancholy and 
thoughtful. D’Artagnan asked a few questions about this 
deep melancholy. Aramis pleaded as his excuse a com- 
mentary upon the eighteenth chapter of St. Augustine that 
he was forced to write in Latin for the following week, and 
which preoccupied him a good deal. 

After the two friends had been chatting a few moments, 
one of M. de Tréville’s servants entered, bringing a sealed 
packet. 

‘What is that ?”’ asked Aramis. 

“The leave of absence you asked foi ” replied the 
lackey. . 

“For me! I have asked for no leave of absence.” 

“ Hold your tongue and take it,’ said D’Artagnan.—“ And 
you, my friend, there is a half - pistole for your trouble. 
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You will tell M. de Tréville that M. Aramis is very much 
obliged to him. Go!” 

The lackey bowed to the ground and departed. 

“ What does all this mean ?”’ asked Aramis. 

“Pack up all you want for a fortnight’s journey, and 
follow me.” 

‘ But I cannot leave Paris just now without knowing: 

Aramis stopped. 

‘ What has become of her, I suppose you mean,” con- 
tinued D’Artagnan. 

“ Become of whom ?”’ replied Aramis. 

“The woman who was here—the lady of the embroidered 
handkerchief.” 

“Who told you there was a woman here ? ” replied 
Aramis, becoming deathly pale. 

‘I saw her.” 

‘ And you know who she is ? ? 

‘“ Well, I think I can give a pretty good guess, at least.” 

“Listen,” said Aramis. ‘“ Since you know so many things 
can you tell me what has become of that lady ? ” 

‘ IL presume that she has gone back to Tours.” 

“To Tours? Yes, that may be. You know her. But 
why did she return to Tours without telling me anything 
about it ?”’ 

‘ Because she was in fear of being arrested.” 

“Why did she not write to me, then ? ” 

“Because she was afraid of compromising you.” 

‘ D’Artagnan, you restore me to life,’ cried Aramis. “I 
fancied myself despised, betrayed. I was so delighted to 
see her again! I could not have believed she would risk 
her liberty for me, and yet for what other cause could she 
have returned to Paris ? ” 

‘ For the cause which to-day carries us to England.” 

“And what is this cause ?”’ demanded Aramis. 

‘“ Oh, you’ll know it some day, Aramis; but at present T 
must imitate the discretion of the doctor's niece.” 

Aramis smiled as he remembered the tale he had related 
to his friends on a certain evening. 

“‘ Well, then, since she has left Paris, and you are sure of 
it, D’Artagnan, nothing prevents me, and I am ready to 
follow you. You say we are going ‘à 

‘ To Athos’s house now; and if you will come, I beg you 
to make haste, for we have already lost much time. By 
the way, inform Bazin.” 

“ Will Bazin go with us ?” asked Aramis. 


” 
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“Perhaps so. At all events, it is best that he should 
follow us now to Athos’s.”’ 

Aramis called Bazin, and after having ordered him to 
join them at Athos’s residence, ‘‘ Let us go, then,” said he, 
taking his cloak, sword, and his three pistols, opening use- 
lessly two or three drawers to see whether he could not 
find some stray coin or other. 

When well assured this search was superfluous, he fol- 
lowed D’Artagnan, wondering how it happened that this 
young guardsman should know so well who the lady was to 
whom he had given hospitality, and that he should know 
better than he did what had become of her. 

Only as they went out, Aramis placed his hand upon 
D’Artagnan’s arm, and looking at him earnestly,— 

“You have not spoken of this lady ?” said he, 

“To nobody in the world.” 

‘ Not even to Athos or Porthos ? ” 

“TI have not breathed a syllable to them.” 

oe Good ! LE 

And at ease on this important point, Aramis continued 
his way with D’Artagnan, and both soon arrived at Athos’s 
dwelling. 

They found him holding his leave of absence in one hand, 
and M. de Tréville’s note in the other. 

“Can you explain to me what this leave of absence and 
this letter I have just received mean ?” said the astonished 
Athos. 


“My DEAR Atuos,—I wish, since your health absolutely 
requires it, that you should rest for a fortnight. Go, then, 
and take the waters of Forges, or any that may be more 
agreeable to you, and get well as quickly as possible. 

‘ TREVILLE,”’ 


“ Well, this leave of absence and this letter mean that you 
must follow me, Athos.” 

“To the waters of Forges ?”” 

“There or elsewhere.” 

“Tn the king’s service ? ”’ 

‘ Either the king’s or the queen’s. Are we not their 
Majesties’ servants ?” 

At that moment Porthos entered. 

“ Zounds ! ” said he, ‘here is a queer thing ! Since when, 
I wonder, in the musketeers, did they grant men leave of 
absence without its being asked ?”’ 
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“Since the time,” said D’Artagnan, “they have had 
friends who ask it for them.” 

‘ Ah ha ! ”’ said Porthos ; “it appears there’s something 
fresh afoot ?” 

“Yes, we are going ” said Aramis. 

“Going! To what country ?’’ demanded Porthos. 

“°Pon my word, I don’t know much about it,” said 
Athos. ‘ Ask D’Artagnan here.” 

“To London, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan. 

“To London!” cried Porthos. ‘And what the devil 
are we going to do in London ? ” 

“ That is what I am not at liberty to tell you, gentlemen. 
You must trust to me.’ 

“ But in order to go to London, a man should have some 
money ; and I have none.’ 

“Nor I,” said Aramis. 

“ Nor I,” said Athos. 

‘Well, I have,” added D’Artagnan, pulling out his treas- 
ure from his pocket and placing it on the table. ‘‘ There are 
in this bag three hundred pistoles. Let each take seventy- 
five, which will be quite enough to carry us to London and 
back. Besides, we may be sure that all of us will not reach 
London.” 

ce Why so ? 23 

“ Because, according to all probability, some of us will be 
left on the road.” 

“What is this, then—a campaign upon which we are 
entering ?”’ 

“ And a most dangerous one. I give you fair notice.” 

: “Ah, ah! but since we run the risk of being killed,” 
said Porthos, ‘‘ at least I should like to know what for.” 

‘ Great good that will do you,”’ said Athos. 

‘ And yet,” said Aramis, “‘I am somewhat of Porthos’s 
opinion.” 

‘ Is the king accustomed to give you reasons ? No. He 
says to you, very simply, ‘ Gentlemen, there is fighting going 
on in Gascony or in Flanders; go and fight.’ And you go. 
Why ? You don’t even consider why.” 

“D’Artagnan is right,” said Athos. “ Here are our three 
leaves of absence, which came from M. de Tréville; and 
here are three hundred pistoles, which came from I don’t 
know where. So let us go and get killed where we are told 
to go. Is life worth the trouble of so many questions ? 
D’Artagnan, I am ready to follow you.’ 

‘“ And I,” said Porthos, 
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“And TI also,” said Aramis. ‘‘ And, indeed, I am not 
sorry to quit Paris. I need distractions.” 

‘“ Well, you will have distractions enough, gentlemen, 
be assured,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘ And now, when are we to go ?”’ asked Athos. 

“Immediately,” replied D’Artagnan; “we have not a 
minute to lose.” 

‘“ Hello i Grimaud, Planchet, Mousqueton, Bazin !” cried 
the four young men, calling their lackeys ; “clean my boots, 
and fetch the horses from the hôtel.” i 

Each musketeer, in fact, was accustomed to leave at the 
central establishment, as at a barracks, his own horse and 
his lackey’s. 

Planchet, Grimaud, Mousqueton, and Bazin set off at full 
speed. 

Pe Now let us draw up the plan of campaign,” said Porthos. 
“Where do we go first ? ” 

‘“ To Calais,” said D’Artagnan. ‘ That is the straightest 
way to London.” 

“ Well,” said Porthos, ‘ my advice is this ste 

“Speak! What is it ?” 

“Four men travelling together would be suspicious. 
D’Artagnan will give each of us his instructions. I will 
set out first by the Boulogne road, to scout out the way. 
Athos will set out two hours later, by that of Amiens. 
Aramis will follow us by that of Noyon. As to D’Artagnan, 
he will go by what road he thinks best, in Planchet’s clothes ; 
while Planchet will follow us, dressed like D’Artagnan, in 
the uniform of the guards.” 

“ Gentlemen,” said Athos, “ my opinion is that it is not 
proper to allow lackeys to have anything to do in such an 
affair. A secret may, by chance, be betrayed by gentle- 
men, but it is almost always sold by lackeys.” . 

“ Porthos’s plan appears to me to be impracticable,” said 
D’Artagnan, “‘inasmuch as I am myself ignorant of what 
instructions I can give you. I am the bearer of a letter, 
that is all. I have not, and I cannot make, three copies of 
that letter, because it is sealed. We must then, as it appears 
tome,travelincompany. This letteris here, in this pocket.” 
And he pointed to the pocket which contained the letter. 
“Tf I should be killed, one of you must take it and pursue 
the route. If he is killed, it will be another’s turn; and so on. 
Provided a single one arrives, that is all that is necessary.”’ 

‘ Bravo, D’Artagnan ! your opinion is mine,” cried Athos. 
“‘ Besides, we must be consistent. I am going to take the 
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waters ; you will accompany me. Instead of taking the 
waters of Forges, I go and take sea-baths. I am free to do 
so. If any one wishes to stop us, I will show M. de Tréville’s 
letter, and you will show your leaves of absence. If we are 
attacked, we will defend ourselves. If we are examined, 
we will stoutly maintain that we were only anxious to dip 
ourselves a certain number of times in the sea. They would 
have an easy time with four isolated men; whereas four men 
together make a troop. We will arm our four lackeys with 
pistols and carbines. If they send an army out against us, 
we will give battle; and the survivor, as D’Artagnan says; will 
carry the letter.” 

“Well said,” cried Aramis. ‘‘ You don’t often speak, 
Athos, but when you do speak, it is like Saint John of 
the Golden Mouth. I agree to Athos’s plan. And you, 
Porthos ? ” 

“T agree to it too,” said Porthos, “if D’Artagnan ap- 
proves of it. D’Artagnan, being bearer of the letter, is 
naturally the head of the enterprise. Let him decide, and 
we will execute.” 

“Well,” said D’Artagnan, ‘I decide that we adopt 
Athos’s plan, and that we set off in half an hour.” 

“ Agreed !”’ shouted the three musketeers in chorus. 

And each one, putting his hand in the bag, took his 
seventy-five pistoles, and made his preparations to start at 
the time appointed. 


CHAPTER XX. 
THE JOURNEY. 


At two o’clock in the morning our four adventurers left 
Paris by the gate St. Denis. As long as it was night they 
remained silent. In spite of themselves they felt the in- 
fluence of the darkness, and saw ambushes everywhere. 

With the first rays of the sun their tongues became loos- 
ened, with day their gaiety revived. It was like the eve of 
a battle: the heart beat, the eyes laughed, and they felt 
that the life they were perhaps going to lose was, after all, 
a pleasant thing. 

The appearance of the caravan was indeed most formi- 
dable. The black horses of the musketeers, their martial 
carriage, the squadron-like step of these noble companions 
of the soldier, would have betrayed the strictest incognito. 

The lackeys followed, armed to the teeth. 
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All went well as far as Chantilly, where they arrived about 
eight o’clock in the morning. They needed breakfast, and 
alighted at the door of an inn recommended by a sign rep- 
resenting St. Martin giving half his cloak to a poor man. 
They ordered the lackeys not to unsaddle the horses, and 
to hold themselves in readiness to set off again immediately. 

They entered the public room, and seated themselves at 
table. A gentleman, who had just arrived by the route of 
Dammartin, was seated at the same table, and was taking 
his breakfast. He opened the conversation by talking of 
the rain and the fine weather; the travellers replied. He 
drank to their good health, and the travellers returned his 
politeness. 

But at the moment Mousqueton came to announce that the 
horses were ready, and they were rising from the table, 
the stranger proposed to Porthos to drink the cardinal’s 
health. Porthos replied that he asked no better, if the 
stranger in his turn would drink the king’s health. The 
stranger cried that he acknowledged no other king but his 
Eminence. Porthos told him he was drunk, and the stranger 
drew his sword. 

“You have committed a piece of folly,” said Athos, ‘‘ but 
it can’t be helped; there is no drawing back. Kill your 
man, and rejoin us as soon as you can.” 

And all three mounted their horses and set out at a good 
pace, while Porthos was promising his adversary to perforate 
him with all the thrusts known in the fencing schools. 

“There goes one ! ” cried Athos, at the end of five hun- 
dred paces. 

“ But why did that man attack Porthos, rather than any 
other of us ? ” asked Aramis. 

‘“ Because Porthos was talking louder than the rest, and 
he took him for the leader of the party,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘I always said that this cadet from Gascony was a well of 
wisdom,” murmured Athos. 

And the travellers continued their route. 

At Beauvais they stopped two hours, as much to breathe 
their horses a little as to wait for Porthos. At the end of 
the two hours, as Porthos did not come and they heard no 
news of him, they resumed their journey. 

At a league from Beauvais, where the road was confined 
between two high banks, they fell in with eight or ten men 
who, taking advantage of the road being unpaved in this 
spot, appeared to be employed in digging holes and making 
muddy ruts. 
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Aramis, not likiny to soil his boots with this artificial 
mortar, apostrophized them rather sharply. Athos wished 
to restrain him, but it was too late. The labourers began 
to jeer the travellers, and by their insolence disturbed the 
equanimity even of the cool Athos, who urged on his horse 
against one of them. 

The men all immediately drew back to the ditch, from 
which each took a concealed musket. The result was that 
our seven travellers were outnumbered in weapons. Aramis 
received a ball which passed through his shoulder, and Mous- 
queton another ball which lodged in the fleshy parts at the 
lower portion of the back, Mousqueton alone fell from his 
horse, not because he was severely wounded, but from not 
being able to see the wound, he deemed it to be more serious 
than it really was. 

“Tt is an ambuscade!’”’ shouted D’Artagnan; “ don’t 
waste a shot! Forward !’’ 

Aramis, wounded as he was, seized the mane of his horse, 
which carried him on with the others. Mousqueton’s horse 
rejoined them, and galloped by the side of his companions. 

“That horse will serve us for a relay,’’ said Athos. 

“JT would rather have had a hat,’ said D’Artagnan ; 
‘mine was carried away by a ball. By my faith, it is very 
fortunate that the letter was not in it.” 

“Well, but they’ll kill poor Porthos when he comes up,” 
said Aramis. 

“(Tf Porthos were on his legs, he would have rejoined us 
by this time,’ said Athos. ‘‘ My opinion is, that when they 
came to the point the drunken man proved to be sober 
enough.” 

They continued at their best speed for two hours, although 
the horses were so fatigued that it was to be feared they 
would soon refuse service. 

The travellers had chosen cross-roads, in the hope that 
they might meet with less interruption. But at Crèvecœur 
Aramis declared he could proceed no farther. In fact, it 
required all the courage which he concealed beneath his 
elegant form and polished manners to bear him so far. He 
grew paler every minute, and they were obliged to support 
‘him on his horse. They lifted him off at the door of an inn, 
left Bazin with him—who, besides, in a skirmish was more 
embarrassing than useful—and set forward again in the hope 
of sleeping at Amiens. 

‘’Sdeath ! ’ said Athos, as soon as they were again in 
motion—‘" reduced to two masters and Grimaud and Plan- 


190 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


chet! ’Sdeath! I won’t be their dupe, I will answer for it. I 
will neither open my mouth nor draw my sword between here 
and Calais. I swear by: 

“Let us waste no time in swearing,” said D’Artagnan ; 
“let us gallop, if our horses are willing.” 

And the travellers buried their rowels in their horses’ 
flanks, who, thus vigorously stimulated, recovered their en- 
ergies. They arrived at Amiens at midnight, and alighted 
at the inn of the Golden Lily. 

The host had the appearance of as honest a man as any 
on earth. He received the travellers with his candlestick 
in one hand and his cotton nightcap in the other. He pro- 
posed to lodge the two travellers each in a charming cham- 
ber, but, unfortunately, these charming chambers were at 
the opposite extremities of the hotel, and D’Artagnan and 
Athos declined them. The host replied that he had no 
other worthy of their Excellencies, but the travellers de- 
clared they would sleep in the common chamber, each upon 
a mattress, which could be thrown upon the floor. The host 
insisted, but the travellers were firm, and he was obliged to 
comply with their wishes. 

They had just prepared their beds and barricaded their 
door within when some one in the courtyard knocked at the 
shutter. They demanded who was there, and upon recog- 
nizing the voices of their lackeys, opened the shutter. 

In fact, it was Planchet and Grimaud. 

““Grimaud can take care of the horses,” said Planchet. 
“Tf you are willing, gentlemen, I will sleep across your door- 
way, and you will then be certain that nobody can come to 

ou“ 
T° And what will you sleep upon ? ”’ said D’Artagnan. 

“Here is my bed,” replied Planchet, producing a bundle 
of straw. 

‘ Come, then,” said D’Artagnan, “ you are right. Mine 
host’s face does not please me at all; it is too civil by half.” 

“Nor me either,”’ said Athos. 

Planchet got in through the window, and installed himself 
across the doorway, while Grimaud went and shut himself 
up in the stable, undertaking that, by five o’clock in the 
morning, he and the four horses should be ready. 

The night passed off quietly enough. About two o’clock 
in the morning, to be sure, somebody endeavoured to open 
the door; but as Planchet awoke in an instant and cried, 
“Who is there ?” this person replied he was mistaken, and 
went away, 
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At four o’clock in the morning a terrible noise was heard 
in the stables. Grimaud had tried to waken the stable-boys, 
and the stable-boys were beating him. When the window 
was opened the poor lad was seen lying senseless, with his 
head split by a blow with a fork-handle. 

Planchet went down into the yard, and proceeded to 
saddle the horses. But the horses were all used up. Mous- 
queton’s horse, which had travelled for five or six hours with- 
out a rider the day before, alone might have been able to 
pursue the journey. But, by an inconceivable error, a 
veterinary surgeon, who had been sent for, as it appeared, to 
bleed one of the host’s horses, had bled Mousqueton’s. 

This began to be annoying. All these successive accidents 
were, perhaps, the result of chance, but they might, quite 
as probably, be the fruits of a plot. Athos and D’Artagnan 
went out, while Planchet was sent to inquire if there were 
not three horses for sale in the neighbourhood. At the door 
stood two horses, fresh, strong, and fully equipped. These 
were just what they wanted. He asked where their owners 
were, and was informed that they had passed the night in 
the inn, and were then settling with the master. 

Athos went down to pay the reckoning, while D’Artagnan 
and Planchet stood at the street door. The host was in a 
low room at the back, to which Athos was requested to go. 

Athos entered without the least mistrust, and took out 
two pistoles to pay the bill. The host was alone, seated 
before his desk, one of the drawers of which was partly open. 
He took the money which Athos offered to him, and after 
turning and turning it over and over in his hands, sud- 
denly cried out that it was bad, and that he would have him 
and his companions arrested as counterfeiters. 

“You scoundrel!’ cried Athos, stepping towards him, 
‘TI cut your ears off!” 

But the host stooped, took two pistols from the half- 
open drawer, pointed them at Athos, and called out for 
help. 

At the same instant four men, armed to the teeth, entered 
by side doors, and rushed upon Athos. 

“T am taken!” shouted Athos with all the power of his 
lungs. “Go on, D’Artagnan! spur! spur!” And he fired 
two pistols. i 

D’Artagnan and Planchet did not require twice bidding. 
They unfastened the two horses that were waiting at the 
door, leaped upon them, buried their spurs in their sides, 
and set off at full gallop. 
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“Do you know what has become of Athos?” asked 
D’Artagnan of Planchet, as they galloped on. 

‘ Ah, sir,” said Planchet, ‘“ I saw one fall at each of his 
shots, and he appeared to me, through the glass door, to be 
fencing with the others.” 

“ Brave Athos !’’ murmured D’Artagnan ; “and to think 
that we must leave him, while the same fate awaits us, 
perhaps, two paces hence! Forward, Planchet, forward ! 
You are a brave fellow !” 

“Did not I tell you, sir,” replied Planchet, “that we 
Picards are found out by being used ? Besides, I am in 
my own country here, and that puts me on my mettle.” 

And both, with free use of the spur, arrived at St. Omer 
without drawing bridle. At St. Omer they breathed their 
horses with their bridles passed under their arms, for fear 
of accident, and ate a hasty morsel standing in the road, 
after which they departed again. 

At a hundred paces from the gates of Calais D’Artagnan’s 
horse sank under him, and could not by any means be made 
to get up again, the blood flowing from both his eyes and 
his nose. There still remained Planchet’s horse, but he 
had stopped short, and could not be started again. 

Fortunately, as we have said, they were within a hundred 
paces of the city. They left their two horses upon the high- 
way, and ran toward the port. Planchet called his master’s 
attention to a gentleman who had just arrived with his 
lackey, and who was about fifty paces ahead of them. 

They made all haste to come up to this gentleman, who 
appeared to be in a great hurry. His boots were covered 
with dust, and he was asking whether he could not instantly 
cross over to England. 

“Nothing would be more easy,” said the captain of a 
vessel ready to set sail, “but this morning an order arrived 
that no one should be allowed to cross without express 
permission from the cardinal.” 

‘I have that permission,” said the gentleman, drawing a 
paper from his pocket ; “ here it is.” 

“ Have it signed by the governor of the port,” said the 
captain, “and give me the preference.” 

““ Where shall I find the governor ?” 

‘ At his country house.” 

“ Where is that situated ? ” 

‘A quarter of a league from the city. Look, you may 
see it from here, at the foot of that little hill, that slated 
roof.” 


»» 
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“Very well,” said the gentleman. 

And with his lackey he started for the governor’s country 
house. 

D’Artagnan and Planchet followed the gentleman at a 
distance of five hundred paces. 

Once outside the city, D’Artagnan quickly overtook the 
gentleman as he was entering a little wood. 

“Sir,”’ said D’ Artagnan, ‘ you appear to be in great haste ?”” 

‘No one can be more so, sir.” 

‘I am sorry for that,” said D’Artagnan, “for as I am 
in great haste likewise, I was going to beg you to do me a 
service.” 

‘ What service ?” 

“To let me go first.” 

“Impossible,” said the gentleman. “I have travelled 
sixty leagues in forty-four hours, and by to-morrow at 
midday I must be in London.” 

‘I have performed the same distance in forty hours, and 
by to-morrow at ten o’clock in the morning I must be in 
London.” 

“Very sorry, sir; but I was here first, and will not go 
second.” 

I am sorry too, sir; but I arrived second, and will go 
first.”’ 

“The king’s service !”’ said the gentleman. 

“My own service ! ” said D’Artagnan. 

“But this is a needless quarrel you are seeking with me, 
as I think.” 

“ Zounds ! what can you expect it to be ?” 

‘“ What do you want ? ” 

‘Would you like to know ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Well, then, I want that order of which you are the 
bearer, seeing that I have none and must have one.” 

“You are joking, I presume.” 

“I never joke.” 

“Let me pass!” 

“You shall not pass.” 

“My brave young man, I will blow out your brains. 
Halloo, Lubin! my pistols ! ” 

“‘Planchet,” called out D’Artagnan, ‘take care of the 
lackey. I will manage the master.” 

Planchet, emboldened by his first exploit, sprang upon 
Lubin; and being strong and vigorous, he soon got him 
on his back, and placed his knee on his chest, 
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“Go on with your affair, sir,” cried Planchet; “I have 
finished mine.” 

Seeing this, the gentleman drew his sword, and sprang 
upon D’Artagnan ; but he had to deal with a tough cus- 
tomer. 

In three seconds D’Artagnan had wounded him three 
times, exclaiming at each thrust,— 

‘ One for Athos ! one for Porthos ! and one for Aramis ! ” 

At the third thrust the gentleman fell like a log. 

D’Artagnan believed him to be dead, or at least insen- 
sible, and went toward him for the purpose of taking the 
order. But at the moment he stretched out his hand to 
search for it, the wounded man, who had not dropped his 
sword, pricked him in the breast, crying,— 

‘ And one for you !”’ 

‘And one for me—the best for the last!” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan in a rage, nailing him to the earth with a fourth 
thrust through his body. 

This time the gentleman closed his eyes and fainted. 
D’Artagnan searched his pockets, and took from one of 
them the order for the passage. It was in the name of the 
Comte de Wardes. 

Then casting a glance on the handsome young man, who 
was scarcely twenty-five years of age, and whom he was 
leaving lying there unconscious and perhaps dead, he 
uttered a sigh over that unaccountable destiny which leads 
men to destroy one another for the interests of people who 
are strangers to them, and who often do not even know of 
their existence. 

But he was soon roused from these reflections by Lubin, 
who uttered loud cries, and screamed for help with all his 
might: 

Planchet grasped him by the throat, and pressed as hard 
as he could. 

‘Sir,’ said he, ‘as long as I hold him in this manner 
he can’t cry, I’ll be bound; but as soon as I let go, he will 
howl again as loud as ever. I have found out that he’s 
a Norman, and Normans are obstinate.” 

In fact, tightly held as he was, Lubin endeavoured still to 
make a noise. 

“Wait!” said D’Artagnan; and taking out his handker- 
chief, he gagged him. 

‘ Now,” said Planchet, “‘ let us bind him to a tree.”’ 

This being properly done, they drew the Comte de Wardes 
close to his servant ; and as night was approaching, and as 
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the wounded man and the bound man were both at some 
little distance within the wood, it was evident they would 
remain there till the next day. 

“And now,” said D’Artagnan, “to the governor’s 
house.” 

““ But you appear to me to be wounded,” said Planchet. 

“ Oh, that’s nothing! Let us dispatch what is most press- 
ing first, and we will attend to my wound afterwards ; be- 
sides, it does not seem a very dangerous one.”’ 

And they both set forward as fast as they could towards 
the worthy functionary’s country seat. 

The Comte de Wardes was announced. 

D’Artagnan was introduced. 

“You have an order signed by the cardinal ?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied D’Artagnan ; ‘here it is.” 

“Ab, ah! it is quite regular and explicit,” said the 
governor. 

“ Most likely,” said D’Artagnan ; “I am one of his most 
faithful servants.” 

“Tt appears that his Eminence is anxious to prevent 
some one from reaching England ? ” 

“Yes ; a certain D’Artagnan, a Béarnese gentleman, who 
left Paris in company with three friends of his, with the 
intention of going to London.” 

““Do you know him personally ?” asked the governor, 

“Whom ? ” 

“This D’Artagnan.” 

‘Oh yes, perfectly well.” 

‘“ Describe him to me, then.” 

| “ Nothing more easy.” 

And D’Artagnan gave, feature for feature, a description 
of the Comte de Wardes. 

“ Has he any one with him ? ” 

“Yes; a lackey named Lubin.” 

“We will keep a sharp lookout for them. And if we lay 
hands upon them, his Eminence may be assured they shall 
be sent back to Paris under a good escort.” 

“And by doing so, governor,” said D’Artagnan, “ you 
will have merited well of the cardinal.” 

“‘ Shall you see him on your return, count ?” 

“ Doubtless I shall.” 

“ Tell him, I beg you, that I am his humble servant.” 

“T will not fail.” 

_ And, delighted with this assurance, the governor signed 
the passport and delivered it to D’Artagnan, who lost no 
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time in useless compliments, but thanked the governor, 
bowed, and departed. 

Once out, he and Planchet set off as fast as they could, 
and by making a détouy, avoided the wood, and re-entered 
the city by another gate. 

The vessel was quite ready to sail, and the captain wait- 
ing on the wharf. 

“Well ?” said he, on perceiving D’Artagnan. 

“Here is my pass, signed,” said the latter. 

‘“ And that other gentleman ?” 

“He will not go to-day,” said D’Artagnan ; “ but here, 
Tl pay you for us two.” 

“In that case we will be gone,” said the captain. 

“Yes ; as soon as you please,” replied D’Artagnan. 

He leaped with Planchet into the boat. Five minutes 
after they were on board. And it was time; for they 
had sailed scarcely half a league when D’Artagnan saw 
a flash and heard a report. It was the cannon which an- 
nounced the closing of the harbour. 

It was time to look to his wound. Fortunately, as D’Ar- 
tagnan had thought, it was not very dangerous. The point 
of the sword had met with a rib, and glanced along the 
bone. Besides, his shirt had stuck to the wound at once, 
and he had lost but very little blood. 

D’Artagnan was worn out with fatigue. A mattress was 
laid upon the deck for him ; he threw himself upon it, and 
fell fast asleep. 

At break of day they were still three or four leagues from 
the coast of England. The breeze had been light during 
the night, and they had made but little progress. 

At ten o’clock the vessel cast anchor in the harbour of 
Dover, and at half-past ten D’Artagnan placed his foot 
on English soil, crying,— 

‘ Here I am at last ! ” 

But that was not all: they had to get to London. In 
England the post was quite well served. D’Artagnan and 
Planchet took post-horses, a postilion rode before them, and 
in four hours they were at the gates of the capital. 

D’Artagnan did not know London, he did not know one 
word of English, but he wrote the name of Buckingham on 
a piece of paper, and every one to whom he showed it 
pointed out to him the way to the duke’s palace. 

The duke was at Windsor hunting with the king. 

D’Artagnan inquired for the duke’s confidential valet, 
who, having accompanied him in all his travels, spoke 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 197 


French perfectly well. He told him that he came from 
Paris on an affair of life and death, and that he must 
speak with his master instantly. 

The confidence with which D’Artagnan spoke convinced 
Patrick, which was the name of the minister’s minister. 
He ordered two horses to be saddled, and himself went as 
the young guardsman’s guide. As for Planchet, he had 
been lifted from his horse as stiff as a stake. The poor 
lad’s strength was exhausted. D’Artagnan seemed to be 
made of iron, 

On their arrival at the castle they inquired for the duke, 
and learned that he was hawking with the king in the 
marshes, two or three leagues away. 

In twenty minutes they were at the place designated. 
Patrick soon caught the sound of his master’s voice re- 
calling his falcon. 

“Whom shall I announce to my Lord Duke ?” asked 
Patrick. 

“ The young man who one evening sought a quarrel with 
him on the Pont Neuf, opposite the Samaritaine.”’ 

“ Rather a singular introduction !”’ 

“ You will find that it is as good as any other.” 

Patrick galloped off, reached the duke, and announced 
to him in these very words that a messenger awaited him. 

Buckingham at once remembered the circumstance, and 
suspecting that something was going on in France, concern- 
ing which news was now brought to him, he took only the 
time to inquire where the messenger was, and recognizing 
at a distance the uniform of the guards, he put his horse 
into a gallop, and rode straight up to D’Artagnan. Patrick 
discreetly kept in the background. 

‘Has any misfortune happened to the queen ? ” cried 
Buckingham, throwing all his fear and love into the question. 

‘I believe not. Nevertheless, I believe she is in some 
‘great peril from which your Grace alone can extricate her.” 

“JT!” cried Buckingham. ‘ Whatisit ? I should be but 
too happy to render her any service. Speak! speak!” 

“Take this letter,” said D’Artagnan. 

“ This letter! From whom does this letter come ?” 

‘ From her Majesty, as I think.” 

“From her Majesty!” said Buckingham, becoming so 
pale that D’Artagnan feared he was going to be ill; and 
he broke the seal. 

“What is this rent ?”’ said he, showing D’Artagnan a place 
where it had been pierced through. 
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“Ah, ah!” said D’Artagnan, “I did not notice that ; 
it must have been the Comte de Wardes’s sword made that 
fine thrust, when he ran it into my breast.” 

“ Are you wounded ? ” asked Buckingham, as he opened 
the letter. 

“Oh, nothing,” said D’Artagnan—‘ only a scratch.” 

“Just Heaven ! what have I read?” cried the duke.— 
‘Patrick, remain here, or rather join the king, wherever 
he may be, and tell his Majesty that I humbly beg him to 
excuse me, but an affair of the greatest importance calls 
me to London.—Come, sir, come!’’? And both set off to- 
ward the capital at full gallop. 


CHAPTER XXI. 
THE COMTESSE DE WINTER. 


As they rode along the duke learned from D’Artagnan, not 
all that had passed, but all that D’Artagnan himself knew. 
By adding what he got from the young man to his own 
recollections, he was enabled to form a pretty exact idea 
of a condition of things the seriousness of which the queen’s 
letter, short and vague as it was, conveyed to him quite 
clearly. But what astonished him most was that the 
cardinal, deeply interested as he was in preventing this 
young man from setting foot in England, had not succeeded 
in stopping him on the road. D’Artagnan then, on the 
expression of this astonishment, told him the precautions 
taken, and how, thanks to the devotion of his three friends, 
whom he had left dispersed and bleeding on the way, he 
had succeeded in getting off with the sword-thrust which 
had pierced the queen’s letter, and for which he had repaid 
M. de Wardes in such terrible coin. While he was listening 
to this account, which was delivered with the greatest sim- 
plicity, the duke looked from time to time at the young man 
with astonishment, as if he could not comprehend how so 
much prudence, courage, and devotion could be displayed 
by a youth evidently not yet twenty years of age. 

The horses went like the wind, and in a few moments they 
were at the gates of London. D’Artagnan imagined that on 
arriving in the city the duke would slacken his pace, but 
it was not so. He kept on at breakneck speed, heedless 
though he upset those who were in his way. In fact, in 
crossing the city two or three accidents of this kind hap- 
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pened. But Buckingham did not even turn his head to 
see what became of those he had knocked down. D’Artag- 
nan followed him amidst cries which very much resembled 
curses. 

On entering the court of his palace Buckingham sprang 
from his horse, and without caring what would become of 
him, threw the bridle on his neck and sprang toward the 
staircase. D’Artagnan did the same, with a little more 
concern, however, for the noble animals whose merits he 
could fully appreciate ; but he had the satisfaction of seeing 
three or four grooms run from the kitchens and stables and 
take charge of them at once. 

The duke walked so fast that D’Artagnan had some 
trouble in keeping up with him. He passed through several 
apartments furnished with an elegance of which the greatest 
nobles of France had not even an idea, and arrived at 
length in a bedchamber which was at once a miracle of taste 
and of splendour. In the alcove of this chamber was a 
door, made in the tapestry, which the duke opened with a 
small gold key suspended from his neck by a chain of the 
same metal. D’Artagnan remained discreetly behind. But 
Buckingham, at the moment that he passed through the 
door, turned round, and seeing the young man’s hesita- 
tion,— 

“Come in! come in!” cried he; ‘and if you have the 
good fortune to be admitted to her Majesty’s presence, tell 
her what you have seen.” 

Encouraged by this invitation, D’Artagnan followed the 
duke, who closed the door after him. 

They then found themselves in a small chapel hung with 
a tapestry of Persian silk and embossed with gold, and 
brilliantly lit with a vast number of wax candles. Over a 
kind of altar, and beneath a canopy of blue velvet, sur- 
mounted by white and red plumes, was a life-size portrait 
of Anne of Austria, such a perfect likeness that D’Artagnan 
uttered a cry of surprise on beholding it. You might be- 
lieve that the queen was about to speak. 

On the altar, and beneath the portrait, was the casket 
containing the diamond studs. 

The duke approached the altar, fell on his knees, as a 
priest might have done before a crucifix, then opened the 
casket. 

. “ Here,” said he, drawing from the casket a large bow 
of blue ribbon all sparkling with diamonds—“ here,” said 
he, ‘‘are the precious studs which I have taken an oath 
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should be buried with me. The queen gave them to me; 
the queen takes them from me. Her will, like that of God, 
be done in all things.” 

Then he began to kiss, one after the other, those studs 
with which he was about to part. All at once he uttered 
a terrible cry. 

‘What is the matter ?”’ exclaimed D’Artagnan anxiously ; 
‘what has happened to you, milord ?”’ 

“ All is lost! all is lost!” cried Buckingham, turning as 
pale as death ; ‘‘two of the studs are missing—there are but 
ten of them left!” 

“Can you have lost them, milord, or do you think they 
have been stolen ? ” 

‘“ They have been stolen,” replied the duke, “and it is 
the cardinal who has dealt me this blow. See! the ribbons 
which held them have been cut with scissors.” 

‘If milord suspects they have been stolen, perhaps the 
person who stole them still has them.” 

“Let me reflect,” said the duke. “The only time I 
wore these studs was at a ball given by the king a week ago 
at Windsor. The Comtesse de Winter, with whom I had 
had a quarrel, became reconciled to me at that ball. That 
reconciliation was a jealous woman’s vengeance. I have 
never seen her since. The woman is an agent of the car- 
dinal’s.” 

“Why, then, he has agents throughout the whole world!” 
cried D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, yes,” said Buckingham, gnashing his teeth with rage; 
“he is a terrible antagonist! But when is the ball to take 
place ? ” 

“Next Monday.” 

“Next Monday! Five days yet. That’s more time than 
we need.—Patrick!”’ cried the duke, opening the door of 
the chapel—“ Patrick !”’ 

His confidential valet appeared. 

“ My jeweller and my secretary.” 

The valet went out with a mute promptness and silence 
that showed he was accustomed to obey blindly and without 
reply. 

But although the jeweller had been summoned first, it 
was the secretary who first made his appearance. This 
was simple enough. He lived in the palace. He found 
Buckingham seated at a table in his bedchamber writing 
orders with his own hand. 

‘Master Jackson.” said he, ‘go instantly to the lord 
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chancellor, and tell him that I desire him to execute these 
orders. I wish them to be promulgated immediately.” 

“But, your Grace, if the lord chancellor questions me 
about the motives which may have led your Grace to 
adopt such an extraordinary measure, what reply shail I 
make ?” 

“That such is my pleasure, and that I am responsible 
for my wishes to no man.” 

“ Will that be the answer,” replied the secretary, smiling, 
‘which he must transmit to his Majesty, if, by chance, his 
Majesty should have the curiosity to know why no vessel is 
to leave any of the ports of Great Britain ? ” 

“You are right, Master Jackson,” replied Buckingham. 
“He will say, in that-case, to the king that I am deter- 
mined on war, and that this measure is my first act of hos- 
tility against France.” 

The secretary bowed ani retired. 

“We are safe on that side,” said Buckingham, turning 
toward D’Artagnan. ‘If the studs are not yet gone to 
Paris, they will not arrive till after you.” 

“ How so, milord ?” 

‘ I have just placed an embargo on ail vessels at present 
in his Majesty’s ports, and without special permission not 
one will dare raise an anchor,” 

D’Artagnan looked with stupefaction at a man who thus 
employed in the service of his amours the unlimited power 
with which he was clothed by a king’s confidence. Buck- 
ingham saw by the expression of the young man’s face what 
was passing in his mind, and he smiled. 

“Yes,” said he—“ yes, Anne of Austria is my true queen. 
Upon a word from her I would betray my country, I would 
betray my king, I would betray my God. She asked me 
not to send the Protestants of Rochelle the assistance I 
promised them, and I did not doit. I broke my word, it 
is true; but never mind—I obeyed her wish. Have I not 
been richly paid for that obedience ? It was to that obedi- 
ence I owe her portrait !” 

D’Artagnan was astonished to see by what fragile and 
unknown threads the destinies of a nation and the lives 
of men are sometimes suspended. 

He was lost in these reflections when the goldsmith en- 
tered. He was an Irishman, one of the most skilful of his 
crait, and who himself confessed that he gained a hundred 
thousand pounds a year by the Duke of Buckingham. 

‘ Master O’ Reilly,” said the duke to him, leading him into 
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the chapel, ‘“‘look at these diamond studs, and tell me 
what they are worth apiece.” 

The goldsmith cast a glance at the elegant manner in 
which they were set, calculated, one with another, what the 
diamonds were worth, and without hesitation,— 

“Fifteen hundred pistoles each, your Grace,” replied he. 

“How many days would it require to make two studs 
exactly like them ? You see there are two wanting.” ©! 

‘* A week, your Grace.” 

‘I will give you three thousand pistoles each if I can 
have them by the day after to-morrow.” 

‘“ Vour Grace, you shall have them.” 

“You are a jewel of aman, Master O’Reilly. But that is 
not all. These studs cannot be trusted to anybody. They 
must be made in this palace.” 

‘Impossible, your Grace; there is no one but myself 
who can make them so that the new may not be distin- 
guished from the old.” 

“Therefore, my dear Master O’Reilly, you are my pris- 
oner. And should you wish to leave my palace now, you 
cannot; so make the best of it. Name to me such of your 
workmen as you stand in need of, and point out the tools 
they must bring.” 

The goldsmith knew the duke. He knew all remarks 
would be useiess, and instantly made up his mind. 

‘“ May I be permitted to inform my wife ? ” said he. 

‘Oh, you may even see her if you like, my dear Master 
O’Reilly. Your captivity shall be mild, be assured; and 
as every inconvenience deserves its indemnification, here 
is, in addition to the price of the studs, an order for a thou- 
sand pistoles, to make you forget the annoyance I cause 
you.” 

D’Artagnan could not get over the surprise created in 
him by this minister, who thus open-handed sported with 
men and millions. 

As to the goldsmith, he wrote to his wife, sending her the 
order for the thousand pistoles, and charging her to send 
him in exchange his most skilful apprentice, an assortment 
of diamonds, of which he gave the names and the weight, 
and the necessary tools. 

_ Buckingham ied the goldsmith to the chamber destined for 
him, which, at the end of half an hour, was transformed into 
a workshop. Then he placed a sentinel at each door, with 
an order to admit nobody, upon any pretence, but his valet, 
Patrick. We need not add that the goldsmith, O’Reilly, 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 203 


and his assistant were prohibited from going out on any 
account. 

This point settled, the duke turned to D’Artagnan. 

“Now, my young friend,” said he, “ England is all our 
own. What do you wish for ? What do you desire ?” 

‘A bed,” replied D’Artagnan. “I confess that is at 
present the thing I stand most in need of.” 

Buckingham assigned D’Artagnan a chamber adjoining 
his own. Hewished to have the young man at hand, not at 
all that he mistrusted him, but for the sake of having some 
one to whom he could constantly talk about the queen. 

An hour later the ordinance was published in London that 
no vessel bound for France should leave the ports—not even 
the packet-boat with letters. In the eyes of everybody this 
was a declaration of war between the two kingdoms. 

On the day after the next, by eleven o’clock, the two 
diamond studs were finished; and they were such exact 
imitations, so perfectly like the others, that Buckingham 
could not tell the new ones from the old ones, and the most 
practised in such matters would have been deceived as he 
was. 

He immediately called D’Artagnan. 

“Here,” said he to him, “ are the diamond studs that you 
came to fetch; and be my witness that I have done all 
that human power could do.” 

‘ Rest assured, milord ; I will tell what I have seen. 
But does your Grace mean to give me the studs without 
the casket ? ” 

‘The casket would only encumber you. Besides, the 
casket is the more precious from being all that is left to me. 
You will say that J keep it.” 

‘ I will perform your commission word for word, milord.” 

“And now,” resumed Buckingham, looking earnestly at 
the young man, “‘ how shall I ever acquit myself towards 
you?” 

D’Artagnan coloured up to the eyes. He saw that the 
duke was searching for a means of making him accept some- 
thing, and the idea that the blood of himself and his friends 
was about to be paid for with English gold was strangely 
repugnant to him. 

“Let us understand each other, milord,’’ replied D’Ar- 
tagnan, ‘ and let us weigh things well beforehand, in order 
that there may be no mistake. I am in the service of the 
king and queen of France, and form part of the company 
of M. des Essarts’s guards, who, as well as his brother-in- 
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law, M. de Tréville, is particularly attached to their Majes- 
ties. And, besides, it is very probable I should not have 
done anything of all this if it had not been to make myself 
agreeable to some one who is my lady, as the queen is 
yours.” 

‘I understand,” said the duke, smiling, “and I even 
believe that I know that other person. It is——” 

“ Milord, I have not named her !”’ interrupted the young 
man quickly. 

“That is true,” said the duke. ‘It is, then, to this 
person I am bound to discharge my debt of gratitude for 
your service.” 

“You have said it, milord ; for truly at this moment, 
when there is question of war, I confess to you that I see 
in your Grace only an Englishman, and, consequently, an 
enemy, whom I should have much greater pleasure in 
meeting on the field of battle than in the park at Windsor 
or the corridors of the Louvre. All which, however, will 
not prevent me from executing my commission in every 
point, or from laying down my life, if there be need of it, 
to accomplish it, but—I repeat it to your Grace—without 
your having personally, on that account, more to thank 
me for in this second interview than for what I did for you 
in the first.” 

“We say, ‘Proud as a Scotchman,’’”? murmured the 
Duke of Buckingham. 

“ And we say, ‘ Proud as a Gascon,’”’ replied D’Artagnan. 
‘“ The Gascons are the Scots of France.” 

D’Artagnan bowed to the duke, and was retiring. 

“Well, you are going away in that manner? But where, 
and how ?” 

“What's true 1? 

“Damn me! these Frenchmen have no forethought.” 

“T had forgotten that England is an island, and that 
you are the king of it.” 

“Go to the port, ask for the brig Le Sund, and give this 
letter to the captain. He will convey you to a little port 
where certainly no one is on the watch for you, and where 
only fishing-smacks ordinarily run in.” 

“ What is the name of that port ?” 

“St. Valery ; but listen. When you have arrived there, 
you will go to a mean inn, without a name and without 
a sign—a mere sailors’ lodging-house. You cannot be mis- 
taken ; there is but one.” 

“ And then ? ” 
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“You will ask for the host, and will repeat to him the 
word—Forward |” 

“Which means ?” 

“En avant ; that is the password. He will give you a 
horse all saddled, and will point out to you the road you 
are to take. You will find, in this manner, four relays on 
your route. If you wish, at each of these relays, to give 
your Paris address, the four horses will follow you there. 
You already know two of them, and you appeared to appre- 
ciate them like a lover of horseflesh. They were those we 
rode, and you may rely upon me for the others not being 
inferior to them. These horses are equipped for the field. 
However proud you may be, you will not refuse to accept 
one of them, and to request your three companions to accept 
the others. That is making war against us besides. The end 
excuses the means, as you Frenchmen say, does it not ?”’ 

“Yes, milord, I accept them,” said D’Artagnan; ‘and 
if it please God, we will make good use of your gifts.” 

“Well now, your hand, young man. Perhaps we shall 
soon meet on the battlefield. But, in the meantime, we 
shall part good friends, I hope ?”’ 

“Yes, milord; but with the hope of soon becoming 
enemies ? ” 

‘ Be satisfied on that head; I promise you.” 

‘ I depend upon your word, milord.” 

D’Artagnan bowed to the duke, and quickly made his 
way to the port opposite the Tower of London. He found 
the vessel that had been named to him, delivered his letter 
to the captain, who, after having it signed by the warden 
of the port, set sail at once. 

Fifty vessels were waiting ready to sail. 

As he was passing alongside of one of them D’Artagnan 
fancied he perceived on board the lady of Meung, the same 
whom the unknown gentleman had styled milady, and whom 
D’Artagnan had thought so handsome. But, thanks to 
the current of the river and a fair wind, his vessel passed 
so quickly that he lost sight of her in a moment. 

The next day, about five o’clock in the morning, he 
landed at St. Valery. 

D’Artagnan went instantly in search of the inn, and 
easily recognized it by the shouts proceeding from it. War 
between England and France was talked of as near and 
assured, and some jolly sailors were carousing over it. 

D’Artagnan made his way through the crowd, advanced 
toward the host, and pronounced the word “ Forward { ” 
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The host instantly made him a sign to follow him, wen 
out with him through a door which opened into the yarc 
led him to the stable, where a horse all saddled was waitin, 
for him, and asked him if he needed anything else. 

‘I want to know the route I am to follow,” said D’A1 
. tagnan. 

“Go from here to Blangy, and from Blangy to Neut 
chatel. At Neufchâtel go to the inn of the ‘Golden Har 
row,’ give the password to the landlord, and you will finc 
as you found here, a horse ready saddled.” 

Have I anything to pay ? ” demanded D’ Artagnan. 

‘Everything is paid,” replied the host, “and liberally 
Go, then, and may God conduct you safely.” 

“ Amen!” cried the young man, and set off at full gallor 

Four hours later he was in Neufchatel. He strictly fol 
lowed the instructions he had received. At Neufchâtel, a 
at St. Valery, he found a horse all saddled awaiting him 
He was about to remove the pistols from the saddle he ha 
vacated to the one he was about to occupy, but he foun 
the holsters furnished with similar pistols. 

“Your address at Paris ?”’ 

“Hotel of the Guards, company of Des Essarts.”? 

“Good,” replied the landlord. 

“Which route must I take 2?” demanded D’ Artagna; 
in his turn. 

“That of Rouen; but you will leave the city on you 
right. Youmust stop at the little village of Ecouis, in whic 
there is but one inn, the Shield of France. Don’t condem 
it from appearances ; you will find a horse in the stable 
quite as good as this.” 

‘ The same password ?” 

“ Exactly.” 

“Farewell, master ! ” 

“A good journey, gentleman! Do you want anything ? 

D’Artagnan shook his head in reply, and set off at fu 
speed. At Ecouis the same scene was repeated. He foun 
as obliging a host and a fresh horse. He left his addres 
as he had done before, and set off again, at the same pace 
for Pontoise. At Pontoise he changed his horse for th 
last time, and at nine o’clock galloped into the court ¢ 
M. de Tréville’s hôtel. He had covered nearly sixty league 
in twelve hours. 

M. de Tréville received him as if he had seen him tha 
same morning ; only, when pressing his hand a little mor 
warmly than usual, he informed him that M. des Essarts 
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company was on duty at the Louvre, and that he might 
repair to his post. 


CHAPTER XXII. 
THE BALLET OF LA MERLAISON. 


THE next day nothing was talked of in Paris but the bail 
which the provosts of the city were to give to the king 
and queen, and in which their Majesties were to dance the 
famous La Merlaison, the king’s favourite ballet. 

The whole of the last week had been occupied in prep- 
arations at the City Hall for this important evening. 
The city carpenter had erected a staging upon which the 
ladies invited were to sit. The city grocer had ornamented 
the chambers with two hundred white wax flambeaus, 
which was a piece of luxury unheard of at that period. 
Finally, twenty violins were ordered, and the price paid 
for them fixed at double the usual rate, upon condition, 
said the report, that they should play all night. 

At ten o’clock in the morning the Sieur de la Coste, 
ensign in the king’s guards, followed by two officers and 
several archers of that body, came to the city registrar, 
whose name was Clement, and demanded of him all the 
keys of the chambers and offices of the hall. These keys 
were given up to him instantly. Each of them had a ticket 
attached to it by which it might be known, and from that 
moment the Sieur de la Coste was charged with the guard- 
ing of all the doors and all the avenues of approach. 

At eleven o’clock came in his turn Duhallier, captain of 
_ the guards, bringing with him fifty archers, who were dis- 
tributed immediately through the hall, at the doors which 
had been assigned to them. 

At three o’clock arrived two companies of the guards, 
one French, the other Swiss. The company of French 
guards was composed half of M. Duhallier’s men, and half 
of M. des Essarts’s men. 

At six o’clock in the evening the invited guests began to 
enter. According to the order in which they entered they 
were shown places on the platform. 

At nine o’clock Madame la Premiére Présidente arrived. 
As, next to the queen, she was the most important person- 
age of the féte, she was received by the city officials, and 
seated in a box opposite to the one which the queen was to 
occupy, 
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At ten o’clock the king’s collation of sweetmeats. was 
prepared in a little chamber facing the church of St. John, 
in front of the silver buffet of the city, which was guarded 
by four archers. 

At midnight great cries and loud acclamations were 
heard. It was the king passing through the streets which 
led from the Louvre to the City Hall, and which were all 
illuminated with coloured lanterns. 

Immediately the provosts, clothed in their cloth robes, 
and preceded by six sergeants, each holding a torch in his 
hand, went out to wait upon the king, whom they met on 
the steps, where the provost of the merchants made him 
the welcoming speech, a courtesy to which his Majesty 
replied, apologizing for coming so late, but laying the blame 
on the cardinal, who had detained him till eleven o’clock, 
talking of affairs of state. 

His Majesty, in full dress, was accompanied by his Royal 
Highness Monsieur, the Comte de Soissons, the Grand Prior, 
the Duc de Longueville, the Duc d’Elbceuf, the Comte 
d’Harcourt, the Comte de la Roche-Guyon, M. de Liancourt, 
M. de Baradas, the Comte de Cramail, and the Chevalier 
de Souveray. 

Everybody observed that the king looked listless and 
preoccupied. 

A closet had been prepared for the king, and another for 
Monsieur, In each of these closets were placed masquerade 
dresses. The same had been done with respect to the queen 
and Madame la Présidente. The nobles and ladies of thei 
Majesties’ suites were to dress, two by two, in rooms pre- 
pared for the purpose. 

Before entering his closet the king desired to be informed 
the moment the cardinal arrived. 

Half an hour after the king’s entrance fresh acclamations 
were heard. These announced the queen’s atrival. The 
provosts did as they had done before, and, preceded by 
their sergeants, went out to receive their illustrious guest. 

The queen entered the great hall, and it was remarkec 
that, like the king, she looked listless and especially fatigued 

At the moment she entered, the curtain of a small gallery, 
which up to that time had been closed, was drawn, and the 
cardinal, with a pale face and in the dress of a Spanist 
cavalier, appeared. His eyes were fixed on the queen’s 
and a smile of terrible joy passed over his lips. The queer 
did not have on the diamond studs. 

The queen remained for a short time receiving the com: 
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pliments of the city officials, and replying to the greetings 
of the ladies. 

All at once the king appeared with the cardinal at one of 
the doors of the hail. The cardinal was speaking to him 
in a low voice, and the king was very pale. 

The king, without his mask, and the ribbons of his doublet 
scarcely tied, made his way through the crowd, and going 
straight to the queen, in an altered voice asked,— 

“Madame, why did you not wear your diamond studs, 
when you know it would have given me so much gratifica- 
tion ? ” 

The queen cast a glance around her, and saw the cardinal 
behind, with a diabolical smile on his countenance. 

“ Sire,” replied the queen, in a faltering voice, ‘‘ because, 
in the midst of such a crowd as this, I feared some accident 
might happen to them.” 

“ And you were wrong, madame! If I gave them to you, 
it was that you might adorn yourself with them. I tell 
you again you were wrong.” 

And the king’s voice was tremulous with anger. The 
company looked and listened with astonishment, under- 
standing nothing of what was going on. 

“Sire,” said the queen, ‘ I can send for them to the Louvre, 
where they are, and thus your Majesty’s wishes will be 
complied with.” 

‘ Do so, madame, do so; and as quick as possible, for 
within an hour the ballet will begin.” 

The queen bowed in token of submission, and followed 
the ladies who were to conduct her to her closet. 

' The king returned to his. 

A moment of uncertainty and confusion ensued in the 
room. Every one had noticed that something had passed 
between the king and queen, but as both of them had 
spoken very low, and as all the company had, from respect, 
kept several feet away, no one had heard days The 
violins began to play with all their might, but no one listened 
to them. 

The king was the first to come out from his closet. He 
was attired in a most elegant hunting costume, and Monsieur 
and the other nobles were dressed as he was. This was the 
costume that was most becoming to the king, and when thus 
clothed he really appeared the first gentleman of his kingdom. 

The cardinal drew near to the king and placed a casket 
in his hand. The king opened it, and found in it two 
diamond studs. 
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‘ What does this mean ?”’ demanded he of the cardinal. 

“Nothing,” replied the latter; “only, if the queen has 
the studs—but I very much doubt if she has—count them, 
sire, and if you find only ten, ask her Majesty who can 
have stolen from her the two studs that are here.” 

The king looked at the cardinal as if to ask him what it 
meant. But he had no time to put any question to him. A 
cry of admiration burst from every mouth. If the king 
appeared to be the first gentleman of his kingdom, the 
queen was assuredly the most beautiful woman in France. 

True, her huntress habit was admirably becoming ; she 
wore a beaver hat with blue feathers, a surtout of pearl- 
gray velvet fastened with diamond clasps, and a petticoat 
of blue satin embroidered in silver. On her left shoulder 
sparkled the diamond studs, on a bow of the same colour 
as the plumes and the petticoat. 

The king trembled with joy and the cardinal with vexa- 
tion. However, at the distance they were from the queen, 
they could not count the studs. The queen had them ; 
the only question was, had she ten or twelve ? 

At that moment the violins sounded the signal for the 
ballet. The king advanced toward Madame la Présidente, 
with whom he was to dance, and his Highness Monsieur 
with the queen. They took their places, and the ballet 
began. 

The king danced facing the queen, and every time that he 
passed by her he devoured with his eyes those studs, the 
number of which he could not make out. A cold sweat 
covered the cardinal’s brow. 

The ballet lasted an hour. It had sixteen figures. 

The ballet ended amid the applause of the whole assem- 
blage, and every one led his partner to her place. But the 
king took advantage of the privilege he had of leaving his 
lady to hasten to the queen. 

‘I thank you, madame,”’ said he, ‘‘ for the deference you 
have shown to my wishes; but I think two of your studs 
are missing, and I bring them back to you.” 

At these words he held out to the queen the two studs 
the cardinal had given him. 

“How, sire ?”’ cried the young queen, affecting surprise ; 
‘you are giving me, then, two more. So now I shall have 
fourteen.” 

In fact, the king counted them, and the twelve studs were 
all on her Majesty’s shoulder. 

The king called the cardinal to him. 
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‘What does this mean, cardinal ?’”’ asked the king in a 
severe tone. 

“This means, sire,’”’ replied the cardinal, “‘ that I was de- 
sirous of presenting her Majesty with these two studs, and 
that, not venturing to offer them myself, I adopted this 
means of inducing her to accept them.” 

“And I am the more grateful to your Eminence,’ replied 
Anne of Austria, with a smile that proved she was not the 
dupe of this ingenious piece of gallantry, ‘ since I am cer- 
tain these two studs have cost you as dearly as all the 
others cost his Majesty.” 

Then, after bowing to the king and the cardinal, the queen 
took her way to the chamber where she had dressed, and 
where she was to take off her ball costume. 

The attention which we were obliged to give, at the begin- 
ning of this chapter, to the illustrious personages we have 
introduced in it diverted us for an instant from him to 
whom Anne of Austria owed the extraordinary triumph 
she had just obtained over the cardinal, and who, obscure, 
unknown, lost in the crowd gathered at one of the doors, was 
a witness of this scene, comprehensible only to four persons— 
the king, the queen, his Eminence, and himself. 

The queen had just regained her chamber, and D’Artag- 
nan was about to retire, when he felt a light touch on his 
shoulder. He turned round, and saw a young woman, who 
made him a sign to follow her. This young woman’s face was 
covered with a black velvet mask, but notwithstanding this 
precaution, which was, in fact, taken rather against others 
than against him, he at once recognized his usual guide, 
the gay and witty Madame Bonacieux. 

On the evening before, they had seen each other for a brief 
moment only at the porter Germain’s apartment, where 
D’Artagnan had sent for her. The haste which the young 
woman was in to convey to her mistress the fine news of her 
messenger’s happy return prevented the two lovers from 
exchanging more than a few words. D’Artagnan, therefore, 
followed Madame Bonacieux, moved by a double sentiment, 
love and curiosity. During the whole of the way, and in 
proportion as the corridors became more deserted, D’Ar- 
tagnan wished to stop the young woman, seize her, and 
gaze upon her, were it only for a minute; but quick as a 
bird she slipped between his hands, and when he wished to 
speak to her, her finger placed on her mouth, with a little 
imperative gesture full of grace, reminded him that he was 
under the rule of a power which he had blindly to obey, and 
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which forbade him even to make the slightest complaint. 
At length, after a minute or two of turns and counterturns, 
Madame Bonacieux opened the door of a closet, which was 
entirely dark, and led the young man into it. There she 
made afresh sign of silence, and opening a second door, 
concealed by a tapestry which as it was drawn aside let 
in a sudden flood of brilliant light, she disappeared. 

D’Artagnan remained for a moment motionless, asking 
himself where he could be; but soon a ray of light pene- 
trating from the chamber, the warm and perfumed air 
reaching even to him, the conversation of two or three 
ladies in language at once respectful and elegant, and the 
word ‘Majesty ’ many times repeated, clearly indicated 
to him that he was in a closet adjoining the queen’s chamber. 

The young man stood in the shadow and waited. 

The queen appeared cheerful and happy, and this seemed 
to astonish very much the persons surrounding her, who 
were accustomed, on the contrary, to see her almost always 
sad and full of care. The queen attributed this joyous feel- 
ing to the beauty of the ball, to the pleasure she had ex- 
perienced in the ballet; and as it is not permissible to con- 
tradict a queen, whether she smile or whether she weep, all 
rivalled one another in expatiating on the gallantry of the 
provosts of the city of Paris. 

Although D’Artagnan did not know the queen, he soon 
distinguished her voice from the others, at first by a slightly 
foreign accent, and next by that tone of domination natu- 
rally impressed upon all royal words. He heard her approach 
and withdraw from the open door, and twice or three times 
he even saw the shadow of a body intercept the light. 

At length a hand and an arm, surpassingly beautiful in 
form and whiteness, suddenly glided through the tapestry. 
D’Artagnan understood that this was his reward. He cast 
himself on his knees, seized the hand, and touched it respect- 
fully with his lips; then the hand was withdrawn, leaving 
in his an object which he perceived to bearing, The door 
immediately closed, and D’Artagnan found himself again 
in complete darkness. 

D’Artagnan placed the ring on his finger, and again 
waited ; it was evident that all was not yet over. After the 
reward of his devotion, the reward of his love was to come. 
Besides, although the ballet was danced, the evening’s 
pleasures had scarcely begun. Supper was to be served 
at three, and the clock of St. John had struck three-quar- 
ters after two, 
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In fact, the sound of voices in the adjoining chamber 
diminished by degrees ; the company was then heard de- 
parting ; then the door of the closet in which D’Artagnan 
was was opened, and Madame Bonacieux entered quickly. 

“You at last ? ” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Silence!” said the young woman, placing her hand 
upon his lips—‘“‘silence! and go the same way you came.” 

“ But where and when shall I see you again?” cried 
D’Artagnan. 

“A note which you will find at home will tell you. Go! 

[0] ! 2) 
” And at these words she opened the door of the corridor 
and pushed D’Artagnan out of the closet. D’Artagnan 
obeyed like a child, without the least resistance or objec- 
tion, which proves that he was really in love, 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
THE RENDEZVOUS. 


D’ARTAGNAN ran home immediately, and although it was 
after three o’clock in the morning, and he had the worst 
quarters of Paris to pass through, he met with no mis- 
adventure. 

He found the door of his passage open, sprang up the 
stairs, and knocked softly, in a manner agreed upon between 
nim and his lackey. Planchet, whom he had sent home two 
aours before from the City Hall, desiring him to sit up for 
aim, came and opened the door. 

‘ Has any one brought a letter for me?” asked D’Ar- 
agnan eagerly. 

‘ No one has brought a letter, sir,” replied Planchet ; “ but 
there is one come of itself.” 

‘ What do you mean by that, you stupid fellow ?”’ 

‘I mean that when I came in, although J had the key of 
your apartment in my pocket and that key had never been 
put of my possession, I found a letter on the green table- 
sover in your bedroom.” 

“ And where is that letter ? ” 

“ T left it where I found it,sir. Itis not natural for letters 
ta enter people’s rooms in this manner, If the window had 
been open, or even ajar, I should think nothing of it. But 
no; all was as close as possible, Beware, sir; there is cer- 
tainly some magic in it,” 
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In the meantime the young man darted into his chamber 
and was opening the letter. It was from Madame Bona- 
cieux, and was conceived in these terms :— 

“Warm thanks are to be offered to you, and to be trans- 
mitted to you. Be at St. Cloud this evening about ten 
o’clock, in front of the pavilion at the corner of M. d’Estrées’s 
hôtel.—C. B.” 

While reading this letter D’Artagnan felt his heart ex- 
pand and close with that delicious spasm that tortures and 
caresses the hearts of lovers. | 

It was the first note he had received ; it was the first 
rendezvous that had been granted him. His heart, swelled 
by the intoxication of joy, felt ready to faint at the very 
gate of that terrestrial paradise called Love ! 

‘“ Well, sir,” said Planchet, who had noticed his master 
grow red and pale successively, “ did I not guess truly ? 
Is it not some bad business or other ?” 

“You are mistaken, Planchet,” replied D’Artagnan ; 
“and, as a proof, there is a crown to drink my health.” 

‘I am much obliged to you for the crown you have given 
me, and I promise you I will obey your instructions exactly. 
But it is not the less true that letters which come in this 
manner into shut-up houses——” 

“ Fall from heaven, my friend, fall from heaven.” 

“Then you are happy ?”’ asked Planchet. 

“My dear Pianchet, I am the happiest of men!” 

‘ And I may profit by your happiness, and go to bed ? ” : 

AVES got 

“May the blessings of heaven fall upon you. But it is 
not the less true that that letter——”’ 

And Planchet retired, shaking his head with an air of 
doubt, which D’Artagnan’s liberality did not entirely suc- 
ceed in removing. 

Left alone, D’Artagnan read and reread his note, then he 
kissed and kissed again twenty times the lines traced by the 
hand of his beautiful mistress. At length he went to bed, 
fell asleep, and had golden dreams. 

At seven o’clock in the morning he arose and called Plan- 
chet, who, at the second summons, opened the door, his 
countenance not yet quite free from the anxiety of the 
preceding night. 

“Planchet,” said D’Artagnan, ‘I am going out for all 
day, perhaps. You are, therefore, your own master till 
seven o’clock in the evening ; but at seven o’clock you must 
hold yourself in readiness with two horses,” 
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‘There ! ” said Planchet. ‘It appears we are going to 
ave our skins pierced again in several places.” 

“You will take your carbine and your pistols.” 

“There now! did I not say so?” cried Planchet. “I 
vas sure of it—cursed letter!” 

‘Come, don’t be afraid, you silly fellow. There is nothing 
yn hand but a pleasure party.” 

‘Ah! like that charming journey the other day, when it 
ained bullets and grew a crop of snares.’ 

“Well, if you are really afraid, Master Planchet,” resumed 
Di Artagnan, ‘I will go without you. I prefer travelling 
vlone to having a timid companion.” 

‘ You do me wrong,’ said Planchet ; “I thought you had 
een me at work.” 

“Yes; but I did not know whether you had not used up 
ull your courage the first time.” 

“You shall see, on occasion, that I have some left ; only 
[ beg you not to be too prodigal of it, if you wish it to last 
ong.” 

‘ Do you believe you still have a certain amount of it to 
-xpend this evening ? ” 

‘ I hope I have, sir.” 

“ Well, then, I depend upon you.” 

“At the appointed hour I shall be ready ; only I believe 
you had but one horse in the guard stables.” 

‘‘Perhaps there is but one at this moment, but by this 
svening there will be four.” 

“Tt appears that our journey is to be a journey for re- 
nounts, then ? ” 

“‘ Exactly so,” said D’Artagnan ; and nodding to Planchet, 
1e went out. 

M. Bonacieux was standing at his door. D’Artagnan’s 
ntention was to go out without speaking to the worthy 
mercer. But the latter made so polite and friendly a 
salutation that his tenant felt obliged not only to stop, 
ut to enter into conversation with him. 

Besides, how is it possible to avoid a little condescension 
oward a husband whose pretty wife has appointed a meet- 
ng with you that same evening at St. Cloud, opposite the 
vavilion of M. d’Estrées ? D’Artagnan approached him with 
he most amiable air he could assume. 

The conversation naturally fell upon the poor man’s incar- 
eration. M. Bonacieux, who was ignorant that D’Artagnan 
ad overheard his conversation with the man of Meung, 
elated to his young tenant the persecutions of that monster, 
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M. de Laffemas, whom he never ceased to qualify, during 
his account, with the title of the cardinal’s executioner, 
and expatiated at great length upon the Bastille, the bolts, 
the wickets, the air-holes, the gratings, and the instruments 
of torture. 

D'Artagnan listened to him with exemplary condescen- 
sion, and when he had finished, said,— 

“ And Madame Bonacieux—do you know who carried her 
off? For I do not forget that I owe to that unpleasant 
circumstance the good fortune of having made your acquaint- 
ance.” 

‘“ Ah,” said Bonacieux, “ they took good care not to tell 
me that; and my wife, on her part, has sworn to me, by 
all that’s sacred, that she does not know. But you,’ con- 
tinued M. Bonacieux, in a tone of perfect simplicity —‘“‘ what 
have you been doing for several days past? I have not seen 
either you or any of your friends, and I don’t think you 
could pick up from the pavement of Paris all that dust that 
I saw Planchet brush off your boots yesterday.” 

‘“ You are right, my dear M. Bonacieux ; my friends and 
I have been on a little journey.” 

“Far from Paris ?”’ 

‘© Lord, no! About forty leagues only. We went to 
take M. Athos to the waters of Forges, where my friends 
have remained.” 

* And so you have returned, have you ? ” replied M. Bona- 
cieux, giving his countenance his most jocular air. ‘A 
handsome young fellow like you does not obtain long leave 
of absence from his mistress; and we were impatiently 
waited for at Paris, were we not ?” 

“°Pon my word,” said the young man, laughing, “ I am 
fain to confess it; and so much the more readily, my dear 
M. Bonacieux, as I see there is no concealing anything from 
you. Yes, I was expected, and very impatiently, I assure 


ou. 

A slight shade passed over Bonacieux’s brow, but so slight 
that D’Artagnan did not perceive it. 

‘And we are going to be rewarded for our diligence ?”’ 
continued the mercer, with a trifling alteration in his voice— 
so trifling, indeed, that D’Artagnan did not perceive it any 
more than he had the shade which, an instant before, had 
darkened the worthy man’s countenance. 

‘Ah, you are a deep one ! ” said D’Artagnan, laughing. 

“No; what I say is only that I may know whether you 
will come in late.” 
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“Why do you ask me that question, my dear landlord ? 
Do you intend to sit up for me ? ” 

“No; only since my arrest and the robbery that was com- 
mitted in my house I am alarmed every time I hear a door 
opened, particularly in the night. What the deuce can you 
expect ? I told you I was no swordsman.” 

“Well, don’t be alarmed if I come home at one, two, or 
three o’clock in the morning ; indeed, do not be alarmed 
if I do not come at all.” 

This time Bonacieux became so pale that D’Artagnan 
could not do otherwise than perceive it, and asked him what 
was the matter. 

“ Nothing,” replied Bonacieux, “ nothing ; only since my 
misfortunes I have been subject to faintnesses, which seize 
me all at once, and I just felt a cold shiver. Pay no atten- 
tion to it; you have nothing to occupy yourself with but 
being happy.” 

‘Then I have plenty of occupation, for I am happy.” 

“Not yet; wait a little. This evening, you said.” 

“ Well, this evening will come, thank God! And perhaps 
you look for it with as much impatience as I do; perhaps 
this evening Madame Bonacieux will visit the conjugal 
domicile.” 

‘“ Madame Bonacieux is not at liberty this evening,” re- 
plied the husband seriously ; “she is detained at the Louvre 
this evening by her duties.” 

‘So much the worse for you, my dear host, so much 
the worse for you! When I am happy, I wish everybody 
to be so ; but it appears that is not possible.” 

And the young man departed, laughing at the joke, which 
he thought he alone could comprehend. 

‘Ah, have your laugh out,’ replied Bonacieux, in a 
sepulchral tone. 

But D’Artagnan was too far off to hear him, and if he had 
heard him, in the frame of mind he then was he certainly 
would not have remarked it. 

He took his way toward M. de Tréville’s hétel. His visit 
the day before, we remember, had been very short, with 
little chances for confidential talk. 

He found M. de Tréville in a most joyful mood. The king 
and queen had been charming to him at the ball. The 
cardinal, however, had been particularly ill-tempered ; he 
had retired at one o’clock under the pretence of being in- 
disposed. Their Majesties did not return to the Louvre till 
six o’clock. 
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‘‘ Now,” said M. de Tréville, lowering his voice and look- 
ing round at every corner of the apartment to see whether 
they were alone—‘‘now let us talk about yourself, my 
young friend ; for it is evident that your fortunate return 
has something to do with the king’s joy, the queen’s tri- 
umph, and the cardinal’s humiliation. You must look out 
for yourself.” 

“What have I to fear,” replied D’Artagnan, “so long as 
I have the good fortune to enjoy their Majesties’ favour ?”’ 

“Everything, believe me. The cardinal is not the man to 
forget a mystification until he has settled his accounts with 
the mystifier. And the mystifier appears to me to have the 
air of being a certain young Gascon of my acquaintance.” 

‘“ Do you believe the cardinal is as well informed as you 
are, and knows that I have been to London ? ” 

“The devil! you have been to London! Did you bring 
from London that beautiful diamond glittering on your 
finger ? Beware, my dear D’Artagnan! A present from 
an enemy is not a good thing. Are there not some Latin 
verses upon that subject ? Stop a minute <5 

“Yes, doubtless,” replied D’ Artagnan, who had never been 
able to cram even the first rudiments of that language into 
his head, and who, by his ignorance, had driven his master 
to despair—‘“‘ yes, doubtless there is one.” 

“There certainly is one,” said M. de Tréville, who had a 
smattering of letters, ‘and M. de Benserade was quoting 
it to me the other day. Stop a minute. Ah, it is this: 


‘ Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes,’ 


which means, ‘Beware of the emeny who makes you 
presents.” ” 

“This diamond does not come from an enemy, sir,” 
replied D’Artagnan ; ‘‘it comes from the queen.” 

‘ From the queen ! oh, ho!” said M. de Tréville. ‘“ Why, 
it is indeed a genuine royal jewel, worth a thousand pis- 
toles if it is worth a farthing. By whom did the queen 
send you this jewel ?” 

“She gave it to me herself.” 

“Where ?” 

“In the closet adjoining the chamber in which she 
changed her dress.” 

ce How ? LEZ 

“By giving me her hand to kiss.” 

“What! you have kissed the queen’s hand ?” said M. 
de Tréville, looking earnestly at D’Artagnan. 
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‘“ Her Majesty did me the honour to grant me that favour.” 

“And that in the presence of witnesses! Imprudent 
woman! thrice imprudent !” 

“No, sir ; be assured no one saw her,” replied D’Artag- 
nan ; and he told M. de Tréville how things had gone. 

““O women, women!” cried the old soldier. ‘I know 
them by their romantic imaginations; everything that sa- 
vours of mystery charms them. So you saw her arm, that 
was all. You would meet the queen and you would not 
know her; she might meet you and she would not know 
who you were ?” 

“No; but thanks to this diamond 
man. 

“Listen to me,” said M. de Tréville ; ‘‘ shall I give youa 
good piece of advice—a piece of friendly advice ?”’ 

“You will do me honour, sir,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘“ Well, then, go to the nearest goldsmith’s, and sell that 
diamond for the highest price you can get from him. How- 
ever much of a Jew he may be, he will give you at least 
eight hundred pistoles. Pistoles have no name, young 
man, and that ring has a terrible one, which may betray 
him who wears it.” 

“Sell this ring—a ring which comes from my sovereign ! 
Never !”’ said D’Artagnan. 

‘ Then at least turn the stone inside, you silly fellow! 
For everybody must be aware that a cadet from Gascony 
does not find such gems in his mother’s jewel-case.” 

“ You think, then, I have something to fear ? ”’ said D’ Ar- 
tagnan. 

“IT mean, young man, that he who sleeps over a mine, the 
match of which is already lighted, may consider himself in 
safety in comparison with you.” 

“The devil!” said D’Artagnan, who, at M. de Tréville’s 
pos tone, began to feel a little uneasy—" the devil! 

hat must I do?” 

‘ Be at all times on your guard. The cardinal has a tena- 
cious memory and à long arm. You may depend upon it, 
he will repay you by some ill turn.” 

“ But what sort of one ? ” 

“Eh! how can I tell? Has he not all the devil’s tricks 
at command? The least that might happen would be 
your arrest.” 

“What ! would they dare to arrest a man in his Majesty’s 
service ? ” 

“ Zounds ! they did not scruple much in the case of Athos. 

8 


” replied the young 
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At all events, young man, believe one who has been thirty 
years at court. Do not lull yourself into security, or you 
will be lost; but, on the contrary—and I tell you so—see 
enemies in all directions. If any one seeks a quarrel with 
yau, shun it, were it with a child of ten years old ; if you 
are attacked by day or by night, draw back, without shame ; 
if you cross a bridge, feel every plank of it with your foot, 
lest one should give way beneath you ; if you pass before a 
house which is building, look up, for fear a stone should fall 
upon your head; if you stay out late, be always followed 
by your lackey, and let your lackey be armed—if, by-the- 
bye, you can be sure of your lackey. Mistrust everybody— 
your friend, your brother, your mistress—your mistress in 
particular.” 

D'Artagnan coloured. 

‘My mistress,” repeated he mechanically; “and why 
mistrust her rather than any other ?” 

“Because a mistress is one of the cardinal’s favourite 
means; he has not one that is more expeditious. A woman 
will sell you for ten pistoles—witness Delilah. You are 
acquainted with the Scriptures, eh ? ” 

D’Artagnan thought of the appointment Madame Bona- 
cieux had made with him for that very evening ; but we 
are bound to say, to the credit of our hero, that the bad 
opinion entertained by M. de Tréville of women in general 
did not inspire him with the least suspicion of his pretty 
hostess. 

“ But, by the way,” resumed M. de Tréville, “ what has 
become of your three companions ? ” 

me was about to ask you if you had heard no news of 
them.” 

“ None whatever, sir.’ 

“ Well, I left them on my road—Porthos at Chantilly, with 
a duel on his hands; Aramis at Crévecceur, with a ball in 
his shoulder ; and Athos at Amiens, detained by an accusa- 
tion of counterfeiting.” 

‘ See there, now!” said M. de Tréville. “And how the 
devil did you escape ? ” 

“ By a miracle, sir, I must acknowledge, with a sword- 
thrust in my breast, and by nailing Comte de Wardes, on 
the road to Calais, like a butterfly on a tapestry.” 

** There again! De Wardes, one of the cardinal’s men, 
SUR of Rochefort’s! But stop, my friend, I have an 
idea 

“ Speak, sir.” 
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‘€ In your place, I would do one thing.” 

“What, sir ? ” 

‘“ While his Eminence was seeking for me in Paris, I should 
take, without sound of drum or trumpet, the road to Picardy, 
and should go and make some inquiries concerning my three 
companions. What the devil! they richly merit that piece 
of attention on your part.” 

“Your advice is good, sir, and to-morrow I will set 
out.” 

“To-morrow! And why not this evening ? ” 

“This evening, sir, I am detained in Paris by urgent 
business.” 

“Ab, young man, young man! Some love affair. Take 
care, I repeat to you, take care! Woman was the ruin of 
us all, is the ruin of us all, and will be the ruin of us all, 
as long as the world stands. Take my advice and set out 
this evening.” 

“It is impossible, sir.”’ 

“You have given your word, then ? ” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Ab, that’s quite another thing. But promise me, if you 
should not happen to be killed to-night, that you will go 
to-morrow.” 

‘I promise you, Sir.” 

‘ Do you want money ? ” 

‘I still have fifty pistoles. That, I think, is as much as 
I shall need.” 

'‘* But your companions ? ” 

“T dont think they can be in need of any. We left 
Paris each with seventy-five pistoles in his pocket.” 

““Shall I see you again before your departure ?”’ 

“T think not, sir, unless something new happens.” 

“Well, a pleasant journey to you, then.” 

‘“ Thank you, sir.” 

And D’Artagnan left M. de Tréville, touched more than 
ever by his paternal solicitude for his musketeers. 

He called successively at the abodes of Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis. None of them had returned. Their lackeys like- 
wise were absent, and nothing had been heard of either 
masters or servants. 

He would have inquired after them of their mistresses, 
but he was not acquainted with Porthos’s or Aramis’s, and 
Athos had none. 

As he passed the Hotel des Gardes he took a glance into 
the stables. Three of the four horses had already arrived, 
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Planchet, much astonished, was busy grooming them, and 
had already finished with two. 

‘ Ah, sir,” said Planchet, on perceiving D’Artagnan, ‘ how 
glad I am to see you!” 

“Why so, Planchet ?”’ asked the young man. 

‘Do you place confidence in our landlord, M. Bona- 
Clete 

“I? Not the least in the world.” 

“Oh, you do quite right, sir.” 

“But why do you ask ?” 

“Because, while you were talking with him, I watched 
you without listening to you; and, sir, his countenance 
changed colour two or three times.” 

SeBa bye’ 

‘Preoccupied as you were with the letter you had just 
received, you did not observe it; but, on the contrary, as 
I was put on my guard by the strange manner in which that 
letter had come into the house, I did not lose a movement 
of his face.” 

“ And you found it F4 

‘“ Traitorous, sir.” 

“indeed 1? 

‘ Besides, as soon as you had left, and disappeared round 
the corner of the street, M. Bonacieux took his hat, shut 
his door, and set off at a quick pace in an opposite direc- 
tion.” 

“Tt seems you are right, Planchet. All this appears to 
be a little suspicious ; and be assured that we will not pay 
him our rent until the matter shall be categorically ex- 
plained to us.” 

‘ Vou joke, but you will see.” 

ù “What can you expect, Planchet ? What must be shall 
e ! LE 

“You have not, then, given up your excursion for this 
evening ? ” 

“Quite the contrary, Planchet ; the more ill-will I enter- 
tain toward M. Bonacieux, the more punctual I shall be in 
keeping the appointment made with me in that letter which 
gives you so much uneasiness.”’ 

‘ Then your determination is 

“Ts unalterable, my friend ; so, then, be ready here, at 
nine o’clock, at the hôtel. I will come and get you.” 

Planchet, seeing there was no longer any hope of making 
his master abandon his project, heaved a deep sigh, and 
set to work to groom the third horse. 


” 
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D’Artagnan, being at bottom a prudent youth, instead of 
returning home, went and dined with the Gascon priest, 
who, at the time of the four friends’ poverty, had given 
them a breakfast of chocolate. 


CHAPIER XXIV. 
THE PAVILION. 


AT nine o’clock D’Artagnan was at the Hôtel des Gardes. 
He found Planchet under arms. The fourth horse had ar- 
rived. 

Planchet was armed with his carbine and a pistol. D’Ar- 
tagnan had his sword, and placed two pistols in his belt ; 
then both mounted and departed quietly. It was quite 
dark, and no one saw them go out. Planchet followed his 
master, and kept at a distance of about ten paces from 
him. 

D’Artagnan crossed the quays, went out by the gate of La 
Conférence, and went along the road, much more beautiful 
then than it is now, leading to St. Cloud. 

As long as he was in the city Planchet kept at the re- 
spectful distance he had imposed upon himself. But as 
soon as the road began to be lonely and darker, he quietly 
drew nearer ; so that when they entered the Bois de Bou- 
logne, he found himself riding quite naturally side by side 
with his master. In fact, we must admit that the oscilla- 
tion of the tall trees, and the moonlight flecking the dark 
underwood, gave him serious uneasiness. D’Artagnan per- 
ceived that something more than usual was passing in the 
mind of his lackey, and said,— 

‘* Well, Master Planchet, what is the matter with us now ?P * 
_ “ Don’t you think, sir, that woods are like churches ?” 

“ How so, Planchet ? ” 

“ Because we dare not speak aloud in either.” 

“Why do you not dare to speak aloud, Planchet p— 
because you are afraid ? ” 

“ Afraid of being heard? Yes, sir.” 

“ Afraid of being heard! Why, our conversation is quite 
proper, my dear Planchet, and no one could find fault with 
Lbs 


“Ah, sir!” replied Planchet, recurring to his besetting 
idea, ‘‘ that M. Bonacieux has something sly in his eyebrows, 
and something very unpleasant in the play of his lips.” 
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‘ What the devil makes you think of Bonacieux now ?” 
“Sir, we think of what we can, and not of what we will.” 
“Because you are a coward, Planchet.” 

“Sir, we must not confound prudence with cowardice. 
Prudence is a virtue.” 

‘ And you are very virtuous, are you not, Planchet ? ” 

“Ts not that a musket barrel glittering yonder, sir? 
Had we not better duck our heads ?” 

“Truly,” murmured D’Artagnan as M. de Tréville’s ad- 
vice recurred to him, “ this animal will end by making me 
afraid.” 

And he put his horse into a trot. Planchet followed the 
movements of his master as if he had been his shadow, and 
was soon trotting by his side. 

“ Are we going to continue this pace all night ? ” asked 
Planchet. 

‘“ No, for you are at your journey’s end.” 

‘I, sir, at my journey’s end ? And you ?” 

“Why, I am going a few steps farther.” 

‘ And do you intend to leave me here alone ?” 

“You certainly are afraid, Planchet ?” 

“No; but I only beg leave to observe to you that the 
night will be very cold, that chills bring on rheumatism, 
and that a lackey who has the rheumatism makes but a 
poor servant, particularly to a master as active as you are.” 

“Well, if you are cold, Planchet, you can go into one of 
those saloons that you see yonder, and be waiting for me 
at the door by six o’clock in the morning.” 

“Sir, I have eaten and drunk in your honour the crown 
you gave me this morning, so that I have not a sou left, 
in case I should be cold.” 

“ Here’s a half-pistole. To-morrow morning, then.” 

D’Artagnan sprang from his horse, threw the bridle to 
Planchet, and departed at a quick pace, folding his cloak 
round him. 

‘ Good Lord, how cold Iam!” cried Planchet as soon as 
he had lost sight of his master ; and in such haste was he 
to warm himself that he went straight to a house set out 
with all the attributes of a suburban inn, and knocked at 
the door. 

In the meantime D’Artagnan, who had plunged into a 
bypath, continued his route, and reached St. Cloud; but 
instead of following the highway, he turned behind the 
chateau, reached a sort of retired lane, and found himself 
soon in front of the pavilion named. It was situated in a 
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very private spot. A high wall, at the angle of which was the 
pavilion, ran along one side of this lane, and on the othera 
hedge protected from passers-by a little garden, at the rear 
of which stood a small cottage. 

He was now on the place appointed, and as no signal 
had been given him by which to announce his presence, he 
waited. 

Not the least noise was to be heard ; one might have 
thought oneself a hundred miles from the capital. D’Ar- 
tagnan leaned against the hedge, after having cast a glance 
behind him. Beyond that hedge, that garden, and that 
cottage a dark mist enveloped with its folds that immen- 
sity in which sleeps Paris, a vast void in which glittered a 
few luminous points, the funeral stars of that heil ! 

But for D’Artagnan all things visible wore a joyful dress, 
all ideas had a smile, all darknesses were diaphanous. The 
appointed hour was about to strike. 

In fact, at the end of a few minutes the belfry of St. 
Cloud let fail slowly ten strokes from its huge, sonorous 
aws. 

There was something lugubrious in this brazen voice 
pouring out its lamentations in the midst of the night. 

But every one of those strokes which made up the ex- 
pected hour vibrated harmoniously in the young man’s 
heart. 

His eyes were fixed upon the little pavilion situated at 
the angle of the wall, all the windows of which were closed 
with shutters, except one on the first story. 

i Through this window shone a mild light, silvering the 
trembling foliage of two or three linden trees that formed a 
group outside the park. Evidently behind this little win- 
dow, which threw forth such friendly beams, pretty Madame 
Bonacieux was awaiting him. 

Wrapt in this sweet idea, D’Artagnan waited half an hour 
without the least impatience, his eyes fixed upon that 
charming little abode. He could perceive a part of the ceil- 
ing with its gilded mouldings, attesting the elegance of the 
rest of the apartment. 

The clock on St. Cloud struck half-past ten. 

This time, without at all knowing why, D’Artagnan felt a 
shiver run through his veins. Perhaps the cold was begin- 
ning to affect him, and he took a purely physical sensation 
for a mental impression. 

Then the idea seized him that he had read incorrectly, and 
that the appointment was for eleven o’clock. He drew near 
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to the window, so as to stand under a ray of light, and 
taking the letter out of his pocket, read it again. But he had 
not been mistaken; the appointment was for ten o’ciock. 

He went and resumed his post, beginning to be rather 
uneasy at this silence and this solitude. 

It struck eleven ! 

D’Artagnan began now really to fear that something had 
happened to Madame Bonacieux. 

He clapped his hands three times, the ordinary signal of 
lovers ; but nobody replied to him—not even an echo. 

He then thought, with a touch of vexation, that perhaps 
the young woman had fallen asleep while waiting for him. 

He approached the wall and tried to climb it ; but the wall 
had been recently pointed, and he could obtain no hold. 

At that moment he noticed the trees, on the leaves of 
which the light still shone; and as one of them drooped 
over the road, he thought that from its branches he might 
succeed in looking into the pavilion. 

The tree was easy to climb. Besides, D’Artagnan was 
scarcely twenty, and consequently had not yet forgotten his 
schoolboy habits. In an instant he was among the branches, 
and his eyes penetrated through the clear glass into the in- 
terior of the pavilion. 

It was something strange, something that made D’Artag- 
nan cold from the sole of his foot to the roots of his hair, 
to find that this soft light, this peaceful lamp, lighted up 
a scene of fearful disorder. One of the panes of glass was 
broken, the door of the room had been burst in, and hung, 
split in two, on its hinges ; a table, which had been covered 
with an elegant supper, was overturned; the decanters, 
broken in pieces, and the crushed fruits, strewed the floor ; 
everything in the apartment gave evidence of a violent and 
desperate struggle. D’Artagnan even fancied he could recog- 
nize, amid this strange disorder, fragments of garments, 
and some bloody spots staining the cloth and the curtains. 

He hastened down into the street, with his heart throb- 
bing frightfully. He wished to see if he could find any 
other traces of violence. 

The little soft light continued to shine in the calm of the 
night. D’Artagnan then perceived a thing that he had not 
before remarked, for nothing had led him to this scrutiny— 
that the ground, trampled here and hoof-marked there, pre- 
sented confused traces of men and horses. Besides, the 
wheels of a carriage, which appeared to have come from 
Paris, had made a deep impression in the soft earth, not 
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extending beyond the pavilion, but turning again towards 
Paris. 

At length D’Artagnan, in following up his researches, found 
near the wall a woman’s torn glove. Yet this glove, wher- 
ever it had not touched the muddy ground, was of irre- 
proachable freshness. It was one of those perfumed gloves 
that lovers like to snatch from a pretty hand. 

As D’Artagnan pursued his investigations, at every fresh 
discovery a more abundant and more icy sweat stood in 
drops on his forehead ; his heart was oppressed by a horrible 
anguish, his respiration was broken and short. And yet 
he said, to reassure himself, that this pavilion, perhaps, had 
nothing to do with Madame Bonacieux ; that the young 
woman had made an appointment with him in front of the 
pavilion, and not in the pavilion ; that she might have been 
detained in Paris by her duties, or perhaps by her husband’s 
jealousy. 

But all these reasons were combated, destroyed, over- 
thrown by that sense of inward discomfort which occasion- 
ally takes possession of our being, and cries to us, in an 
unmistakable language, that some great misfortune is hang- 
ing over us. 

Then D’Artagnan became almost wild. He ran along the 
highway, retraced his steps, and coming to the ferry, closely 
questioned the boatman. 

About seven o’clock in the evening, the boatman said, he 
had taken over a young woman, enveloped in a black 
mantle, who appeared to be very anxious not to be recog- 
nized ; but the boatman, simply on account of her pre- 
cautions, had paid more special attention to her, and dis- 
covered that she was young and pretty. 

There was then, as there is now, a crowd of pretty young 
women who came to St. Cloud, and who had good reasons 
for not being seen, and yet D’Artagnan did not for an 
instant doubt that it was Madame Bonacieux whom the 
boatman had noticed. 

D’Artagnan took advantage of the lamp burning in the 
boatman’s cabin to read Madame Bonacieux’s note once 
again, and satisfy himself that he had not been mistaken, 
that the appointment was at St. Cloud and not elsewhere, 
before M. d’Estrées’s pavilion and not in another strect. 

Everything conspired to prove to D’Artagnan that his 
presentiments had not deceived him, and that a great mis- 
fortune had happened. 

He again ran back to the chateau. It-appeared to him 
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that something might have happened at the pavilion in his 
absence, and that fresh information was awaiting him. 

The lane was still empty, and the same calm, soft light 
shone from the window. 

D’Artagnan then thought of that mute, blind cottage: it 
must have seen, and perhaps could speak ! 

The gate was locked, but he leaped over the hedge, and 
in spite of the barking of a chained dog, went up to the 
cabin. i 

There was no answer to his first knocking. A deathlike 
silence reigned in the cottage as in the pavilion ; but as the 
cottage was his last resource, he kept knocking. 

It soon appeared to him that he heard a slight noise 
within, a timid noise, seeming itself to tremble. 

Then D’Artagnan ceased to knock, and entreated with an 
accent so full of anxiety and promises, terror and persua- 
sion, that his voice was of a nature to reassure the most 
timid. At length an old, worm-eaten shutter was opened, 
or rather pushed ajar, but closed again as soon as the light 
from a miserable lamp burning in the corner had shone 
upon D’Artagnan’s baldric, sword-hilt, and pistol pommels. 
Nevertheless, rapid as the movement had been, D’Artagnan 
had had time to get a glimpse of an old man’s head. 

“In the name of Heaven,” cried he, ‘listen to me! I 
have been waiting for some one who has not come. I am 
dying with anxiety. Could any misfortune have happened 
in the neighbourhood ? Speak!” 

The window was again opened slowly, and the same face 
appeared again. Only it was paler than before. 

D’Artagnan related his story simply, with the omission of 
names. He told how he had an appointment with a young 
woman before that pavilion, and how, seeing she did not 
come, he had climbed the linden tree, and by the lamplight 
had seen the disorder of the chamber. 

The old man listened attentively, making a sign only that 
it all was so; and then, when D’Artagnan had ended, he 
shook his head with an air that foreboded nothing good. 

“What do you mean?” cried D’Artagnan.  “ In the 
name of Heaven, tell me, explain yourself.” 

‘Go, sir,” said the old man—‘‘ask me nothing; for if I 
told you what I have seen, certainly no good would befall 
me.” 

“You have then seen something ?”’ replied D’Artagnan. 
“In that case, in the name of Heaven,” continued he, throw- 
ing him a pistole, “‘ tell me what you have seen, and I will 
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pledge you the faith of a gentleman that not one of your 
words shall escape from my heart.” 

The old man read so much truth and so much grief in the 
young man’s face that he made him a sign to listen, and 
speaking in a low voice, said,— 

“Tt was about nine o’clock when I heard a noise in the 
street, and was wondering what it could be, when, on coming 
to my gate, I found that somebody was endeavouring to 
open it. As Iam poor, and am not afraid of being robbed, 
I went and opened the gate, and saw three men at a few 
paces from it. In the shade was a coach with horses, and 
some saddle-horses. These saddle-horses evidently belonged 
to the three men, who were dressed as cavaliers. 

“Ah, my worthy gentlemen,’ cried I, ‘what do you want?’ 

“““ Have you a ladder ?’ said the one who appeared to 
be the leader of the party. 

““* Yes, sir—the one with which I gather my fruit.’ 

“« Tend it to us, and go into your house again. There is 
a crown for the trouble we cause you. Only remember this, 
if you speak a word of what you may see or hear (for you 
will look and listen, I am quite sure, however we may 
threaten you), you are lost.’ 

“ At these words he threw me a crown, which I picked up, 
and he took my ladder. 

‘Well, then, after I had shut the gate behind them, I 
pretended to go into the house again; but I immediately 
went out at a back door, and stealing along in the shade, 
I gained yonder clump of elder, from which I could see 
everything without being seen. 

‘“ The three men brought the carriage up quietly, and took 
out of it a little, short, stout, elderly man, poorly dressed in 
dark-coloured clothes. He climbed the ladder very care- 
fully, looked slyly in at the window of the pavilion, came 
down as quietly as he had gone up, and whispered,— 

CSU isisite: 1” 

“Immediately the one who had spoken to me approached 
the door of the pavilion, opened it with a key he had in his 
hand, closed the door, and disappeared, while at the same 
time the other two men mounted the ladder. The little old 
man remained at the coach door, the coachman took care 
of his horses, a lackey held the saddle-horses. 

“ All at once loud screams resounded in the pavilion, and 
a woman ran to the window and opened it, as if to throw 
herself out of it; but as soon as she perceived the other two 
men, she sprang back, and they got into the chamber. 
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‘ Then I saw no more, but I heard the noise of breaking 
furniture. The woman screamed and cried for help, but he 
cries were soon stifled. Two of the men appeared, bearing 
the woman in their arms, and carried her to the carriage 
the little old man entered it after her. The one who stayed 
in the pavilion closed the window, came out an instant after 
at the door, and satisfied himself that the woman was in 
the carriage. His two companions were already on horse: 
back ; he sprang into his saddle, the lackey took his place by 
the coachman, the carriage went off at a rapid pace, escorted 
by the three horsemen, and all was over. From that moment 
I have neither seen nor heard anything.” 

D’Artagnan, entirely overcome by such terrible news. 
remained motionless and mute, while all the demons ol 
anger and jealousy were howling in his heart. 

“But, my good gentleman,” resumed the old man, upon 
whom this mute despair certainly produced a greater effect 
than cries and tears would have done, “do not take on 
so ; they did not kill her—that’s the main thing.” 

“Have you any idea,” asked D’Artagnan, “‘ who the man 
was who led this infernal expedition ? ” 

“I did not know him at all.” 

“But, since he spoke to you, you must have seen him.” 

“ Oh, you want a description of him, do you ?” 

LES if do.’’ 

“ A tall, swarthy man, with black moustaches, dark eyes. 
and the appearance of a gentleman.” 

‘ That's the man ! ” cried D’Artagnan ; “again he, always 
he! He is my evil demon evidently. And the other ?” 

“ Which ? ” 

“The short one.” 

‘ Oh, he was not a gentleman, I’ll answer forit. Besides, 
he did not wear a sword, and the others treated him with 
no consideration.” 

“ Some lackey,’’ murmured D’ Artagnan.—*“ Poor woman ! 
poor woman! What have they done with you ?” 

‘ You have promised me silence, sir,” said the old man. 

“And I repeat my promise. Have no anxiety; I ama 
gentleman. A gentleman has but his word, and I have 
given you mine.” 

With a broken heart D’Artagnan again bent his way 
toward the ferry. Sometimes he could not believe it was 
Madame Bonacieux, and hoped he should find her next day 
at the Louvre ; sometimes he feared she had been having 
an intrigue with some one else, who, in a jealous fit, had 
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surprised her and carried her off. His mind was torn by 
doubt, grief, and despair. 

“Oh, if I had my three friends here,” cried he, “ I should 
have, at least, some hopes of finding her ; but who knows 
what has become of them ? ”’ 

It was almost midnight ; the next thing was to find Plan- 
chet. D’Artagnan went successively into all the saloons 
where there was a light, but could not find Planchet in any 
of them. 

At the sixth he began to reflect that the search was rather 
a matter of chance. Planchet’s appointment was for six 
o’clock in the morning, and wherever he might be, he was 
acting according to directions. 

It occurred to D’Artagnan that by remaining in the neigh- 
bourhood of the spot where this mysterious affair had taken 
place he should, perhaps, obtain some light on it. At the 
sixth saloon, then, as we said, D’Artagnan stopped, asked 
for a bottle of wine of the best quality, and taking his place 
in the darkest corner of the room, determined thus to wait 
till daylight. But this time again his hopes were dis- 
appointed, and although he listened with all his ears, he 
heard nothing amid the oaths, coarse jokes, and abuse pass- 
ing between the workmen, servants, and carters who com- 
posed the honourable society of which he formed a part, that 
could put him at all on the track of the poor abducted 
woman. He was compelled, then, after having swallowed 
the contents of his bottle, in order to pass the time as well as 
to avoid suspicion, to find the easiest position possible in 
his corner, and to sleep as well as he could. D’Artagnan, be 
it remembered, was only twenty years old, and at that age 
sleep has imprescriptible rights, which it imperiously insists 
upon, even over the saddest hearts. 

Towards six o’clock D’Artagnan awoke with that uncom- 
fortable feeling which daylight generally brings after a bad 
night. He was not long in making his toilet. He examined 
himself to see if advantage had been taken to rob him while 
he was asleep, and having found his diamond ring on his 
finger, his purse in his pocket, and his pistols in his belt 
he got up, paid for his wine, and went out to see whether he\ 
could have any better luck in his search for his lackey than 
he had had the night before. In reality the first thing he 
perceived through the damp, gray mist was honest Planchet, 
who, with the two horses in hand, was waiting for him at 
the door of an obscure little tavern, before which D’Artag- 
nan had passed without even a suspicion of its existence. 
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CHAPTER XXV, 
PORTHOS. 


INSTEAD of returning directly home, D’Artagnan alighted at 
M. de Tréville’s door and quickly ran upstairs. This time 
he was determined to relate all that had passed. As M. de 
Tréville saw the queen almost every day, he might be able 
to get from her Majesty some news of the poor young 
woman whom they were doubtless making pay very dearly 
for her devotion. 

M. de Tréville listened to the young man’s account with 
a seriousness which proved that he saw something else in 
ail this adventure than a love afiair ; and when D’Artagnan 
had finished,— 

“Hum!” said he; “all this smacks of his Eminence a 
league off.” 

“ But what is to be done ? ” said D’Artagnan. 

“Nothing, absolutely nothing, at present, but to leave 
Paris, as I told you, as soon as possible. I will see the queen ; 
I will relate to her the details of this poor woman’s dis- 
appearance, of which she is, no doubt, ignorant. These de- 
tails will guide her on her part, and on your return I shall 
perhaps have some good news to tell you. Count on me.” 

D’Artagnan knew that, although a Gascon, M. de Tréville 
was not in the habit of making promises, and that when by 
chance he did promise, he generally more than kept his 
word. He bowed to him, then, full of gratitude for the past 
and for the future; and the worthy captain, who, on his side, 
felt a lively interest in this young man who was so brave 
and resolute, pressed his hand affectionately, while wishing 
him a pleasant journey. 

Determined instantly to put M. de Tréville’s advice into 
practice, D’Artagnan rode toward the Rue des Fossoyeurs, 
in order to superintend the packing of his portmanteau. 
On approaching the house he perceived M. Bonacieux, in 
morning costume, standing at his door. All that the prudent 
Planchet had said to him the preceding evening about his 
landlord’s sinister character recurred to D’Artagnan’s mind 
as he looked at him with more attention than he had done 
before. In fact, in addition to that yellow, sickly pallor 
which indicates infiltration of bile in the blood, and which 
might, however, be only accidental, D’Artagnan remarked 
something craftily perfidious in the play of the wrinkles of 
his face, A rogue does not laugh in the same way that an 
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honest man does ; a hypocrite does not shed the same sort 
of tears that a man of good faith does. All falsehood is a 
mask, and however well made the mask may be, with a little 
attention we may always succeed in distinguishing it from 
the true face. 

So it appeared to D’Artagnan that M. Bonacieux wore a 
mask, and likewise tnat this mask was most disagreeable to 
look upon. 

Consequently, overcome by his repugnance for this man, 
he was about to pass him without speaking, when M. 
Bonacieux accosted him just as he had done the day 
before. 

“Well, young man,” said he, “ we appear to pass rather 
gay nights! Seven o’clock in the morning! Hang it! 
you seem to reverse ordinary customs, and come home at 
the hour when other people are going out.” 

“No one can reproach you ior anything of the kind, 
M. Bonacieux,” said the young man ; “ you are a model for 
sober people. It is true that when a man has a young 
and pretty wife he has no need of seeking happiness else- 
where. Happiness comes to meet him, does it not, Monsieur 
Bonacieux ? ” 

Bonacieux grinned a ghastly smile. 

“ Ah, ha!’ said Bonacieux, “ you area jocular companion. 

But where the devil were you gadding last night, my young 
master ? It does not appear to be very clean in the cross- 
toads.” 
_ D’Artagnan glanced down at his boots, all covered with 
mud, but that same glance fell upon the mercer’s shoes and 
stockings. It might have been said they had been dipped 
in the same mudhole. Both were stained with splashes of 
the very same appearance. 

Then a sudden thought crossed D’Artagnan’s mind. That 
little, short, stout, elderly man, that sort of lackey, dressed 
in dark clothes, treated without consideration by the men 
wearing swords who composed the escort, was Bonacieux 
himself! The husband had participated in the abduction 
of his wife ! 

A terrible inclination immediately took possession of 
D’Artagnan to seize the mercer by the throat and strangle 
him ; but, as we have said, he was a very prudent youth, 
and he restrained himself. The change, however, in his 
countenance was so manifest that Bonacieux was terrified 
at it, and endeavoured to draw back a step or two; but he 
was exactly in front of the wing of the door which was 
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shut, and the obstacle which he met compelled him to keep 
his place. 

‘Ah, ha! but you are joking, my worthy man,” said 
D’Artagnan. ‘It appears to me that if my boots want 
sponging, your stockings and shoes stand in equal need 
of brushing. May you not have been philandering a little 
also, M. Bonacieux ? Oh, the devil! that’s unpardonable 
in a man of your age, and who, besides, has such a pretty 
young wife as yours is!’ 

“© Lord, no!” said Bonacieux ; “but yesterday I went 
to St. Mandé, to make some inquiries after a servant, whom 
I cannot possibly do without, and as the roads were bad I 
brought back all this mud, which I have not yet had time 
to remove.” 

The place which Bonacieux named as the objective point 
of his journey was a fresh proof in support of the suspi- 
cions D’Artagnan had conceived. Bonacieux had named St. 
Mandé because Mandé was in an exactly opposite direction 
to St. Cloud. This probability afforded him his first con- 
solation. If Bonacieux knew where his wife was, the mercer 
might at any time be forced, by the use of extreme means, 
to open his mouth and let his secret escape. The ques- 
tion, then, was only to change this probability into a cer- 
tainty. 

“T beg your pardon, my dear M. Bonacieux, if I don’t 
stand on ceremony,” said D’Artagnan, ‘but nothing makes 
one so thirsty as want of sleep. I am parched with thirst. 
Allow me to take a glass of water in your apartment; you 
know that is never refused among neighbours.” 

And without waiting for his host’s permission, D’Artag- 
nan went quickly into the house, and cast a rapid glance at 
the bed. The bed had not been slept in. Bonacieux had 
not been to bed. He had been back only an hour or two. 
He had accompanied his wife to the place where they took 
her, or else, at least, to the first relay. 

“Many thanks to you, M. Bonacieux,” said D’Artagnan, 
emptying his glass. “That is all I wanted of you. I will 
now go up into my room. I am going to have Planchet 
brush my boots; and when he has done, I will, if you like, 
send him to you to brush your shoes.”? 

And he left the mercer quite astonished at his singular 
farewell, and asking himself if he had not been a little ine 
judicious. 

At the top of the stairs he found Planchet in a great 
fright, 
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‘ Ah, sir,” cried Planchet, as soon as he perceived his 
master, “here is more troubie! I thought you would never 
come in!” 

‘“What’s the matter now, Planchet ? ” 

“© sir, I give you a hundred, I give you a thousand 
guesses about the visit I received while you were out.” 

“ When ?” 

‘ Half an hour ago, while you were at M. de Tréville’s.” 

‘“ Who has been here ? Come, speak!” 

‘M. de Cavois.”’ 

‘M. de Cavois ? ” 

‘ In person.” 

“The captain of his Eminence’s guards ?” 

“ Himself.”’ 

‘ Did he come to arrest me ? ” 

“ I have no doubt he did, sir, for all his wheedling manner.’ 

“ Wheedling manner, did you say ?”’ 

“He was all honey, sir.” 

‘“Indeedar? 

‘He came, he said, on the part of his Eminence, who 
wished you well, to beg you to follow him to the Palais- 
Royal.” 

“ What did you answer him ? ” 

“ That the thing was impossible, seeing that you were not 
at home, as he might perceive.” 

“Well, what did he say then ? ” 

, “That you must not fail to call upon him in the course 
of the day ; and then he added in a low voice, ‘ Tell your 
master that his Eminence is very well disposed toward 
him, and that his fortune perhaps depends upon this inter- 
view.’ ”’ 

“The snare is not very skilfully set, for the cardinal,” 
replied the young man, smiling. 

“T also saw the snare, and I answered you would be quite 
in despair on your return. ‘ Where has he gone ?’ asked 
M. de Cavois. ‘To Troyes, in Champagne,’ I answered. 
‘ And when did he set out ?’ ‘ Yesterday evening.’ ” 

““Planchet, my friend,” interrupted D’Artagnan, ‘“‘ you 
are really a jewel of a man.” 

“You will understand, sir, I thought there would be still 
time, if you wish to see M. de Cavois, to give me the lie 
by saying you had not yet gone. The falsehood would then 
be mine, and as I am not a gentleman, I may be allowed 
toile” 

“Be of good heart, Planchet ; you shall preserve your 
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reputation as a man of truth. In a quarter of an hour we 
start.” 

“That’s just the advice I was going to give, sir. And 
where are we going, may I ask, without being too curi- 
ous ? ” 

“Zounds ! in the opposite direction to that which you 
said I had gone. Besides, are you not as anxious to get 
news of Grimaud, Mousqueton, and Bazin as I am to know 
what has become of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis ? ”’ 

“Oh yes, sir,” said Planchet ; “ and I will go as soon as 
you please. Indeed, I think country air will suit us much 
better just now than the air of Paris. So then 

“So then, pack up our necessaries, Planchet, and let us 
be off. On my part, I will go out ahead with my hands in 
my pockets, that nothing may be suspected. You can 
join me at the Hôtel des Gardes. By the way, Planchet, I 
think you are right with respect to our, host ; decidedly he 
is a frightfully low wretch.” 

“ Ah, sir, you may take my word when I tell you any- 
thing. I am a physiognomist, I assure you!” 

D’Artagnan went out first, as had been agreed upon. 
Then, that he might have nothing to reproach himself with, 
he went for the last time to the residences of his three 
friends. No news had been received of them ; only a letter, 
all perfumed, and of an elegant and delicate handwriting, 
had come for Aramis. D’Artagnan took charge of it. Ten 
minutes afterwards Planchet joined him at the stables of 
the Hôtei des Gardes. D’Artagnan, in order that there 
might be no time lost, had saddled his horse himself. 

‘ All right,” said he to Planchet, when the latter added 
the portmanteau to the equipment. ‘“ Now saddle the other 
three horses.” 

“Do you think that we shall travel faster with two 
horses apiece ?’’ said Planchet, with his cunning air. 

‘No, master joker,’’ replied D’Artagnan ; “but with our 
four horses we may bring back our three friends, if we find 
them living.” 

‘“ Which would be great luck,” replied Planchet. “But, 
indeed, we must not despair of God’s mercy.” 

“Amen!” cried D’Artagnan, getting into his saddle. 

As they left the Hôtel des Gardes they separated, going 
along the street in opposite directions, the one expecting 
to leave Paris by the gate of La Villette, and the other by 
the gate of Montmartre, with the understanding that they 
were to meet again beyond St. Denis, This, a strategic 
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manceuvre, was executed with perfect punctuality, and was 
crowned with the most fortunate results. D’Artagnan and 
Planchet entered Pierrefitte together. 

Planchet was more courageous, it must be admitted, by 
day than by night. 

His natural prudence, however, never forsook him for a 
single instant. He had not forgotten one of the incidents 
of the first journey, and he looked upon everybody he met 
on the road as an enemy. It followed that his hat was 
for ever in his hand, which cost him some severe repri- 
mands from D’Artagnan, who feared that his excess of 
politeness would lead people to think he was the lackey of 
a man of no consequence. 

Nevertheless, whether the passers-by were really touched 
by Planchet’s urbanity, or whether this time no one had 
been stationed in ambush on the young man’s road, our two 
travellers arrived at Chantilly without any accident, and 
alighted at the hotel of the Great St. Martin, the same they 
had stopped at on their first trip. 

The host, on seeing a young man followed by a lackey 
with two led horses, advanced respectfully to the door. 
Now, as they had already travelled eleven leagues, D’Ar- 
tagnan thought it time to stop, whether Porthos were or 
were not in the hotel. And then, perhaps, it would not be 
prudent to ask at once what had become of the musketeer. 
The result of these reflections was that D’Artagnan, with- 
out asking for information of any kind, alighted, consigned 
the horses to the care of his lackey, entered a small room 
destined to receive those who wished to be alone, and asked 
the landlord to bring him a bottle of his best wine, and as 
good a breakfast as possible, a request which further cor- 
roborated the high opinion the innkeeper had formed of 
the traveller at first sight. 

D’Artagnan was therefore served with miraculous celerity. 

The regiment of the guards was recruited among the first 
gentlemen of the kingdom, and D’Artagnan, followed by a 
lackey with four magnificent horses, could not fail to make 
a sensation, in spite of the simplicity of his uniform. The 
host himself desired to wait upon him. D’Artagnan, per- 
ceiving this, ordered two glasses to be brought, and began 
the following conversation :— 

“Pon my word, my good host,” said D’Artagnan, filling 
the two glasses, ‘ I asked for a bottle of your best wine, and 
if you have deceived me, your sin will bring its own punish- 
ment, for, seeing that I hate drinking by myself, you shall 


238 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


drink with me. Take your glass, then, and let us drink. 
But what shall we drink to, come, so as to avoid wounding 
any susceptibility ? Let us drink to the prosperity of your 
establishment.” 

“Your Lordship does me much honour,” said the host, 
“and I thank you sincerely for your kind wishes.” 

“But don’t mistake,” said D’Artagnan ; “ there is more 
selfishness in my toast than perhaps you may think, for it 
is only in prosperous establishments that one is well re- 
ceived. In hotels that are running down, everything is in 
coniusion, and the traveller is a victim to his host’s em- 
barrassments. Now, I travel a great deal, particularly on 
this road, and I should like to see all landlords making a 
fortune.” 

“T was thinking,” said the host, “ that it was not the first 
time I had had the honour of seeing you.” 

“Bah ! I have passed, perhaps, ten times through Chan- 
tilly, and out of the ten times I have stopped at least three 
or four times at your house. Why, I was here only ten or 
twelve days ago. I was conducting some friends, mus- 
keteers, one of whom, by-the-bye, had a dispute with a 
stranger, a man who, for some unknown reason, sought 
a quarrel with him.” 

“Ah, exactly so!” said the host ; “‘ I remember it per- 
fectly. Is it not M. Porthos that your Lordship means ? ” 

“Yes; that is my companion’s name. Good Heavens! 
my dear host, has any misfortune happened to him ? ”’ 

“Your Honour must have observed that he could not 
continue his journey.” 

“Why, but he promised to rejoin us, and we have seen 
nothing of him.” 

‘ He has done us the honour of remaining here.” 

“What ! he has done you the honour of remaining here ? ” 

“Yes, sir, in this hotel; and we are even very un- 
eas LE 

“ About what ?” 

“Certain debts he has incurred.” 

“Well, but whatever debts he may have incurred he will 

ay.” 
“ Ah, sir, you pour balm into my heart! We have made 
considerable advances ; and only this morning the surgeon 
declared that if M. Porthos did not pay him, he should look 
to me, as it was I who had sent for him,” 

“What! is Porthos wounded ?” 

“I cannot tell you, sir,” 
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‘What ! you cannot tell me! Surely you ought to be 
able to tell me better than any other person.” 

“Yes ; but in our situation we must not say all we know, 
particularly when we have been warned that our ears should 
answer for our tongues.” 

‘Well, can I see Porthos ?” 

“Certainly, sir. Take the stairs on your right; go up 
the first flight, and knock at No. 1. Only warn him that 
it is you.” 

“Warn him! Why should I do that ?” 

‘ Because, sir, some mischiet might happen to you.” 

“ What mischief might happen to me, pray ? ” 

‘M. Porthos may suppose you are some one connected 
with the house, and in a fit of passion might run his sword 
through you, or blow out your brains.” 

“What have you been doing to him, then ? ” 

“We asked him for money.” 

“The devil! Ah, I can understand that. Such a de- 
mand Porthos takes very ill when he is not in funds; but 
I know he ought to be.” 

“We thought so too, sir. As our house is very methodical, 
and as we make our bills every week, at the end of a week 
we presented our account ; but it appeared we had chosen 
an unlucky moment, for at the first word on the subject 
he sent us to the very devil. It is true he had been playing 
the day before.” 

“ Playing the day before! And with whom ?”’ 

“Lord, who can say, sir ? With a gentleman, who was 
travelling this way, to whom he proposed a game of lans- 
quenet.” 

“TThaeismat,= then); — the foolish fellow lost all he 
had.” 

“Even to his horse, sir; for when the gentleman was 
about to set out, we perceived that his lackey was saddling 
M. Porthos’s horse. We called his attention to this, and he 
told us to mind our own business, as this horse belonged to 
him. We also informed M. Porthos of what was going on ; 
but he told us we were scoundrels to doubt a gentleman’s 
word, and that as the gentleman had said the horse was his, 
there could be no doubt that it was so.” 

“That's Porthos all over,” murmured D’Artagnan. 

‘Then,’ continued the host, ‘ I sent him word that from 
the moment we seemed unlikely to reach an understanding 
with respect to payment, I hoped he would have, at least, 
the kindness to grant the favour of his custom to my brother 


240 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


host of the Golden Eagle ; but M. Porthos replied that, as 
my hotel was the best, he preferred to remain here. 

‘ This reply was too flattering to allow me to insist on his 
departure. 1 confined myself, then, to begging him to give 
up his room, which is the handsomest in the hotel, and to 
be satisfied with a pretty little chamber on the third floor. 
But to this M. Porthos replied that as he every moment 
expected his mistress, who was one of the greatest ladies 
of the court, I might easily comprehend that the room he did 
me the honour to occupy in my house was itself very mean 
for the visit of such a personage. 

““ Nevertheless, though acknowledging the truth of what 
he said, I thought proper to insist; but without even 
giving himself the trouble to enter into any discussion with 
me, he took one of his pistols, laid it on his nightstand, and 
declared that, at the first word said to him about moving 
either inside the house or out of it, he would blow out the 
brains of the person imprudent enough to meddle with a 
matter that concerned himself alone. So from that time, 
sir, nobody enters his chamber except his servant.” 

“What! Mousqueton is here, then ?” 

“Yes, sir; five days after his departure he came back 
in a very bad humour. It appears that he had also met with 
unpleasant experiences on his journey. Unfortunately he is 
more nimble than his master, so that for his master’s sake 
he turns everything upside down; and as he thinks we might 
refuse what he asks for, he takes all he wants without ask- 
ing at all.” 

“Well, the fact is,’ said D’Artagnan, “ I have always 
observed a high degree of intelligence and devotion in 
Mousqueton.”’ 

“Very possibly, sir. But suppose that I should happen 
to be brought in contact, only four times a year, with such 
intelligence and devotion—why, I should be a ruined man ! ” 

“No; for Porthos will pay you.” 

“Hum ! ” said the host, in a doubting tone. 

“He is the favourite of a great lady, who will not allow 
him to be inconvenienced for such a paltry sum as he owes 
you.” 
ju If I may venture to say what I think in regard to 

At 22 

“What you think ? ” 

“ I ought rather to say, what I know.” 

“What you know ? ” 

‘“ And even what I am sure of.” 
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“Come! what are you sure of ?” 

“I would say that 1 know this great lady.” 

* You 

Yes, 5” 

‘ And how did you become acquainted with her ? ” 

“© sir, if I could believe I might trust in your discre. 
tion i 

“Speak! On the faith of a gentleman, you shall have no 
cause to repent of your confidence.” 

“Well, sir, you understand that uneasiness makes us do 
many things.” 

“What have you done ? ” 

“Oh, nothing that a creditor has not a right to do.” 

“Go on!” 

“M. Porthos gave us a note for this duchess, asking us to 
post it. This was before his servant had come. As he 
could not leave his room, we had to run on his errands.”’ 

ce Well f 23 

‘€ Instead of putting the letter in the post, which is never 
safe, I took advantage of one of my lads going to Paris, and 
I ordered him to give the letter to this duchess himself. 
This was fulfilling the intentions of M. Porthos, who had 
desired us to be so careful of this letter, was it not ?” 

“ Nearly so.” 

“ Well, sir, do you know who this great lady is ?” 

“No. I have heard Porthos speak of her, that’s all.” 

_! “ Do you know who this pretended duchess is ? ” 

“TI repeat I don’t know her.” 

** Why, sir, she is the old wife of a solicitor of the Châtelet, 
named Madame Coquenard, who, although she is at least 
fifty, still gives herself jealous airs. It struck me as very 
odd that a princess should live in the Rue aux Ours,” 

“ But how do you know all this ? ”? 

““Because she flew into a great passion on receiving the 
letter, saying that M. Porthos was a fickle man, and that 
she was sure it was on account of some woman again that 
he had received this wound.” 

““What! Has he been wounded ?” 

“Oh, good Lord ! what have I said ?” 

“You said that Porthos was wounded.” 

“Yes; but he had so strictly forbidden me to say so!” 

‘And why so ? ” 

“ Zounds, sir! only because he had boasted that he would 
perforate the stranger with whom you left him in dispute; 
whereas the stranger, on the contrary, in spite of all his 
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braggadocio, quickly brought him to the ground. Now, 
as M. Porthos is a very vainglorious man, he insists that 
nobody shall know he has received this wound, except the 
duchess, whom he endeavoured to interest by an account 
of his adventure.” 

“It is a wound, then, that confines him to his bed ? ” 

“Ah! and a master thrust, too, I assure you. Your 
friend must have nine lives.” 

‘ Were you there, then ? ” 

“Sir, I followed them from curiosity, so that I saw the 
combat without the combatants seeing me.” 

“And what took place ? ” 

“Oh, the affair was not long, I assure you. They placed 
themselves on guard. The stranger made a feint and a 
lunge, and that so rapidly that when M. de Porthos came 
to parry he had already three inches of steel in his breast. 
He fell on his back. The stranger immediately placed the 
point of his sword on his throat ; and M. Porthos, finding 
himself at the mercy of his adversary, confessed himself 
conquered. Whereupon the stranger asked his name, and 
learning that it was Porthos, and not D’Artagnan, assisted 
him to rise, brought him back to the hotel, mounted his 
horse, and disappeared.” 

“So this stranger meant to quarrel with M. d’Artag- 
nan?” 

“Tt appears so.” 

“And do you know what became of him ? ” 

“No. I never saw him until that moment, and we have 
not seen him since.” 

“Very well. Now I know all that I wished to know. 
Porthos’s room is, you say, on the first story, No. 1?” 

“Yes, sir, the handsomest in the inn—a room that I 
could have let ten times over.” 

“Bah! don’t be anxious,” said D’Artagnan, laughing ; 
“Porthos will pay you with the Duchess Coquenard’s 
money.” 

‘© sir, procureuse or duchess, if she will but loosen her 
purse-strings it will be all the same ; but she positively an- 
swered that she was tired of M. Porthos’s unreasonable 
demands and infidelities, and that she would not send him 
a farthing.” 

“And did you convey this answer to your guest ?” 

“We took good care not to do that. He would have 
found out how we had done his errand.” 

‘“ So that he is still in expectation of his money ? ” 
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‘Oh dear me, yes, sir! Yesterday he wrote again, but 
this time his servant posted his letter.” 

‘ Do you say the procureuse is old and ugly ?”’ 

“ Fifty, at least, sir, and not at all handsome, according 
to Pathaud’s accoun 

“In that case you may be quite at ease; she will soon 
be softened. Besides, Porthos cannot owe you much.” 

“What!not much? Twenty good pistoles already, with- 
out reckoning the doctor. Bless you, he denies himself noth- 
ing. You can see he has been accustomed to live well.” 

“Never mind! If his mistress abandons him, he will 
find friends, I will answer for it. So, my dear hos t, have 
no anxiety, and continue to take all the care of him that 
his situation requires.” 

“You have promised me not to open your mouth about 
the procureuse, and not to say a word about the wound ?” 

“ That’s a thing agreed upon. You have my promise.” 

‘ Oh, he would kill me, don’t you see ?”’ 

“Don’t be afraid. He is not so fierce as he seems.” 

Saying these words, D’Artagnan went upstairs, leaving 
his host a little better satisfied with respect to two things 
in which he appeared to be very much interested—his debt 
and his life. 

At the top of the stairs, on the most conspicuous noe of 
the corridor, was traced in black ink a gigantic ‘‘ No. 
D’Artagnan "knocked, and upon being told from inside ‘ie 
enter, went into the chamber. 

Porthos was in bed, and was playing a game of lansquenet 
with Mousqueton, to keep his hand in, while a spit loaded 
with partridges was turning before the fire, and at each side 
of a large chimney-piece, over two chafing-dishes, were boil- 
ing two stewpans, from which exhaled a double odour of 
rabbit and garlic stews, very grateful to the olfactory nerves. 
In addition to this, he perceived that the top of a wardrobe 
and the marble of a stand were covered with empty bottles. 

At the sight of his friend Porthos uttered a loud cry of 
joy ; and Mousqueton, rising respectfully, yielded his place 
to him, and went to give an eye to the two stewpans, over 
which he appeared to have especial care. 

“ Ah, zounds ! is that you ? ” said Porthos to D’Artagnan. 
‘ Welcome ! Excuse my not coming to meet you. But,” 
added he, looking at D’Artagnan with a certain degree of 
uneasiness, ‘ ‘you know what has happened to me ?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“ Has the landlord told you nothing, CHER PE 
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‘ I asked after you, and came straight up.” 

Porthos seemed to breathe more freely. 

“And what, then, has happened to you, my dear Por- 
thos ? ” continued D’ Artagnan. 

Why, on making a thrust at my adversary, whom I had 
already hit three times, and with whom I meant to finish 
by a fourth, my foot slipped on a stone, and I sprained my 
knee.”’ 

“ Indeed ! 

“ Honour pend Luckily for the rascal, for I should 
have left him dead on the spot, I assure you.” 

“ And what became of him ?”’ 

“Oh, I don’t know. He had enough, and set off without 
wanting any more. But you, my dear D’Artagnan, what 
has happened to you ? ” 

‘So that this sprain,” continued D’Artagnan, “ my dear 
Porthos, keeps you here in bed ? ” 

“ Really that’s all! I shall be about again, however, in 
a few days.” 

# Why did you not have yourself carried to Paris? You 
must be sadly bored here.” 

“That was my intention; but, my dear friend, I have 
one thing to confess to you.” 

‘What's that ? ” 

“It is that, as I was sadly bored, as you say, and as I had 
in my pocket the seventy-five pistoles which you had appor- 
tioned to me, in order to amuse myself I invited a gentleman 
who was travelling this way to walk up, and proposed a 
game of dice to him. He accepted my challenge, and, ‘pon 
my word, my seventy-five pistoles quickly passed from my 
pocket to his, without reckoning my horse; which he won 
into the bargain. But you—I want to know about you, 
D’ Artagnan.” 

“What can you expect, my dear Porthos ? A man is not 
privileged in all ways,” said D’Artagnan. ‘You know the 
proverb, ‘ Unlucky at play, lucky in love.’ You are too 
fortunate in love for play not to take its revenge. What 
consequence can the reverses of fortune be to you? Have 
you not, lucky rogue that you are—have you not your 
duchess, ‘who cannot fail to come to your assistance ?”’ 

$ Well, you see, my dear D’Artagnan, with what ill-luck I 
play,” replied Porthos, with the most careless air in the 
world. ‘I wrote to her to send me fifty louis or so, of which 
I Ee Kg aac in need, on account of my accident nd 

ell 2’ 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 245 


‘“ Well, she must be at her country seat, for she has not 
answered me.” 

‘ Indeed ! ” 

‘ No; so yesterday I addressed another letter to her, still 
more urgent than the first. But you are here, my dear 
fellow ; let us speak of you. I confess I began to be rather 
uneasy on your account.” 

“ But your host behaves very well towards you, as it ap- 
pears, my dear Porthos,” said D’ Artagnan, directing the sick 
man’s attention to the full stewpans and the empty bottles. 

“So,so!’’ replied Porthos. “‘ Only three or four days ago 
the impertinent jackanapes gave me his bill, and I was 
forced to turn both him and his bill out of doors ; so that I 
am here something in the fashion of a conqueror, holding 
my position, as it were, by conquest. So, you see, being in 
constant fear of being forced in my position, I am armed 
to the teeth.” 

“And yet,” said D’Artagnan, laughing, “‘it appears to 
me that from time to time you must make sorties.” 

And he again pointed to the bottles and the stewpans. 

“No, not I, unfortunately,’ said Porthos. ‘This miser- 
able sprain confines me to my bed, but Mosqueton forages 
and brings in provisions.—Friend Mousqueton, you see that 
we have a reinforcement, and we must have an increase of 
provisions.” 

““Mousqueton,” said D’Artagnan, ‘you must do me a 
service.” 

‘Of what kind, sir ? ” 

““You must give your recipe to Planchet. I may be be- 
sieged in my turn, and I should not be sorry for him to 
make me enjoy the same advantages with which you 
gratify your master.” |. 

‘ Lord, sir,” said Mousqueton, with a modest air, ‘ there 
is nothing easier. It only requires to have a little skill, 
that’s all. I was brought up in the country, and my father, 
in his leisure moments, was something of a poacher.” 

“ And the rest of the time what did he do ? ”. 

“He carried on a trade, sir, which I have always found 
pretty lucrative.” 

‘What was that ? ” 

‘ As it was in the time of the wars between the Catholics 
and the Huguenots, and as he saw the Catholics extermin- 
ating the Huguenots and the Huguenots exterminating the 
Catholics, and all in the name of religion, he adopted a mixed 
belief, which permitted him to be sometimes a Catholic, some- 
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times a Huguenot. Now, he was accustomed to walk, with 
his fowling-piece on his shoulder, behind the hedges which 
border the roads ; and when he saw a Catholic coming alone, 
the Protestant religion immediately prevailed in his mind. 
He levelled his gun in the direction of the traveller ; then, 
when he was within ten paces of him, he began a conversa- 
tion which almost always ended by the traveller abandoning 
his purse to save his life. Of course, when he saw a Hugue- 
not coming, he felt himself seized with such an ardent 
Catholic zeal that he could not understand how, a quarter 
of an hour before, he had been able to have any doubts 
upon the superiority of our holy religion. For, sir, I am a 
Catholic. My father was faithful to his principles, and made 
my elder brother a Huguenot.” 

“ And what was the end of this worthy man ?”’ asked 
D’Artagnan. 

“Oh, of the most unfortunate kind, sir. One day he 
was caught in a sunken road between a Huguenot and a 
Catholic, with both of whom he had already had to do, and 
who both recognized him; so they united against him, and 
hung him on a tree. Then they came and boasted of their 
fine exploit in the tavern at the next village, where my 
brother and I were drinking.” 

“ And what did you do ?”’ said D’Artagnan. 

“We let them tell their story out,” replied Mousqueton. 
“Then, as in leaving the tavern they took different direc- 
tions, my brother went and hid himself on the Catholic’s 
road, and I on the Protestant’s. Two hours after, all was 
over ; we had done the business of both of them, admiring 
the foresight of our poor father, who had taken the precau- 
tion to bring each of us up in a different religion.” 

“Well, as you say, your father must have been a very 
intelligent fellow. And you say, then, that in his leisure 
moments the worthy man was a poacher ? ”? 

“Yes, sir; and he taught me to lay a snare and ground a 
line. The result is, that when I saw our rascal of a host 
wanted to feed us upon lumps of fat meat fit for workmen, 
which did not at all suit such delicate stomachs as ours, I 
had recourse to a little of my old trade. While walking in 
the prince’s wood, I laid a few snares in the runs ; and while 
reclining on the banks of his Highness’s pools, I slipped a 
few lines into his ponds. So that now, thanks be to God! 
as you yourself can testify, we do not lack for partridges, 
rabbits, carp, or eels—all light, wholesome food, suitable for 
sick persons.” : 
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‘But the wine?” said D’Artagnan. ‘ Who furnishes 
the wine? That, at least, must be your landlord ?” 

‘ That is to say, yes and no.” 

“How yes and no?” 

“He furnishes it, it is true, but he does not know that 
he has that honour.” 

“Explain yourself, Mousqueton ; your conversation is 
full of instructive things.” 

‘ This is the way of it, sir. Chance brought it about that 
[ met with a Spaniard in my peregrinations who had seen 
many countries, and among them the New World. This 
Spaniard had in his service a lackey who had accompanied 
him in his voyage to Mexico. This lackey was a compatriot 
of mine, and we became intimate the more quickly from 
there being many resemblances of character between us. 
We loved hunting of all kinds better than anything, so that 
he related to me how, in the plains of the pampas, the natives 
hunt the tiger and the wild bull with simple running-nooses, 
which they throw round the necks of those terrible animals. 
At first 1 would not believe that they could attain such skill 
as to throw the end of a cord with such precision to a dis- 
tance of twenty or thirty paces ; but in face of the proof I 
was obliged to acknowledge the truth of the account. My 
friend placed a bottle at the distance of thirty paces, and 
at each cast he caught the neck of the bottle in his running- 
noose. I practised this exercise, and since nature has en- 
dowed me with some faculties, to-day I can throw the lasso 
with any man in the world. Well, do you understand ? 
Our host has a well-furnished cellar, the key of which is 
never out of his possession ; but his cellar has a loophole. 
Now, through this loophole I throw my lasso, and as I now 
know which part of the cellar the best wine is in, I draw from 
there. Now, will you taste our wine, and, without preju- 
dice, tell us what you think of it ?” 

‘No, thank you, my friend—no, thank you; unfortu- 
nately I have just breakfasted.” 

“Well,” said Porthos, ‘‘ set the table, Mousqueton, and 
while we breakfast D’Artagnan wili tell us what has hap- 
pened to him during the ten days since he left us.” 

“ Willingly,” said D’Artagnan. 

While Porthos and Mousqueton were breakfasting with the 
appetites of convalescents, and with that brotherly cordiality 
which unites men in misfortune, D’Artagnan related how 
Aramis had been wounded, and was obliged to stop at Créve- 
cœur ; how he had left Athos fighting at Amiens with four 


248 THE “THREE » MUSKETEERS: 


men, who accused him of being a counterfeiter ; and how he, 
D’Artagnan, had been forced to pass over the Comte de 
Wardes’s body in order to reach England. 

But there D’Artagnan’s disclosure ended. He only added 
that on his return from Great Britain he had brought back 
four magnificent horses—one for himself, and one for each 
of his companions ; finally, he informed Porthos that the 
one intended for him was already installed in the stable of 
the hotel. 

At that moment Planchet entered. He informed his 
master that the horses were sufficiently refreshed, and that 
it would be possible to sleep at Clermont. 

As D’Artagnan was tolerably reassured with regard to 
Porthos, and as he was anxious to obtain news of his two 
other friends, he held out his hand to the sick man, and 
told him he was going to resume his route in order to prose- 
cute his researches. However, as he reckoned upon return- 
ing by the same road, if, in seven or eight days, Porthos 
were still at the hotel of the Great St. Martin, he would call 
for him on his way. 

Porthos replied that, according to all probability, his 
sprain would not permit him to depart during that time. 
Moreover, it. was necessary for him to stay at Chantilly to 
wait for an answer from his duchess. 

D’Artagnan wished that her answer might be prompt and 
favourable ; and after having again recommended Porthos 
to the care of Mousqueton, and paid his reckoning to the 
landlord, he resumed his route with Planchet, who was now 
relieved of one of his led horses. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 
ARAMIS’S THESIS. 


D’ARTAGNAN had said nothing to Porthos of his wound or 
of his procureuse. He had appeared to believe all that 
the vainglorious musketeer had told him, convinced that 
no friendship will hold out against a secret obtained by 
accident, particularly when pride is deeply interested in. 
that secret. Besides, we always enjoy a certain mental superi- 
ority over those whose lives we know about without their: 
suspecting it. Now, in his projects of intrigue for the: 
future, and determined as he was to make his three friends: 
the instruments of his fortune, D’Artagnan was not sorry) 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 249 
at uniting in his grasp beforehand the invisible strings by 
which he counted upon moving them. 

And yet, as he journeyed along, a profound sadness 
weighed upon his heart. He thought of the young and 
pretty Madame Bonacieux, who was to have paid him so 
richly for all his devotion. But let us hasten to say this 
sadness came upon the young man less from the regret for 
the happiness he had missed than from the fear he enter- 
tained that some misfortune had befallen the poor woman. 
In his mind there was no doubt that she was a victim of 
the cardinal’s vengeance, and, as we well know, his Emi- 
nence’s vengeance was terrible. He did not know in the 
least how he could have found grace in the minister’s 
eyes, but doubtless M. de Cavois would have revealed it 
to him if the captain of the guards had found him at home. 

Nothing makes time pass more quickly or shortens a 
journey more than a thought which absorbs in itself all 
the faculties of the being of him who thinks. External 
existence then resembles a sleep of which this thought is 
the dream. Through its influence time no longer has meas- 
ure, space no longer has distance. We depart from one 
place and arrive at another; that is all. Of the interval 
covered, nothing remains in the memory but a vague mist 
in which a thousand confused images of trees, mountains, 
and landscapes are dimly seen. Under the speil of this 
hallucination D’Artagnan, letting his horse take his own 

ait, traversed the six or eight leagues between Chantilly 

nd Crèvecœur. He was unable to remember, when he 
had reached that village, any of the things he had met with 
on the road. 

There only memory returned to him. He shook his head, 
perceived the tavern where he had left Aramis, and putting 
his horse to the trot, pulled up at the door. 

This time not a host but a hostess received him. D’Ar- 
tagnan was a physiognomist. His eye took in at a glance the 
plump, cheerful countenance of the mistress of the place, 
and he at once perceived there was no occasion for dis- 
sembling with her, or of fearing anything from such a jolly 
woman. 

“My good dame,” asked D’Artagnan, “ could you tell me 
what has become of a friend of mine whom we were obliged 
to leave here about ten days ago ? ” 

“A handsome young man, of twenty-three or twenty- 
four, mild, amiable, and well made ?” 

“That’s it.” 
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“Wounded, moreover, in the shoulder ? ” 

S—JUSt.so.’’ 

“ Well, sir, he is still here.’ 

‘ Ah, zounds ! my dear dame,” said D’Artagnan, spring- 
ing from his horse and throwing the bridle to Planchet, 
“you restore me to life. Where is my dear Aramis? Let 
me embrace him! for, I confess it, I am quite anxious to 
see him again.” 

“T beg your pardon, sir, but I doubt whether he can see 
you at this moment.” 

“Why so? Is he with a lady ?” 

“Dear me! what do you mean by that? Poor lad! 
No, sir, he is not with any woman.” 

“ With whom is he, then ? ” 

“With the Vicar of Montdidier and the superior of the 
Jesuits of Amiens.” 

“Good Heavens!” cried D’Artagnan ; “is the poor fellow 
worse, then ?” 

“Oh no, sir—quite the contrary; but after his illness 
grace touched him, and he determined to take orders.” 

“Oh, that’s it!” said D’Artagnan. “I had forgotten 
that he was only a musketeer temporarily.” 

“ Are you still anxious to see him ?” 

‘“ More so than ever.” 

‘“ Well, you have only to take the right-hand staircase in 
the yard, and knock at No. 5 on the second foor.” 

D’Artagnan hastened in the direction pointed out, and 
found one of those outside staircases such as are still to 
be seen in the yards of old-fashioned inns. But there was 
no getting in this way at the future abbé’s room. The 
defiles of Aramis’s chamber were neither more nor less 
guarded than the gardens of Armida. Bazin was stationed 
in the corridor, and barred his passage with the greater in- 
trepidity because, after many years of trial, he found him- 
self on the point of attaining the result which had ever been 
his ambition. 

In fact, poor Bazin’s dream had always been to serve a 
churchman, and he was waiting impatiently the moment, 
anticipated so long, when Aramis should at last throw 
aside the uniform and assume the cassock. The promise 
renewed every day by the young man, that the moment 
would not long be delayed, had alone kept him in the 
service of a musketeer—a service in which, he said, his 
soul was in constant jeopardy. 

Bazin was, then, at the summit of delight. According to 
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all probability, this time his master would not retract. The 
union of physical pain with moral pain had produced the 
effect so long desired. Aramis, suffering at once in body 
and mind, had at length fixed his eyes and his thoughts upon 
religion, and he had considered as a warning from Heaven 
the double accident which had happened to him—that is to 
say, his mistress’s sudden disappearance and the wound in 
his shoulder. 

We can understand that, in his present frame of mind, 
nothing could be more disagreeable to Bazin than D’Artag- 
nan’s arrival, which might cast his master back again into 
the vortex of mundane affairs that had so long carried him 
away. He resolved, then, to defend the door bravely ; 
and as, betrayed by the mistress of the inn, he could not 
say that Aramis was absent, he endeavoured to prove to 
the newcomer that it would be the height of indiscretion to 
disturb his master in the pious conference which had begun 
early that morning, and could not be, as Bazin said, ter- 
minated before night. 

But D’Artagnan took very little heed of Master Bazin’s 
eloquent discourse, and as he had no desire to support a 
polemic discussion with his friend’s valet, he simply pushed 
him aside with one hand, and with the other turned the 
handle of the door No. 5. 

The door opened, and D’ Artagnan went into the chamber. 

Aramis, in a black gown, his head covered with a sort of 
round, flat headdress, much like a calotte, was seated before 
an oblong table, covered with rolls of paper and enormous 
folio volumes ; at his right hand was seated the superior of 
the Jesuits, and on his left the Vicar of Montdidier. The 
curtains were half drawn, and admitted only a mysterious 
light calculated for beatific reveries. All the mundane ob- 
jects that generally strike the eye on entering a young 
man’s room, particularly when that young man is a mus- 
keteer, had disappeared as by enchantment; and for fear, no 
doubt, that the sight of them might bring his master back 
to the ideas of this world, Bazin had laid violent hand on 
sword,, pistols, plumed hat, embroideries and laces of all 
kinds and descriptions. 

But in their stead and place D’Artagnan thought he per- 
ceived, in an obscure corner, something like a scourge hang- 
ing from a nail in the wall. 

_ At the noise made by D’Artagnan in entering, Aramis 

raised his head and recognized his friend. But to the 

young man’s great astonishment the sight of him did not 
Q 
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produce much effect upon the musketeer, so completely was 
his mind detached from the things of this world. 

‘ Good-afternoon to you, dear D’Artagnan,” said Aramis. 
‘“ Believe me, I am very glad to see you.” 

‘“ So am I delighted to see you,” said D’Artagnan, “al- 
though I am not yet very sure that it is Aramis I am speak- 
ing to.” 

“Yes, it is I, my friend, itis I! But what makes you 
doubt ? ” 

“I was afraid I had made a mistake in the chamber, and 
that I had found my way into the apartment of some 
churchman. Then I made another error on finding you 
in company with these gentlemen: I was afraid you were 
dangerously ill.” 

The two men in black, guessing D’Artagnan’s meaning, 
darted at him a glance that was almost threatening ; but 
D’Artagnan took no heed of it. 

“I disturb you, perhaps, my dear Aramis,” continued 
D’Artagnan, “‘for by what I see I am led to belicve you 
are confessing to these gentlemen.” 

Aramis coloured imperceptibly. 

“You disturb me? Oh, quite the contrary, dear friend, 
I swear ; and as a proof of what I say, allow me to rejoice 
at seeing you safe and sound.” 

“Ah, he’ll come round after a while,” thought D’Artag. 
nan; ‘ that’s not bad.’”’ 

“For this gentleman, who is my friend, has just escaped 
from a serious danger,” continued Aramis with unction, 
pointing to D’Artagnan, and addressing the two ecclesi- 
astics. 

“ Give God praise, sir,” replied they, bowing in unison. 

‘I have not failed to do so, your Reverences,” replied the 
young man, returning their salutation. 

“ You arrive very opportunely, D’ Artagnan,” said Aramis, 
“and, by taking part in our discussion, may assist us with 
your learning. The Principal of Amiens, the Vicar of Mont- 
didier, and I are arguing certain theological questions in 
which we have been interested for some time. I should 
be delighted to have your opinion.” 

“A soldier’s opinion can have very little weight,” replied 
D’Artagnan, who began to get uneasy at the turn things 
were taking, ‘‘and you had better be satisfied, believe me, 
with the knowledge of these gentlemen.” 

The two men in black bowed in their turn. 

* On the contrary,” replied Aramis, ‘‘ your opinion will be 
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very valuable. The question is this: The principal thinks 
that my thesis ought to be especially dogmatic and didactic.” 

“Your thesis! Are you, then, preparing a thesis ?”’ 

‘Certainly,’ replied the Jesuit; “‘in the examination 
which precedes ordination a thesis is always requisite.”’ 

“Ordination !”’ cried D’Artagnan, who could not believe 
what the hostess and Bazin had successively told him— 
“ ordination ! ” 

And he gazed with astonished eyes on the three persons 
before him. | 

“Now,” continued Aramis, taking the same graceful 
position in his easy-chair that he would have assumed at a 
morning reception, and complacently examining his hand, 
which was as white and plump as a woman’s, and which 
he held up to cause the blood to descend—“ now, as you 
have heard, D’Artagnan, the principal is desirous that my 
thesis should be dogmatic, while I, for my part, would 
rather it should be ideal. This is the reason why the 
principal has proposed to me the following subject, which 
has not yet been treated, and in which I perceive there is 
material for magnificent developments: ‘ Ufraque manus in 
benedicendo clevicis inferioribus necessaria est.’ ” 

D’Artagnan, whose erudition we are well acquainted with, 
evinced no more interest in this quotation than in the one 
made by M. de Tréville regarding the gifts which he sup- 
posed the Duke of Buckingham had bestowed on the young 
man. 

‘That means,’ resumed Aramis, that he might make the 
matter perfectly plain, ‘‘‘ Both hands are indispensable for 
priests of the inferior orders when they give the benedic- 

‘ An admirable subject !’’ cried the Jesuit. 

“ Admirable and dogmatic!” repeated the vicar, who, 
being about as strong in his Latin as D’Artagnan, carefully 
watched the Jesuit, in order to keep step with him, and 
repeat his words like an echo. 

As to D’Artagnan, he remained perfectly indifferent to the 
enthusiasm of the two men in black. 

“Yes, admirable! prorsus admirabile !”’ continued Ara- 
mis ; “but it requires a profound study of both the Scrip- 
tures and the Fathers. Now, I have confessed to these 
learned ecclesiastics, and that in all humility, that the duties 
of mounting guard and the service of the king have caused 
me to neglect my studies a little. I should find myself, 
therefore, more at my ease, facilius natans, in a subject 
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of my own choice, which would be to these hard theological 
questions what morals are to metaphysics in philosophy.” 

D’Artagnan began to be bored, and so did the vicar. 

“ See what an exordium !”’ cried the Jesuit. 

“Exordium,”’ repeated the vicar, for the sake of saying 
something. 

“ Quemadmodum inter celorum immensitatem.” 

Aramis glanced at D’Artagnan, and found his friend yawn- 
ing enough to dislocate his jaw. 

‘Let us speak French, worthy Father,” said he to the 
Jesuit ; ‘ M. d’Artagnan will enjoy our conversation more.” 

“Yes,” replied D’Artagnan ; “‘ I am fatigued with riding, 
and I fail to grasp all this Latin.” 

‘* Agreed,’ replied the Jesuit, a little put out, while the 
vicar, greatly delighted, threw on D’Artagnan a look full of 
gratitude. ‘ Well, let us see what is to be derived from 
this gloss. 

““Moses, the servant of God—he was but a servant, please 
to understand !—Moses blessed with his hands ; he held out 
both his arms while the Hebrews were beating their enemies. 
Therefore he blessed them with his two hands. Besides, 
what does the gospel say ? ‘Imponite manus,’ and not 
‘“manum’—lay on the hands, and not the hand.” 

‘ Lay on the hands,” repeated the vicar, making a gesture. 

“For St. Peter, on the contrary, whose successors the 
popes are,” continued the Jesuit: ‘‘ ‘ Porrige digitos’—present 
the fingers. Do you see that now ?” 

‘ Certainly,” replied Aramis, in a pleased tone; “ but the 
thing is subtle.” 

“The fingers!’”’ resumed the Jesuit; ‘St. Peter blessed 
with the fingers. The pope, therefore, blesses also with the 
fingers. And with how many fingers does he bless ? With 
three fingers: one for the Father, one for the Son, and one 
for the Holy Ghost.” 

Allcrossed themselves. D’Artagnan thought it was proper 
to follow their example. ; 

‘The pope is St. Peter’s successor, and represents the 
three divine powers. The rest, ovdines inferiores, of the 
ecclesiastical hierarchy, bless in the name of the holy arch- 
angels and angels. The most humble clerks, such as our 
deacons and sacristans, bless with aspergills or holy-water 
sprinklers, which are like an indefinite number of blessing 
fingers. Here’s the subject simplified. Argumentum omni 
denudatum oynamento. I could make of that subject,” 
continued the Jesuit, ‘ two volumes of the size of this.” 
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St. Chrysostom, which was making the table bend beneath 
its weight. 

D’ Artagnan trembled. 

“Certainly,” said Aramis, “I do justice to the beauties 
of this thesis, but at the same time I perceive it would be 
overwhelming for me. I had chosen this text—tell me, 
dear D’Artagnan, if it is not to your taste: ‘ Non inutile est 
desiderium in oblatione ;’ or, still better, ‘ A little regret is 
not unsuitable in an offering to the Lord.’ ” 

‘ Stop there !”’ cried the Jesuit, “ for that thesis smacks 
of heresy. There is a proposition almost like it in the 
‘ Augustinus’ of the heresiarch Jansenius, whose book will, 
sooner or later, be burnt by the hangman. Take care, my 
young friend ; you will be lost!” 

“You will be lost,” said the vicar, shaking his head 
sorrowfully. 

“You are nearing that famous point of freewill which is a 
fatal reef. You are sailing dangerously close to the in- 
sinuations of the Pelagians and the semi-Pelagians.”’ 

“But, my reverend——” replied Aramis, somewhat 
dumbfounded by the hail of arguments that poured on his 
head. 

“How will you prove,” continued the Jesuit, without 
allowing him time to speak, “that we ought to regret the 
world when we offer ourselves to God? Listen to this 
dilemma: God is God, and the world is the devil. To regret 
the world is to regret the devil. That is my conclusion.”’ 

““ And mine also,” said the vicar. 

_ “ But for Heaven’s sake ” resumed Aramis. 

“ Desideras diabolum, unhappy man,” cried the Jesuit. 

“He regrets the devil! Ah, my young friend,” added the 
vicar, groaning, “ do not regret the devil, I implore you!” 

D’Artagnan felt himself growing idiotic; it seemed to 
him he was in a madhouse, and that he was becoming as 
mad as those he saw. He was, however, forced to hold his 
tongue, as he did not comprehend the language they em- 


ployed. | 
‘ But listen to me, now,” resumed Aramis, with a polite- 
ness under which began to show a little impatience. “I 


do not say I regret. - No, I will never pronounce that sen- 
tence, as it would not be orthodox.” 
_ The Jesuit raised his hands toward heaven, and the vicar 
did the same. 

“No; but grant at least that it is bad grace to offer to the 


256 THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 


Lord only that with which we are perfectly disgusted. 
Don’t you think so, D’Artagnan ? ” 

‘“ Zounds ! I think so, indeed,” cried he. 

The Jesuit and the vicar started from their chairs. 

“This is my point of departure ; it is a syllogism. The 
world is not wanting in attractions. I quit the world ; there- 
fore I make a sacrifice. Now, the Scripture says positively, 
‘Make a sacrifice unto the Lord.’ ” 

‘That is true,’”’ said his antagonists. 

“And then,” said Aramis, pinching his ear to make it 
red, as he smoothed his hands to make them white—‘ and 
then I made a little rondeau on it last year, which I showed 
to M. Voiture, and that young man paid me a thousand 
compliments.” 

“A rondeau !”’ said the Jesuit disdainfully. 

“A rondeau ! ” said the vicar mechanically. 

“ Repeat it ! repeat it ! ” cried D’Artagnan ; “it will give 
some variety.” 

“Not so, for it is religious,’ replied Aramis; “‘it is 
theology in verse.” 

“The devil ! ”’ said D’Artagnan. 

‘ Here it is,” said Aramis, with a somewhat modest air, 
which was not exempt from a certain shade of hypocrisy :— 


“Vous qui pleurer un passé plein de charmes, 
Et qui trainez des jours mfortunés, 
Tous vos malheurs se verront terminés, 
Quand à Dieu seul vous ofrirez vos larmes, 
Vous qui pleurez !” 


(Oh, you who weep for joys that long have flown, 
Whose mournful days in vain regrets now creep, 
Your woes will all in deep oblivion sleep, 

If you will offer up your tears to God alone— 

Oh, you who weep !) 


D’Artagnan and the vicar appeared pleased. The Jesuit 
persisted in his opinion. 

“Beware of a profane taste in your theological style. 
What, indeed, says St. Augustine? ‘Severus sit clevricorum 
seymo.’”? 

““ Yes, let the sermon be clear,” said the vicar. 

“But,” hastily interrupted the Jesuit, on seeing that his 
acolyte was going astray—‘“‘ but your thesis would please the 
ladies ; it would have the same kind of success as one of M. 
Patru’s pleadings.” 

“T hope to God it may ! ” cried Aramis, transported. 
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“There it is,” cried the Jesuit; ‘the world still speaks 
within you in a loud voice, a/tissimà voce. You follow the 
world, my young friend, and I tremble lest grace prove in- 
effectual.” 

“Rest assured, my reverend father, I can answer for 
myself.” 

‘ Mundane presumption ! ” 

‘I know myself, father; my resolution is irrevocable.” 

“Then you persist in continuing this thesis ? ” 

“T feel myself called upon to treat this, and no other. I 
shall then continue it, and to-morrow I hope you will be 
satisfied with the corrections I shall have made in conse- 
quence of your advice.”’ 

‘Work slowly,” said the vicar. ‘‘ We leave you in an 
excellent frame of mind.” 

“Yes, the ground is all sown,” said the Jesuit, ‘and we 
have not to fear that one portion of the seed may have 
fallen upon stony ground, another by the wayside, or that 
the birds of heaven have eaten the rest, aves celt comederunt 
wlam.” 

“Plague take you and your Latin!” said D’Artagnan, 
who felt all his patience exhausted. 

‘ Farewell, my son,” said the vicar, “ till to-morrow.” 

“ Till to-morrow, my rash young friend,” said the Jesuit. 
‘‘ You promise to become one of the lights of the Church. 
Heaven grant that this light prove not a devouring fire ! ” 

D’Artagnan, who for an hour past had been gnawing his 
nails with impatience, was now beginning to attack the flesh, 

The two men in black rose, bowed to Aramis and D’Ar- 

_tagnan, and advanced toward the door, Bazin, who had been 

standing listening to all this controversy with a pious jubila- 
tion, sprang toward them, took the vicar’s breviary and the 
Jesuit’s missal, and walked respectfully before them to clear 
their way. 

Aramis conducted them to the foot of the stairs, and then 
immediately came back again to D’Artagnan, who was still 
dreaming. 

When left alone, the two friends at first kept silence from 
embarrassment. It, however, was necessary for one of them 
to break it first, and as D’Artagnan appeared determined to 
leave that honour to his friend,— 

“You see,” said Aramis, “that I have returned to my 
original ideas.” 

“Yes ; saving grace has touched you, as that gentleman 
said just now.” 
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“Oh, these plans of retreat have been formed for a long 
time. You have often heard me speak of them, have you not, 
my friend ? ” 

“Yes ; but I must confess that I always thought you were 
joking.” 

‘“ About such things! O D’Artagnan!”’ 

“Yes, indeed! People can joke about death.” 

“And people are wrong, D’Artagnan; for death is the 
door which leads to perdition or to salvation.” 

“Granted. But, if you please, let us not theologize, Ara- 
mis ; you must have had enough for to-day. As for me, I 
have almost forgotten the little Latin I ever knew. Then I 
confess to you that I have eaten nothing since ten o’clock 
this morning, and I am devilish hungry.” 

“We will dine directly, my friend ; only you must please 
to remember that this is Friday. Now, on such a day 
I cannot eat meat or see it eaten. If you can be satisfied 
with my dinner, it consists of cooked tetragones and fruits.” 

‘What do you mean by tetragones ?”’ asked D’Artagnan 
anxiously. 

“T mean spinach,” replied Aramis ; ‘‘ but on your account 
I will add some eggs. Even that is a serious infraction of 
the rule, for eggs are meat, since they engender chickens.” 

“This feast is not very nutritious ; but never mind—I will 
put up with it for the sake of remaining with 

“I am grateful to you for the sacrifice,” said Aramis. 
‘ But if your body be not greatly benefited by it, be assured 
your soul will.” 

‘And so, Aramis, you are decidedly going into the 
Church? What will our friends say ? What will M. de 
Tréville say ? They will treat you as a deserter, I warn 

ou.” 
ui I do not enter the Church—I re-enter it. I deserted 
the Church for the world, for you know that I did violence 
to myself when I became a musketeer.”’ 

“1 know nothing about it.”’ 

* You don’t know how I quitted the seminary ? ” 

“Not at all.” 

“ Here’s my story. Besides, the Scriptures say, ‘ Confess 
yourselves one to another,’ and I confess to “dir D’Ar- 
tagnan.”’ 

“And I give you absolution beforehand. You see I am 
good-natured.” 

: Do not jest with sacred things, my friend.” 

“Go on, then; I am listening.” 
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‘{I had been at the seminary ever since I was nine years 
old ; I lacked only three days of being twenty. I was ex- 
pecting to be an abbé, and all was settled. One evening, when 
I had gone, according to my custom, to a house which I 
enjoyed frequenting (when you are young, what can you 
expect? You are weak), an officer who saw me, with a 
jealous eye, reading the ‘ Lives of the Saints’ to the mis- 
tress of the house, entered suddenly, without being an- 
nounced. That evening, as it happened, I had translated an 
episode of Judith, and had just communicated my verses to 
the lady, who was making me all sorts of compliments, and, 
leaning on my shoulder, was reading them a second time 
with me. Her attitude, which, I must admit, was rather 
free, wounded this gentleman’s feelings. He said nothing, 
but when I went out he followed, and coming up to me,— 

““* Abbé,’ said he, ‘ do you like canings ? ? 

“I cannot say, sir, answered I, ‘no one having ever 
dared to give me any.’ 

“ “Well, listen to me, then, abbé: if you venture again 
into the house where I met you this evening, I will dare.’ 

‘ I really think I must have been frightened. I became 
very pale; I felt my legs fail me. I sought a reply, but 
could find none. I was silent. 

‘ The officer waited for my reply, and seeing it so long 
coming, he burst into a laugh, turned on his heel, and re- 
entered the house. I returned to my seminary. 

‘I am a gentleman born, and my blood is hot, as you 
may have remarked, my dear D’Artagnan. The insult was 
terrible, and although it remained unknown to the rest of 
the world, I felt it live and fester at the bottom of my heart. 
1 informed my superiors that I did not feel myself sufficiently 
prepared for ordination, and at my request the ceremony 
was postponed for a year. 

‘ I sought out.the best fencing-master in Paris. I made 
an agreement with him to take a lesson every day, and every 
day during a year I took that lesson. Then, on the anni- 
versary of the day on which I had been insulted, I hung my 
cassock on a peg, assumed the costume of a cavalier, and went 
to a ball given by a lady friend of mine, and where I knew 
my man would be. It was in the Rue des Francs-Bourgeois, 
close to La Force. 

“ As I expected, my officer was there. I went up to him 
as he was singing a love ditty and looking tenderly at a lady, 
and interrupted him exactly in the middle of the second 
couplet, 
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‘Sir,’ said I, ‘ does it still displease you that I should 
return to a certain house in Rue Payenne ? And would 
you still give me a caning if I took it into my head to dis- 
obey you ? ? 

id The officer looked at me with astonishment, and then 
said ,— 

““* What is your business with me, sir? I do not know 

ou.’ 

“TT am,’ said I, ‘the little abbé who used to read the 
‘Lives of the Saints,” and translate Judith into verse.’ 

‘Ah, ha! I recollect now,’ said the officer in a jeering 
tone. ‘ Well, what do you want with me ?’ 

ie I should like you to spare the time to take a walk with 
me. 

“To-morrow morning, if you like, and with the greatest 
pleasure.’ 

“*No, not to-morrow morning, but immediately, if you 

lease.’ 

“ “Tf you absolutely insist upon i 

“*T do; I insist upon it.’ 

““* Come, then.—Ladies,’ said the officer, ‘do not disturb 
yourselves. Allow me time simply to kill this gentleman, 
and I will return and finish the Jast couplet.’ 

“We went out. I took him to the Rue Payenne, to ex- 
actly the same spot where, a year before, at the very same 
hour, he had paid me the compliment I have related to you. 
It was a superb moonlight night. We drew, and at the 
first pass I laid him stark dead.” 

“The devil!’ cried D’Artagnan. 

“Now,” continued Aramis, ‘“‘as the ladies did not see 
their singer come back, and as he was found in the Rue 
Payenne with a great sword-thrust through his body, it was 
supposed that I was the one who had accommodated him 
thus, and the matter created some scandal. So I was 
obliged to renounce the cassock for a time. Athos, whose 
acquaintance I made about that period, and Porthos, who 
had, in addition to my lessons, taught me some fine passes, 
RATES upon me to solicit the uniform of a musketeer, 

e king entertained great regard for my father, who was 
killed at the siege of Arras, and the uniform was granted. 
You understand, then, that the moment has now come for 
me to re-enter the bosom of the Church.” 

“And why now, rather than yesterday or to-morrow ? 
What, then, has happened to you to-day which gives you 
such sorry ideas ? ” 


» 
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“My wound, my dear D’Artagnan, has been a warning 
to me from Heaven,” 

“Your wound ? Bah! itis nearly healed, and I am sure 
it is not that which at the present moment gives you the 
most pain.’ 

“ What wound ?” asked Aramis, colouring, 

“You have one in your heart, Aramis, deeper and more 
painful—a wound made by a woman,” 

The eye of Aramis kindled in spite of himself. 

“Ah,” said he, dissembling his emotion under a feigned 
carelessness, “‘do not talk of such things. What! I think 
of such things? I have love-pangs ? Vanitas vanitatum ! 
According to your idea, then, my brain is turned! And 
for whom? For some grisette, some chambermaid, whom I 
have courted in some garrison! Fie!” 

“TL craye your pardon, my dear Aramis, but I thought you 
aimed higher.” 

‘“ Higher ? And who am I, to nourish such ambition? A 
poor musketeer, a beggar and unknown, who hates slavery, 
and finds himself out of place in the world.” 

“ Aramis, Aramis!’ cried D’Artagnan, looking at his 
friend with an air of doubt. 

“Dust I am, and to dust I return. Life is full of humilia- 
tions and sorrows,” continued he, becoming still more 
melancholy; “all the ties which attach it to happiness 
break one after another in the hand of man, particularly the 
golden ties. Oh, my dear D’Artagnan,’” resumed Aramis, 
giving to his voice a slight tone of bitterness, “ believe me; 
conceal your wounds when you have any. Silence is the 
last joy of the unhappy. Beware of giving any one the clue 
to your griefs. The curious suck our tears as flies suck the 
blood of a wounded hart.” 

“Alas! my dear Aramis,” said D’Artagnan, in his turn 
heaving a profound sigh, ‘ that is my own history you are 
relating ! ” 

“cc How ? LEZ 

“ Yes ; a woman whom I love, whom I adore, has just been 
torn from me by force. I do not know where she is, or where 
she has been taken. Perhaps she is a prisoner, perhaps she 
is dead ! ” 

“Yes, but you have at least this consolation, that you can 
say to yourself she has not quitted you voluntarily, that if 
you have no news of her, it is because all communication 
with you is forbidden ; while——” 

"§ ile what ?” 
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“Nothing,” replied Aramis, ‘‘ nothing.” se 

‘“ So you renounce the world, then, for ever. That is a 
settled thing, a resolution fixed upon ?” 

‘For ever! You are my friend to-day; to-morrow you 
will no longer exist for me. As for the world, it is a sepul- 
chre, and nothing else.” 

“The devil! What you say is very sad.” 

“What can you expect ? My vocation attracts me, it 
carries me away.” 

D’Artagnan smiled, but made no answer. Aramis. con- 
tinued ,— 

“And yet, while I still belong to the earth, I should have 
liked to speak of you and of our friends.” 

‘And on my part,” said D’Artagnan, “‘I should have 
liked to speak of you, but I find you so completely de- 
tached from everything! Love you cry fie upon! friends 
are shadows ! the world is a sepulchre ! ” 

“Alas ! you will find it so yourself,” said Aramis, with a sigh. 

“Well, then, let us say no more about it,” said D’Ar- 
tagnan ; ‘and let us burn this letter, which, no doubt, 
announces to you some fresh infidelity of your grisette or 
your chambermaid.”’ 

‘What letter ? ” cried Aramis eagerly. 

“A letter which was sent to your rooms in your absence, 
and which was given to me for you.” 

‘ But whom is that letter from ? ” 

‘Oh, from some tearful waiting-maid, some despairing 
grisette ; from Madame de Chevreuse’s chambermaid, per- 
haps, who must have been obliged to return to Tours with 
her mistress, and who, in order to make herself attractive, 
stole some perfumed paper, and sealed her letter with a 
duchess’s coronet.” 

‘ What are you saying ? ” 

‘“ There ! I really think I must have lost it,” said the young 
man mischievously, while pretending to search for it. “But 
fortunately the world is a sepulchre ; men, and consequently 
women also, are only shadows, and love is a sentiment upon 
which you cry, ‘ Fie, fie!’” 

““D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!” cried Aramis, “ you are 
killing me!” 

‘At last, here it is!’’ said D’Artagnan. He drew the 
letter from his pocket. 

Aramis sprang towards him, seized the letter, read it, or 
rather devoured it, his countenance absolutely beaming with 
delight, 
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“Your waiting-maid seems to have an agreeable style,” 
said the carrier carelessly. 

“Thanks, D’Artagnan, thanks!” cried Aramis, almost in 
a state of delirium. ‘She was forced to return to Tours ; 
she is not faithless ; she still loves me! Come, dear friend, 
come, let me embrace you; happiness stifles me! ” 

And the two friends began to dance round the venerable 
St. Chrysostom, kicking about famously the sheets of the 
thesis, which had fallen on the floor. 

At that moment Bazin entered with the spinach and the 
omelet. 

“Be off, you scoundrel!” cried Aramis, throwing his 
calotte into his face; ‘return to where you came from. 
Take back those horrible vegetables and that frightful side- 
dish! Order a larded-hare, a fat capon, a leg of mutton 
with garlic, and four bottles of old Burgundy ! ” 

Bazin, who looked at his master without comprehending 
the cause of this change, gloomily let the omelet slip into 
the spinach, and the spinach on to the floor. 

“Now is the moment to consecrate your existence to the 
King of kings,” said D’Artagnan, ‘if you persist in offering 
Him a civility. Non inutile desiderium in oblatione.” 

‘ Go to the devil with your Latin. Let us drink, my dear 
D’Artagnan. ’Sdeath! let us drink while the wine is 
fresh. Let us drink heartily, and tell me something about 
what is going on in the world yonder.” 


GH AP TER Ok Vilids 
THE WIFE OF ATHOS. 


“Now we still have to get news of Athos,” said D’Artagnan 
to the vivacious Aramis, when he had informed him of all 
that had passed since their departure from the capital, and 
when a good dinner had made one of them forget his thesis 
and the other his fatigue. 

“Do you think any harm can have happened to him ?” 
asked Aramis. ‘‘ Athos is so cool, so brave, and handles 
his sword so skilfully.” 

‘ There.is no doubt of that. Nobody has a higher opinion 
of the courage and skill of Athos than I have; but I like 
better to hear my sword clang against lances than against 
staves. I fear lest Athos has been carried down by a mob 
of menials. Those fellows strike hard, and don’t leave off 
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in a hurry. This is my reason for wishing to set out again 
as soon as I possibly can.” 

“I will try to accompany you,” said Aramis, ‘though T 
scarcely feel in a condition to mount on horseback. Yester- 
day I undertook to employ that scourge you see hanging 
on the wall, but pain prevented my continuing the pious 
exercise,” : 

‘This is the first time I ever heard of anybody trying to 
cure gunshot wounds with a cat-o’-nine-tails ; but you were 
ill, and illness makes the head weak, therefore you may be 
excused.”’ 

““ When do you set out ?” 

“To-morrow at daybreak. Sleep as soundly as you can 
to-night, and to-morrow, if you are well enough, we will 
start together.” 

‘Till to-morrow, then,” said Aramis ; “ for though you are 
made of iron you must need repose.” 

The next morning, when D’Artagnan entered Aramis’s 
chamber, he found him standing at the window. 

‘“ What are you looking at thers ?”’ asked D’Artagnan. 

“?Pon my word, I am admiring those three magnificent 
horses which the stable-lads are leading about. It would 
be a pleasure worthy of a prince to travel on such horses.” 

“Well, my dear Aramis, you may enjoy that pleasure, 
for one of those horses is yours.”’ 

“ Ah, bah! which of them ? ” 

““ Whichever of the three you like. I have no preference.” 

“ And the rich caparison is mine too ?”’ 

“Certainly.” 

“You are laughing, D’Artagnan.”’ 

“No; I have left off laughing, now that you speak French 
again.” 

“What! those gilded holsters, that velvet housing, that 
silver-mounted saddle are all mine ?”’ 

“Yours ; and the horse that is pawing the ground is mine, 
and the other horse which is caracoling belongs to Athos.” 

“By Jove! they are three superb animals ! ” 

‘I am glad they please you.” 

“Was it the king who made you such a present ? ” 

“Certainly it was not the cardinal. But don’t trouble 
yourself about where they come from ; be satisfied that one 
of them is your property.” 

“‘T choose the one which the réd-headed boy is holding.” 

“ Have it, then.” 

“Good heavens! That is enough to drivé away all my 
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remaining pains. I could ride on him with thirty balls’ in 
my body. On my soul, what handsome stirrups !—Helloo, 
Bazin! come here this minute.” 

Bazin made his appearance at the door, dull and spiritless. 

“ Polish my sword, press my hat, brush my cloak, and 
load my pistols !”’ said Aramis. 

“That last order is useless,” interrupted D’Artagnan ; 
“there are loaded pistols in your holsters,” 

Bazin sighed. 

“Come, Master Bazin, make yourself easy; people gain 
the kingdom of heaven in all conditions of life,”’ 

‘“ You were already such a good theologian,” said Bazin, 
almost weeping: ‘‘ you might have become a bishop, per- 
haps a cardinal.” 

‘* Well, but, my poor Bazin, reflect a little, Of what use 
is it to be a churchman, pray ? You do not avoid going to 
war by that means; you see the cardinal is about to make 
the next campaign, helm on head and partisan in hand, 
And what do you say of M. de Nogaret de la Valette? He 
is a cardinal likewise. Ask his lackey how often he has had 
to prepare lint for him.” 

‘ Alas!’ sighed Bazin, “I very well know, sir; everything 
is turned topsy-turvy in the world nowadays,” 

During this dialogue the two young men and the poor 
lackey had gone down into the yard. 

‘ Hold my stirrup, Bazin,” cried Aramis. 

And Aramis sprang into his saddle with his usual grace 
and lightness; but after a few vaults and curvets of the 
noble animal, his rider felt his pains come on so insupport- 
ably that he turned pale and became unsteady in his seat, 
D'Artagnan, who, foreseeing such an event, had kept his eye 
on him, sprang toward him, caught him in his arms, and 
assisted him to his chamber, 

‘ All right, my dear Aramis ; take care of yourself,” said 
he ; ‘ I will go alone in search of Athos.” 

‘ You are a man of bronze,” replied Aramis. 

‘ No, I have good luck, that is all. But how do you mean 
to pass your time till I come back ? No more glosses on the 
fingers or upon benedictions, hey ?”’ 

Aramis smiled. ‘I will make verses,” said he. 

“Yes; verses perfumed with the odour of the note from 
Madame de Chevreuse’s serving-maid, Teach Bazin prosody, 
then; that will console him. As to the horse, ride him a 
little every day, and that will accustom you to his move- 
ments,” 
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‘Oh, make yourself easy on that head,” replied Aramis’; 
“you will find me ready to follow you.” 

They took leave of each other, and ten minutes later, 
after commending his friend to the care of Bazin and the 
hostess, D’Artagnan was trotting along in the direction of 
Amiens. 

How was he going to find Athos, and should he even find 
him atall ? The position in which he had left him was critical. 
He might, very probably, have succumbed. This idea, while 
darkening his brow, drew several sighs from him, and caused 
him to formulate to himself a few vows of vengeance. 

Of all his friends, Athos was the eldest, and consequently 
the least like him, apparently, in his tastes and sympa- 
thies. 

Yet he entertained a marked preference for this gentleman. 
Athos’s noble and distinguished air, the flashes of greatness 
which from time to time broke out from the shade in which 
he voluntarily kept himself, his unalterable equality of tem- 
per, which made him the pleasantest companion in the world, 
his forced and bitter gaiety, his bravery which might have 
been termed blind if it had not been the result of the rarest 
coolness—all these qualities attracted more than D’Artag- 
nan’s esteem, more than his friendship: they attracted his 
admiration. 

Indeed, when placed beside M. de Tréville, the elegant and 
noble courtier, Athos in his days of good spirits might ad- 
vantageously sustain a comparison. He was of middle 
height, but his person was so admirably shaped and so well 
proportioned that more than once, in his struggles with 
Porthos, he had overcome the giant, whose physical strength 
was proverbial among the musketeers. His head, with 
piercing eyes, a straight nose, a chin cut like that of Brutus, 
had altogether an indefinable character of grandeur and 
grace. His hands, of which he took no care at all, were the 
despair of Aramis, who cultivated his with a great deal of 
almond paste and perfumed oil. The sound of his voice was 
at once penetrating and melodious; and then what was 
indefinable in Athos, who was always modest and retiring, 
was his knowledge of the world, and of the usages of the 
most brilliant society, his high-bred manners, which ap- 
peared, as if unconsciously to himself, in his least actions. 

If a repast were on foot, Athos presided over it better than 
any other man in society, placing every guest exactly in the 
rank which his ancestors had earned for him; or which he had 
made for himself. If a question in heraldry were started, 
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Athos knew all the noble families of the kingdom, their gene- 
alogy, their alliances, their arms, and the origin of their 
arms. Etiquette had no details unknown to him. He knew 
what were the rights of the great landowners ; he was pro- 
foundly versed in venery and falconry, and had one day, 
when conversing on this great art, astonished even Louis 
XIII. himself, who, nevertheless, had taken his master’s de- 
gree in it. 

Like all the great nobles of that period, he rode and fenced 
to perfection. But still further, his education had been so 
little neglected, even with respect to scholastic studies, so 
rare at this time among gentlemen, that he smiled at the 
scraps of Latin which Aramis sported, and which Porthos 
pretended to understand. Twice or thrice even, to the 
great astonishment of his friends, he had, when Aramis 
allowed some rudimentary error to escape him, replaced a 
verb in its right tense and a noun in its right case. Besides, 
his probity was irreproachable, in that age when soldiers 
so easily compromised with their religion and their con- 
sciences, lovers with the rigorous delicacy of our days, and 
the poor with God’s seventh commandment. Athos, then, 
was a very extraordinary map. 

And yet this nature so well bred, this creature so beautiful, 
this essence so fine, was seen to turn insensibly toward 
material life, as old men turn toward physical and moral 
imbecility. In his hours of privation—and such hours were 
frequent—the whole of the luminous portion of Athos was 
extinguished, and his brilliant side disappeared as if in pro- 
found eclipse. 

Then, the demigod having vanished, he remained almost 
less than a man. With head hanging down, dull eye, 
speech slow and painful, Athos would look for hours together 
at his bottle, his glass, or at Grimaud, who, accustomed to 
obey him by signs, read in his master’s faint glance his 
least desire, and immediately satisfied it. If the four friends 
were together during one of these moods, a word, uttered 
occasionally with a violent effort, was the one share Athos 
furnished to the conversation. To make up for his silence, 
Athos alone drank enough for four, nor did he appear to be 
otherwise affected by wine than by a more marked contrac- 
tion of the brow and by a deeper sadness. 

D’Artagnan, with whose inquisitive and penetrating dis- 
position we are acquainted, whatever interest he might have 
in ‘satisfying his curiosity on this subject, had not been able 
to assign any cause for these fits, or to note periods of their 
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recurrence. Athos never received any letters; Athos never 
had concerns which were not known to ail his friends. 

It could not be said that wine produced this sadness, for, in 
truth, he only drank to combat this sadness, and the wine, as 
we have said, only rendered it still more gloomy. This ex- 
cess of bilious humour could not be attributed to play, for, 
unlike Porthos, who accompanied the variations of chance 
with songs or oaths, Athos, when he had won, remained as 
impassive as when he had lost. He had been known, in the 
musketeers’ club, to win one night a thousand pistoles, lose 
them, even with his gold-embroidered gala-day belt to boot, 
gain it all back, with the addition of a hundred louis, with- 
out his beautiful black eyebrows rising or falling half a line, 
without his hands losing their pearly hue, without his con- 
versation, which was cheerful that evening, ceasing for a 
moment to be calm and agreeable. 

Nor was it, as with our neighbours the English, an atmos- 
pheric influence that darkened his countenance, for his sad- 
ness generally became more intense toward the fine season 
of the year. June and July were Athos’s terrible months, 

For the present he had no care. He shrugged his shoulders 
when people spoke of the future. His secret, then, was in 
the past, as D’Artagnan had vaguely been told. 

This mysterious shadow, spread over his whole person, 
rendered still more interesting the man whose eyes or mouth 
had never, even in the moments of the most complete intoxi- 
cation, revealed anything, however skilfully questions had 
been put to him. 

“Well,” remarked D’Artagnan, ‘“ poor Athos is perhaps at 
this moment dead, and dead through my fault; for I dragged 
him into this affair, the origin of which he did not know, the 
result of which he will not know, and from which he could 
derive no advantage.” 

“Without reckoning, sir,” added Planchet, “that we 
probably owe our lives to him. Do you remember how he 
cried, ‘On, D’Artagnan! I am taken!’ And when he had 
discharged his two pistols, what a terrible noise he made 
with his sword! One might have said that twenty men or 
rather twenty mad devils were fighting.” 

And these words redoubled D’Artagnan’s eagerness, and 
he spurred on his horse, which stood in no need of any 
stimulus, but carried his master along at a gallop. 

About eleven o’clock in the morning they perceived 
Amiens. At half-past eleven they were at the door of the 
cursed inn. 
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D’Artagnan had often meditated against the perfidious 
landlord one of those hearty revenges which are consoling 
even in the thought of them. He entered the hostelry with 
his hat pulled over his eyes, his left hand on the pommel of 
the sword, and cracking his whip with his right hand. 

‘Do you remember me ?”’ said he to the landlord, who 
advanced, bowing, toward him. 

‘I have not that honour, monseigneur,” replied the latter, 
his eyes still dazzled by the brilliant turnout with which 
D’ Artagnan appeared. 

“What! you don’t know me?” 

‘No, monseigneur.”’ 

‘Well, two words will refresh your memory. What have 
you done with that gentleman whom you had the audacity, 
about two weeks ago, to accuse of passing bad money ? ” 

The host grew pale, for D’Artagnan had assumed the most 
threatening attitude, and Planchet had followed his master’s 
example. 

‘ Ah, monseigneur, do not mention it!”’ cried the landlord, 
in the most piteous voice imaginable; ‘‘ah, seigneur, how 
dearly have I paid for my mistake, unhappy wretch that 
Iam!” 

‘I say, what has become of that gentleman ?” ; 

“ Deign to listen to me, monseigneur, and be merciful! 
Sit down, I beg!” 

D'Artagnan, mute with anger and uneasiness, sat down as 
threatening as a judge. Planchet stood fiercely at the back 
of his armchair. 

“ Here is the story, monseigneur,”’ resumed the trembling 
landlord, ‘“ for I now recollect you. It was you who rode 
off at the moment I had that unfortunate difference with 
the gentleman you speak of.” 

“Yes, it was 1; so you may plainly perceive that you 
have no mercy to expect if you do not tell me the whole 
truth.” | 

‘ Then please listen to me, and you shall know it all.” 

“T am listening.” 

“I had been warned by the authorities that a celebrated 
counterfeiter would arrive at my inn with several of his com- 
panions, all disguised as guards or musketeers. I was fur- 
nished with a description of your horses, your lackeys, your 
countenancés ; nothing was omitted.” 

“Go on! go on!” said D’Artagnan, who quickly recog- 
nized the source of such an exact description. 

“Jn conformity with the orders of the authorities, who 
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sent me a reinforcement of six men, I took, then, such meas- 
ures as I thought necessary to get possession of the persons 
of the pretended counterfeiters.”’ 

‘What, again!’ exclaimed D’Artagnan, whose ears were 
terribly wounded by the repetition of this word counter- 
feiters. 

‘ Pardon me, monseigneur, for saying such things, but they 
are really my excuse. The authorities had terrified me, and 
you know that a tavern-keeper must keep on good terms 
with the authorities.” 

“But, once again, where is the gentleman ? What has 
become of him ? Is he dead? Is he living ?” 

“ Patience, monseigneur, we are coming to it. What you 
know about then happened, the outcome of which your 
precipitate departure,’ added the Jandlord, with a shrewd- 
ness that did not escape D’Artagnan, ‘‘ appeared to author- 
ize. The gentleman, your friend, defended himself desper- 
ately. His lackey, who, by an unforeseen piece of ill-luck, 
had got up a quarrel with the police, disguised as stable- 
lads——”’ 

“Miserable scoundrel!’’ cried D’Artagnan; “you were 
all in the plot then! And I really don’t know what prevents 
me from exterminating you all.” 

“ Alas, monseigneur, we were not all in the plot, and you 
will soon see we were not. Your triend (I ask pardon for not 
calling him by the honourable name which no doubt he 
bears, but we do not know his name)—your friend, having 
disabled two men with his pistols, retreated fighting with his 
sword, with which he mutilated another one of my men, 
and stunned me with a blow of the flat side.” 

“Hangman! when will you come to the end ? ” cried 
D’Artagnan. ‘ Athos—what has become of Athos ?” 

“ While fighting and retreating, as I have told monseigneur, 
he found behind him the cellar stairs, and as the door was 
open, he took possession of the key, and barricaded himself 
inside. As we were sure of finding him there, we let him 
alone.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan ; “‘ there wasn’t any particular 
reason for killing him ; it was enough to keep him a prisoner.”? 

‘Good God! a prisoner, monseigneur ? Why, he im- 
prisoned himself —upon my oath he did. Besides, he had 
made rough work of it. One man was killed on the spot, 
and two others were severely wounded. The dead man and 
the two who were wounded were carried off by their com- 
panions, and I have heard nothing of any of them since, 
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As for myself, as soon as I recovered my senses I went to 
the governor, to whom I related all that had passed, and whom 
I asked what I should do with my prisoner. But the gover- 
nor was thunderstruck. He told me he did not know at all 
what I meant, that the orders I had received did not come 
from him, and that if I had the misfortune to tell any one 
whatsoever that he was at all concerned in all this disturb- 
ance, he would have me hanged. It appears that I had made 
a mistake, sir, that I had arrested the wrong person, and 
that he whom I ought to have arrested had escaped.” 

“But Athos!” cried D’Artagnan, whose impatience was 
increased by the abandoned state in which the authorities 
left the matter—‘“‘ Athos! where is he ? ” 

“As I was anxious to repair the wrongs I had done the 
prisoner,”’ resumed the innkeeper, “‘ I took my way straight 
to the cellar, in order to set him at liberty. Ah, sir, he was 
no longer a man; he was a devil! To my offer of liberty he 
replied that it was nothing but a snare set for him, and that 
before he came out he intended to impose his own conditions. 
I told him very humbly—for I could not conceal from myself 
the scrape I had got into by laying hands on one of his 
Majesty’s musketeers—I told him I was ready to submit to 
his conditions. 

“*Tn the first place,’ said he, ‘I insist upon having my 
lackey handed over to me, fully armed.’ We hastened to 
obey this order, for you will please to understand, sir, we 
were disposed to do everything your friend could desire. M. 
Grimaud (he told us his name, he did, although he does not 
talk much)—M. Grimaud, then, was sent down to the cellar, 
wounded as he was; then his master, having received him, 
barricaded the door anew, and ordered us to remain in our 
shop.” 

‘Well, but where is he now?” cried D’Artagnan. 
“Where is Athos ? ” 

‘* In the cellar, sir.” : 

“What! you wretch! What! you have kept him in 
the cellar all this time ? ” 

“Merciful Heaven! No, sir! We keep him in the 
cellar! You do not know what he is up to in the cellar! 
Ah, if you could but persuade him to come out, sir, I should 
be grateful to you all my life; I should adore you as my 
patron saint!” 

“Then he 1s there ? I shall find him there ? ” 

“ Certainly you will, sir; he persists in remaining there. 
Every day we pass through the airhole some bread at the 
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end of a fork, and some meat when he asks for it; but, 
alas! it is not of bread and meat that he consumes the 
greatest quantity. I once endeavoured to go down with two 
of my servants, but he flew into a terrible rage. I heard the 
noise he made in loading his pistols, and his seryant in load- 
ing his musketoon. Then, when we asked them what were 
their intentions, the master replied that he had forty shots to 
fire, and that he and his lackey would fire them, to the last 
one before he would allow a single soul of us to set foot in 
the cellar. Upon this I went and complained to the gover- 
nor, who replied that I only had what I deserved, and that 
it would teach me to insult honourable gentlemen who took 
up their abode in my house.” 

‘So that from that time——”’ replied D’Artagnan, totally 
unable to refrain from laughing at the landlord’s pitiable face, 
“So that from that time, sir,’ continued the latter, “ we 
have led the most miserable life imaginable, For you must 
know, sir, that all our provisions are in the cellar; there is 
our wine in bottles, and our wine in the butt; beer, oil, gro- 
ceries, bacon, and large sausages ; and as we are prevented 
from going down there, we are forced to refuse food and 
drink to the travellers who come to the house, so that our 
hostelry is daily going to rack and ruin. If your friend 
remains another week in my cellar we shall be ruined.” 

“ And that will be justice, you rascal !- Could you not per- 
ceive by our appearance that we were people of quality, and 
not counterfeiters—say ?” 

‘Yes, sir, yes, you are right,” said the landlord. “ But, 
hark, hark! there he is in a passion again ! ” 

‘Somebody has disturbed him, no doubt,” said D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“But he must be disturbed,” cried the landlord. ‘‘ Here 
are two English gentlemen just arrived.” 

-. Well? 2 

“Well, the English like good wine, as you know, sir ; 
these have asked for my best. My wife, then, must have 
asked M. Athos to let her go into the cellar to satisiy these 
gentlemen, and he, as usual, must have refused. Ah, good 
heavens ! there is the hullabaloo louder than ever ! ” 

D’Artagnan, in fact, heard a great noise in the direction 
of the cellar. He rose, and preceded by the landlord, who 
was wringing his hands, and followed by Planchet with 
his musketoon all loaded, he approached the scene of action: 

The two gentlemen were exasperated. They had had a 
long ride, and were desperately hungry and thirsty. 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 273 


“ But this is a tyranny,” cried they, in very good French, 
though with a foreign accent, ‘‘ that this madman will not 
allow these good people access to their own wine! Come! 
we will break open the door, and if he is too far gone in his 
madness—well, we will kili him!” 

“ Softly, gentlemen!” said D’Artagnan, drawing his pis- 
tols from his belt ; “ you will kill no one, if you please !”’ 

“Good, good!” said Athos calmly, from the other side 
of the door. “ Just let them come in, these devourers of 
little children, and we shall see ! ” 

Brave as they appeared to be, the two English gentlemen 
looked at each other hesitatingly. One would have said 
that there was in that cellar one of those hungry ogres, the 
sigantic heroes of popular legends, into whose cavern nobody 
can force a way with impunity. 

There was a moment of silence ; but at length the two 
Englishmen felt ashamed to draw back, and the more quar- 
relsome one descended the five or six steps which led to 
the cellar, and gave the door a kick hard enough to split a 
wall. 

“ Planchet,” said D’ Artagnan, cocking his pistols, ‘‘ I will 
take charge of the one at the top ; you look to thse one below. 
— Now, gentlemen, if it’s battle you want, you shall have it.” 

“My God !”’ cried the hollow voice of Athos, ‘‘ I can hear 
D’Artagnan, I think.” 

“Yes,” cried D’Artagnan, raising his voice in his turn; 
‘I am here, my friend.” 

‘“ Ah, ah, then,” replied Athos, “‘ we will give it to these 
breakers-in of doors!” 

The gentlemen had drawn their swords, but they found 
themselves caught between two fires. They still hesitated 
an instant; but, as before, pride prevailed, and a second 
kick split the door from bottom to top. 

“Stand on one side, D’Artagnan, stand on one side!” 
cried Athos; “I am going to fire!” 

“‘Gentlemen,”’ exclaimed D’Artagnan, whose presence of 
mind never abandoned him—‘“ gentlemen, think of what you 
are about !—Patience, Athos !—You are running your heads 
into a very silly affair ; you will be riddled. My lackey and 
I will have three shots at you, and you will get as many 
from the cellar. We will then have our swords, with which, 
I can assure you, my friend and I play tolerably well. Let 
me manage your business and my own. You shall soon have 
something to drink; I give you my word.” 

“Tf there is anv left!’ grumbled Athos’s jeering voice. 
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The landlord felt a cold sweat creep down his back. 

“How ! if there is any left !’? murmured he. 

“What the devil ! there must be plenty left,” replied 
D’Artagnan ; “be satisfied of that. These two can never 
have drunk up the whole cellar.—Gentlemen, return your 
swords to their scabbards.”’ 

“We will, provided you replace your pistols in your belt.” 

se Willingly. i 

And D’Artagnan set the example. Then turning towards 
Planchet, he made him a sign to uncock his musketoon. 

The Englishmen, convinced, sheathed their swords grum- 
blingly. The history of Athos’s imprisonment was then 
related to them; and as they were really gentlemen, they 
pronounced the host in the wrong. 

“Now, gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, ‘‘go up to your 
room again; and in ten minutes, I will answer for it, you 
shall have all you desire.” 

The Englishmen bowed and went upstairs. 

“Now I am alone, my dear Athos,” said D’Artagnan; 

“open the door, I beg of you.’ 

“ Instantly,” said Athos. 

Then a great noise of the knocking down of fagots was 
heard, and of the groaning of beams; these were Athos’s 
counterscarps and bastions which the besieged himself was 
demolishing. 

An instant later the door moved, and the pale face of 
Athos appeared, who with a rapid glance took a survey of 
the situation. 

D’Artagnan fell on his neck and embraced him tenderly. 
He then endeavoured to draw him from that moist abode, 
but, to his surprise, perceived that Athos staggered. 

“ Why, you are wounded ?”’ said he. 

“Tt! Not at all I am dead drunk, that’s all, and never 
did a man do it better. Gracious heavens! my good host, 
I must at least have drunk for my part a hundred and fifty 
bottles.” 

“Mercy on us!” cried the landlord. ‘If the lackey has 
drunk only half as much as the master, I am a ruined man.” 

‘“ Grimaud is a well-bred lackey. He would never think 
of faring in the same way as his master. He only drank 
from the butt. Hark! I believe he forgot to turn the 
faucet in again. Do you hearit ? It is running now.” 

D’Artagnan burst into a loud laugh, which changed the 
landlord’s trembling into a burning fever. 

In the meantime, Grimaud appeared in his turn, behind 
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his master, with his musketoon on his shoulder, and his head 
shaking like one of those drunken satyrs in Rubens’s pic- 
tures. He was bedewed before and behind with a thick 
iquid which the host recognized as his best olive oil. 

The party crossed the public room, and proceeded to take 
possession of the best apartment in the house, which D’Ar- 
tagnan seized arbitrarily. 

In the meantime the landlord and his wife hurried down 
with lamps into the cellar, which had so long been forbidden 
them, and where a frightful spectacle awaited them. 

Beyond the fortifications, through which Athos had made 
a breach in order to get out, and which were composed of 
fagots, planks, and empty casks, heaped up according to all 
the rules of the strategic art, they found, swimming in 
puddles of oil and wine, the bones and fragments of all the 
hams they had eaten ; while a heap of broken bottles filled 
the whole left-hand corner of the cellar, and a keg, the cock 
of which was left running, was losing through the opening 
the last drops of its blood. ‘ The image of devastation and 
death,’ as the ancient poet says, ‘ reigned as over a field 
of battle.” 

Of fifty large sausages, that had been suspended from the 
joists, scarcely ten remained. 

Then the lamentations of the landlord and landlady 
pierced the vault of the cellar. D’Artagnan himself was 
moved by them. Athos did not even turn his head. 

But rage succeeded grief. The landlord armed himself 
with a spit, and in his despair rushed into the chamber 
occupied by the two friends. 

‘ Wine ! ” said Athos on perceiving the host. 

“Wine!” cried the stupefied landlord, “wine! Why, 
you have drunk more than a hundred pistoles’ worth! I 
am a ruined man—lost ! destroyed!” 

‘ Bah !’’ said Athos. ‘‘ Why, we always stopped thirsty.” 

‘If you had been contented with drinking, why, well and 
good ; but you have broken all the bottles.” 

“You pushed me upon a heap which rolled down. That 
was your fault.” 

‘ All my oil is lost!” 

“ Oil is a sovereign balm for wounds, and my poor Grimaud 
here was obliged to dress those you had inflicted on him.” 

“ All my sausages gnawed ! ” 

“There is an enormous number of rats in that cellar.” 

L “You shall pay me for all this,” cried the exasperated 
ost. 


276 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


‘You triple ass!’ said Athos, rising ; but he sank down 
again immediately. He had tried his strength to the ut- 
most. D’Artagnan came to his relief, with his whip raised 
in the air, 

The landlord drew back and burst into tears. 

“This will teach you,” said D’Artagnan, “ to treat more 
courteously the guests God sends you.” 

‘God! Say rather the devil!” 

‘My dear friend,” said D’Artagnan, ‘if you keep stunning 
us in this manner, we will all four go and shut ourselves 
up in your cellar, and see if the mischief be as great as you 
say.” 

“O gentlemen, gentlemen,” said the landlord, “TI have 
been wrong, I confess it ; but there is pardon for every sin ! 
You are noblemen, and I am a poor innkeeper; you will 
have pity on me.” 

‘ Ah, if you speak in that way,” said Athos, “ you will 
break my heart, and the tears will flow from my eyes as the 
wine flowed from your casks, We are not such devils as we 
appear to be. Come here, and let us talk the matter over.” 

The landlord approached hesitatingly. 

‘ Come here, I say, and don’t be afraid,’ continued Athos. 
“ At the moment when I was about to pay you, I had laid 
my purse on your table.” 

“Yes, monseigneur.”’ 

“That purse contained sixty pistoles. Where is it ? ” 

“Deposited in the justice’s office. They said it was 
counterfeit money.” , 

“Very well; get me my purse back, and keep the sixty 
pistoles.” 

‘But monseigneur knows very well that justice never lets 
go what it once lays hold of. If it were counterfeit money, 
there might be some hopes ; but unfortunately they are 
good pieces.” 

‘ Manage the matter as well as you can, my good man. 
It does not concern me, the more so as I have not a livre 
left.” 

“Come,” said D’Artagnan, ‘“ where is Athos’s former 
horse ? ” 

‘ In the stable.” 

“ How much is it worth ?” 

“ Fifty pistoles at most.” 

“Tt’s worth eighty. Take it, and let that end thy 
matter,” 

“What!” cried Athos, “are you selling my horse 
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selling my Bajazet ? And pray, on what shall I make my 
campaign ? On Grimaud ? ” 

‘I have brought you another,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘“ Another ?” 

‘ And a magnificent one too ! ” cried the landlord. 

“ Well, since there is another finer and younger, why, you 
nay take the old one, and let us have some wine.” 

‘What kind ?”’ asked the landlord, quite cheerful again. 

“Some of that at the bottom, near the laths. There are 
swenty-five bottles of it left; all the rest were broken by 
ny fall. Bring up six of them.” 

“Why, this man is a tun!” said the host aside. “If he 
will only remain here a fortnight, and pay for what he 
irinks, my affairs will soon be right again.” 

‘ And don’t forget,” said D’Artagnan, “to bring up four 
ottles of the same sort for the two English gentlemen.” 

‘And now, D’Artagnan,”’ said Athos, ‘“ while they are 
ringing up the wine, tell me what has become of the others 
—come ! ” 

D’Artagnan related how he had found Porthos in bed with 
4 sprained knee, and Aramis at a table between two theo- 
ogians. As he finished, the landlord entered with the wine 
ind a ham, which, fortunately for him, had been left out of 
he cellar. 

‘ Good ! ” said Athos, filling his glass and D’Artagnan’s. 
‘ Here’s to Porthos and Aramis! But, my friend, what is 
he matter with you, and what has happened to you per- 
onally ? You don’t look happy.” 

“Alas!” said D’Artagnan, “it is because I am the most 
infortunate of all.” 

“You unfortunate!” said Athos. ‘‘Come! how the 
levil can you be unfortunate ? Tell me that.” 

“ Presently,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Presently ! And why presently ? Because you think I 
im drunk, D’Artagnan ? Ape this in mind: my ideas are 
lever so clear as when I have had plenty of wine. Speak, 
hen ; I am all ears.”’ 

D’Artagnan related his adventure with Madame Bonatieux. 
\thos listened to him without moving a muscle, and when he 
ad finished, — 

“Trifles all that,” said Athos — “nothing but trifles!”’ 
That was Athos’s favourite expression. 

“You always say trifles, my dear Athos,” said D’Artagnan, 
‘and that comes very ill from you, who have never been in 
Ove.” 
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Athos’s dull eye flashed suddenly, but it was only a flash; 
it became dull and vacant as before. 

“True,” said he quietly, “‘ I have never been in love.” 

“ Acknowledge, then, you stony-hearted man,” said D’ Ar- 
tagnan, ‘“‘ that you have no right to be so hard on us whose 
hearts are tender.” 

“Tender hearts ! wounded hearts!” said Athos. 

“ What do you say ?” 

“T say that love is a lottery, in which he who wins wins 
death! You are very fortunate to have lost, believe me, 
my dear D’Artagnan. And if I may be allowed to advise 
you, always lose.” 

‘ Oh, but she seemed to love me so! ” 

‘ She seemed, did she ? ” 

“* Oh, she did love me.”’ 

“You boy! Why, not a man lives who has not believed 
as you do that his mistress loved him, and no man lives 
who has not been deceived by his mistress.”’ 

“Except you, Athos, who never had one.” 

“True,”’ said Athos, after a moment’s silence—‘“‘ true, I 
never had one! Let us drink!” j 

“ But then, philosopher that you are,” said D’Artagnan, 
“instruct me, support me. I need to know and to be 
consoled.” 

“Consoled ! for what ?” 

“ For my misfortune.” 

“Your misfortune is laughable,” said Athos, shrugging his 
shoulders. ‘‘I should like to know what you would say if 
I were to relate to you a real tale of love.” 

“Which concerns you ?” 

‘Or one of my friends. What difference does it make ?” 

‘“ Tell it, Athos, tell it.” 

‘“ Let us drink! That will be better.” 

“Drink while you tell it ! ” 

‘Not a bad idea!” said Athos, emptying and filling his 
glass ; “the two things go marvellously well together.” 

‘I am all attention,” said D’Artagnan. | 

Athos collected himself, and in proportion as he did so, 
D’Artagnan saw that he became paler. He was at that 
period of intoxication in which vulgar drinkers fall on the 
floor and go to sleep. But he dreamed aloud, without sleep- 
ing. This somnambulism of drunkenness had something 
frightful about it. 

“ You absolutely wish it ?”’ asked he. 

‘I beg you to do it,”’ said D’Artagnan. 
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‘Be it, then, as you desire. A friend of mine—please to 
ybserve, a friend of mine, not myself,” said Athos, inter- 
upting himself with a gloomy smile—‘“‘ one of the counts of 
ny province (that is to say, of Berry), noble as a Dandolo 
x a Montmorency, when he was twenty-five years old fell 
n love with a girl of sixteen, beautiful as an angel. Through 
he ingenuousness of her age beamed an ardent mind—not 
, woman’s mind, but a poet’s. She did not please; she in- 
oxicated. She lived in a small town with her brother, who 
vas a vicar. Both had recently come into the country. 
Nobody knew where they came from ; but on seeing her so 
ovely and her brother so pious, nobody thought of asking 
where they came from. They were said, however, to be of 
rood extraction. My friend, who was lord of the country, 
night have seduced her; or he might have seized her for- 
1bly, at his will, for he was master. Who would have come 
o the assistance of two strangers, two unknown persons ? 
Jnfortunately, he was an honourable man; he married her. 
Che fool! the ass! the idiot!” 

‘ How so, if he loved her ? ”’ asked D’Artagnan. 

“Wait!” said Athos. ‘ He took her to his château, and 
nade her the first lady in the province ; and, in justice, it 
nust be allowed she supported her rank becomingly.”’ 

‘ Well ? ”” asked D’ Artagnan. 

‘© Well, one day when she was hunting with her husband,” 
continued Athos, in a low voice, and speaking very quickly, 
“she fell from her horse and fainted. The count flew to her 
elp ; and as she appeared to be oppressed by her clothes, he 
ipped them open with his poniard, and in so doing laid bare 
er Shoulder. Guess, D’Artagnan,’’ said Athos, with a loud 
urst of laughter—‘“‘ guess what she had on her shoulder.”’ 

“How can I tell ? ”’ said D’ Artagnan. 

“A fleur-de-lis ! ”’ said Athos. ‘She was branded!” 

And Athos emptied at a single draught the glass he held 
n his hand. 

“ Horrors,” cried D’Artagnan. ‘ What are you telling 
he? 

“The truth. My friend, the angel was a demon. The 
oor young girl had been a thief.” 

“And what did the count do ? ” 

“The count was a great noble. He had on his estates the 
ight of life and death. He tore the countess’s dress to 
ieces, tied her hands behind her, and hanged her on a 
roe 1?’ 

“Heavens! Athos, a murder!’’ cried D’Artagnan, 
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‘Yes, a murder—nothing else,’’ said Athos, pale as death 
“But methinks I am left without wine!” And he seized by 
the neck the last bottle that remained, put it to his mouth 
and emptied it at a single draught, as he would have emptied 
an ordinary glass. 

Then he let his head fall on his two hands, while D’ Artag: 
nan sat facing him, overwhelmed with dismay. 

“That has cured me of beautiful, poetical, and loving 
women,” said Athos, getting to his feet, and neglecting tc 
pursue the apologue of the count. ‘God grant you a: 
much! Let us drink!” 

“Then she is dead ?”” stammered D’Artagnan. 

“‘Zounds!’’ said Athos. ‘But hold out your glass 
Some ham, my man!” cried Athos; ‘we can drink nc 
longer ! ” 

“ And her brother ? ” asked D’Artagnan timidly. 

“Her brother ? ”” replied Athos. 

‘Yes, the priest.” 

‘Oh, I inquired after him for the purpose of hanging hin 
likewise; but he was beforehand with me—he had quittec 
the curacy instantly.” 

“Was it ever known who this miserable fellow was ?”’ 

‘He was doubtless the fair lady’s first lover and accom 
plice—a worthy man, who had pretended to be a curate fo 
the purpose of getting his mistress married and securing he 
a position. He has been quartered before this time, I hope.’ 

“My God! my God!” cried D’Artagnan, quite stunnec 
by the relation of this horrible adventure. 

“Pray eat some of this ham, D’Artagnan ; it is exquisite,’ 
said Athos, cutting a slice, which he placed on the youn; 
man’s plate. ‘‘ What a pity it is there are only four lik 
this in the cellar! I could have drunk fifty bottles more. 

D’Artagnan could no longer endure this conversation 
which would have driven him crazy. He let his head fal 
on his hands and pretended to go to sleep. 

“ Young men no longer know how to drink,” said Athos 
looking at him pityingly, ‘‘ and yet this is one of the bes 
of them, too!” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


THE RETURN. 


D’ARTAGNAN was astounded by the terrible story Athos hai 
confided to him, and yet many things still appeared obscur 
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o him in this partial revelation. In the first place, it had 
een made by a man decidedly drunk to one who was half 
runk ; and yet, in spite of the uncertainty which the fumes 
f three or four bottles of a at carry with them to the 
rain, D’Artagnan, on awaking the following morning, found 
very word of Athos as vividly written on his brain as if, 
vhen they had fallen from his mouth, they had, in fact, 
een imprinted on his mind. All this doubt only gave rise 
o a more lively desire of arriving at a certainty, and he 
vent into his friend’s chamber with a fixed determination of 
enewing the conversation of the preceding evening; but 
e found Athos quite himself again—that is to say, the most 
hrewd and impenetrable of men. Besides, the musketeer, 
fter having exchanged a hearty shake of the hand with him, 
roached the matter first. 

“T was pretty drunk yesterday, my dear D’Artagnan,” 
aid he. “I can tell that by my tongue, which was still 
ery thick this morning, and by my pulse, which was still 
ery tremulous. I would lay a wager I uttered a thousand 
bsurdities.”? 

And while saying this he looked at his friend with an 
arnestness that embarrassed him. 

‘“ No,” replied D’Artagnan ; “if I recollect well what you 
aid, it was nothing out of the common.” 

“Indeed, you surprise me. I thought I had related a 
10st lamentable story to you.” 

And he looked at the young man as if he would like to 
ead to the very depths of his heart. 

“?Pon my word,” said D’Artagnan, “it appears that I 
as drunker than you, since I remember nothing of the 
ind.” 

But this did not satisfy Athos, who went on,— 

“ You cannot have failed to remark, my dear friend, that 
very one has his own kind of drunkenness, sad or gay. My 
runkenness is always sad, and when I am thoroughly in- 
oxicated my mania is to relate all the dismal stories with 
rhich my foolish nurse filled my brain. That is my failing 
a great failing, I admit; but, with that exception, I am à 
ound drinker.” 

Athos said this so naturally that D’Artagnan was shaken 
1 his conviction. 

‘ Oh, that was it, then,” replied the young man, trying to 
et at the truth—“‘ that was it, then. I remember, as we re- 
ember a dream ; we were speaking of hanging people.” 

“Ah! you see how it is,” said Athos, turning pale, but 


282 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


yet attempting to laugh. ‘I was sure it was so. The hang: 
ing of people is my nightmare.” 

‘Yes, yes,” replied D’Artagnan ; ‘‘I remember now. Yes, 
it was about—stop a minute—yes, it was about a woman.” 

“ That’s it,” replied Athos, becoming almost livid ; “ that 
is my great story of the fair Re And when I relate that, 
I must be drunk indeed.” 

“Yes, that was it,” said D'Artagnan—" the story: of a 
lady, tall, fair, and beautiful, with blue eyes.’ 

MANES) who was hanged.” 

“ By her husband, who was a nobleman of your acquaint- 
ance,” continued D’Artagnan, looking intently at Athos. 

“ Well, you see how a man may compromise himself when 
he does not know what he says,” replied Athos, shrugging 
his shoulders as if he thought himself an object of pity. 
“T certainly never will get drunk again, D’Artagnan ; it is 
too bad a habit.” 

D’Artagnan remained silent. 

Then Athos, changing the conversation all at once,— 

“ By-the- -bye, I thank you for the horse you have brought 
me,” said he. 

“ Does it suit you ? ” asked D’Artagnan. 

“Yes ; but it is not a horse for hard work.” 

“You are mistaken. I have ridden him ten leagues in 
less than an hour and a half, and he appeared no more 
distressed than if he had only made the tour of the Place 
St. Sulpice.” 

“Ah, ha! you begin to awaken my regret.” 

MCE 

“Yes ; I have parted with him.” 

oe How ? LE 

“Why, here is a simple fact. This morning I awoke at 
six o’clock. You were still fast asleep, and I did not know 
what to do with myself. I was still stupid from our yester- 
day’s revel. As I came into the public room I saw one of our 
Englishmen bargaining with a dealer for a horse, his own 
having died yesterday from blind staggers. I drew near, 
and found he was bidding a hundred pistoles for a chestnut 
nag. 

“ * Zounds !’ said I, ‘my good gentleman, I have a horse 
to sell too.’ 

a AY, and a very fine one! I saw him yesterday; your 
friend’s lackey was leading him.’ 

‘Do you think he is worth a hundred pistoles ? ? 

“* Yes. Will you sell him to me for that sum a J 
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{No ; but I will gamble with you for him.’ 

““* You will gamble with me for him ?’ 

oe Yes.’ 

‘€ What with ? ? 

Dicer 

‘ No sooner said than done, and I lost the horse. Ah, ah! 
ut please to observe I won back the trappings,” cried Athos. 

D’Artagnan looked much disconcerted. 

‘“ This vexes you ?”’ said Athos. 

“Well, I must confess it does,” replied D’Artagnan. 
‘That horse was to have assisted in making us known in 
he day of battle. It was a pledge—a remembrance. 
Athos, you have done wrong.” 

“But, my dear friend, put yourself in my place,” replied 
he musketeer. “I was bored to death; and then, upon 
ny honour, I don’t like English horses. If it is only a ques- 
ion of being recognized by some one, why, the saddle will 
uffice for that ; it is quite remarkable enough. As to the 
lorse, we can easily find some excuse for its disappearance. 
What the devil! a horse is mortal. Let us play mine had 
he glanders or the farcy.”’ 

D’Artagnan remained gloomy. 

‘ It vexes me greatly,’ continued Athos, “ that you attack 
o much importance to these animals, for Iam not yet at the 
nd of my story.” 

‘What else have you done ? ” 

“ After losing my own horse, nine against ten—see how 
lear !—the notion occurred to me of staking yours.” 

“Yes ; but you stopped at the notion, I hope ? ” 

“No ; for I put it in execution that very minute.” 

“That’s too much ! ” said D’Artagnan, in great anxiety. 

‘I threw, and I lost.” 

“What! my horse ? ” 

“Your horse—seven against eight. One point short—you 
now the proverb.” 

“ Athos, you are not in your right senses—I swear you are 
Lot.” 

‘ My dear lad, you ought to have told me that yesterday, 
yhen I was telling you silly stories, and not this morning. 
lost him, then, with all his appointments and harnesses.” 

“ Really this is frightful!” 

“Stop a minute ; you don’t know all yet. I should make 
n excellent gambler if I were not too obstinate. But I get 
bstinate, , just as when I drink. Well, I got obstinate, 
hen—— 


LE 


Io 
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‘ Well, but what else could you play for? You had noth- 
bayer Mena 

‘Oh yes, yes, my friend ; there was still that diamond 
left which sparkles on your finger, and which I had observed 
yesterday.” 

“This diamond!” said D’Artagnan, placing his hand 
eagerly on his ring. 

“And as I am a connoisseur in such things, having had a 
few of my own once, I estimated it at a thousand pistoles.”’ 

“TI hope,” said D’Artagnan seriously, half dead with 
fright, ““ you made no mention of my diamond.” 

‘ On the contrary, my dear friend, your diamond became 
our only resource. With it I might regain our horses and 
their outfit, and, still further, money to pay our expenses 
on the road.” 

“ Athos, you make me tremble!” cried D’Artagnan. 

‘I mentioned your diamond, then, to my adversary, who 
had likewise noticed it. What the devil! do you think you 
can wear a star from heaven on your finger and nobody 
observe it ? Impossible !” 

“Oh, go on, go on!” said D’Artagnan, “for, on my 
honour, you will kill me with your coolness !”’ 

“ So we divided your diamond into ten parts, of a hundred 
pistoles each.” 

“You are laughing at me, and want to try me!” said 
D’Artagnan, whom anger began to take by the hair, as 
Minerva takes Achilles in the “ Iliad.” 

“No, I am not joking. ’Sdeath! I should like to have 
seen you in my place! I had been a fortnight without 
seeing a human face, and had been left to grow besotted in 
the company of bottles.”’ 

“That was no reason for staking my diamond!” replied 
D’Artagnan, doubling his fist with a nervous spasm. 

‘“ But hear the end. Ten throws of a hundred pistoles 
each—ten throws, without revenge; in thirteen throws I 
lost all—in thirteen throws. The number thirteen was 
always fatal to me. It was on the 13th of July that 4 

‘ Great heavens!” cried D’Artagnan, rising from the 
table, that day’s story making him forget that of the pre- 
ceding one. 

‘ Patience ! ”” said Athos; ‘I had à plan. The English- 
man was an original character. I had seen him convers- 
ing that morning with Grimaud, and Grimaud had told me 
that he made him proposals to enter his service. I staked 
Grimaud—the silent Grimaud—divided into ten portions.” 
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‘Well, what next ?”’ said D’Artagnan, laughing in spite 
of himself. 

“ Grimaud himself, understand; and with the ten parts 
of Grimaud, who is not worth a ducatoon, I won back the 
diamond. Tell me, now, whether you don’t think persist- 
ence is a virtue.” 

‘‘’Pon my word, but this is a droll story!” cried D’Artag- 
nan, a little consoled, and holding his sides with laughter. 

“You may easily guess that, finding the luck turned, I 
again staked the diamond at once.” 

“ The devil ! ”’ said D’Artagnan, growing sober again. 

‘I won back your trappings, then your horse, then my 
trappings, then my horse, and then I lost again. In short, 
I regained your trappings and then mine. That’s where 
we left off. That was a superb throw, so I left off there.” 

D’Artagnan breathed as if the whole hostelry had been 
removed from his breast. 

‘ Then I understand,” said he timidly, “‘the diamond is 
safe ?”’ 

“Intact, my dear friend—plus the trappings of your 
Bucephalus and mine.” 

“But what shall we do without horses ? ” 

“T have an idea concerning them.” 

“ Athos, you keep me in a fever.” 

“Listen to me. You have not played for a long time, 
D’Artagnan.”’ 

‘ Neither have I any inclination to play.” 

“Swear to nothing. You have not played for a long 
time, I said. You ought, then, to have good luck.” 

|“ Well, what then ?” 

“Well, the Englishman and his companion are still here. 
I remarked that he regretted the trappings very much. You 
appear to think much of your horse. In your place, now, 
I would stake the harness against the horse.” 

‘ But he will not be satisfied with one equipment.” 

“Stake both, by Jove! Iam not selfish if you are.” 

*“You would do so ?”’ said D’Artagnan, undecided, so 
strongly did the confidence of Athos begin to overcome him 
unconsciously. 

‘On my honour, in one single throw.” 

‘“ But having lost the horses, I am particularly anxious to 
preserve the trappings.” 

“Stake your diamond, then ! ” 

“No, thank you. That’s quite another thing, Never! 
Hever. | 
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“The devil ! ” said Athos. ‘I would propose to you to 
stake Planchet; but as that has already been done, the 
Englishman would not, perhaps, be willing.” 

“Decidedly, my dear Athos, I prefer not to risk anything.” 

“That’s a pity,” said Athos coolly. ‘ The Englishman is 
overflowing with pistoles. Good Lord! try onethrow. One 
throw is soon thrown!” 

‘ And if I lose ? ” 

“You will win.” 

BUT lose??? 

“Well, you will surrender the trappings.” 

“ Well, one throw it is,” said D’Artagnan. 

Athos went in search of the Englishman, and found him 
in the stable, examining the trappings with a greedy eye. 
The opportunity was good. He proposed the conditions— 
the two trappings against one horse or a hundred pistoles, 
to choose. The Englishman quickly calculated. The two 
trappings were worth three hundred pistoles by themselves. 
He consented. 

D’Artagnan threw the dice with a trembling hand, and 
turned up the number three. His paleness terrified Athos, 
who, however, contented himself with saying,— 

“That's a sorry throw, comrade. You will have the horses 
fully equipped, sir.” 

The Englishman, quite triumphant, did not even give 
himself the trouble to shake the dice ; he threw them on the 
table without looking at them, so sure was he of victory. 
D’Artagnan had turned away to conceal his vexation. 

“There! there ! there ! ”” said Athos, in his tranquil voice ; 
“that throw of the dice is extraordinary. I have seen it 
only four times in my life. Two aces, gentlemen!” 

The Englishman looked, and was filled with astonishment. 
D’Artagnan looked, and was filled with pleasure. 

“Yes,” continued Athos, “four times only: once at M. 
Créquy’s ; another time at my own house in the country, in 
my chateau at , when I had a chateau ; a third time at 
M. de Tréville’s, where it surprised us all; and the fourth 
time at a tavern, where it fell to my lot, and where I lost a 
hundred louis and a supper on it.” 

“ Then the gentleman takes his horse back again,” said the 
Englishman. 

“ Certainly,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Then there is no revenge ? ” 

‘ Our conditions said no revenge, you will please to recol- 
lect.” 
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‘That is true. The horse shall be restored to your lackey, 
slop 
‘ A moment ! ” said Athos. ‘“ With your permission, sir, 
[ wish to speak a word with my friend.” 

“Tf you please.” 

Athos drew D’Artagnan on one side. 

“Well, tempter, what more do you want of me ?” said 
D’Artagnan. ‘You want me to throw again, do you not ? ” 

“ No ; I wish you to reflect.” 

“ On what ?” 

** You mean to take your horse, do you not ? ” 

$6 Without doubt, I do.” 

** You are wrong, then. I would take the hundred pistoles. 
You know you have staked the trappings against the horse 
or a hundred pistoles, at your choice.” 

“ce Yes.’’ 

‘I would take the hundred pistoles.” 

“ And I take the horse.” 

“In which, I repeat, you are wrong. What is the use of 
one horse for us two? I could not get up behind. We 
should look like the two sons of Aymon, who lost their 
brothers. You would not want to humiliate me by riding 
oy my side, prancing along upon that magnificent charger. 
For my part, I should not hesitate a moment, but take 
the hundred pistoles. We want money to carry us back 
to Paris.” 

I am much attached to that horse, Athos.”’ 

“ And there again you are wrong. A horse gets a sprain; 
a horse stumbles and breaks his knees ; a horse eats out of a 
manger in which a glandered horse has eaten. There is a 
aorse or rather a hundred pistoles lost. A master must 
eed his horse ; while, on the contrary, the hundred pistoles 
‘eed their master.” 

‘ But how shail we get back to Paris ? ” 

‘“ Upon our lackeys’ horses, by Jove! Everybody will see 
by our looks that we are people of condition.” 

‘ Very pretty figures we shall cut upon ponies, while Aramis 
und Porthos will be caracoling upon their war steeds !”’ 

“ Aramis and Porthos!”’ cried Athos, and he began to 
augh. 

‘ What is it ?”? asked D’Artagnan, who did not at all 
omprehend his friend’s hilarity. 

‘ It's all right. Come on!” said Athos. 

** Your advice, then, is 

‘To take the hundred pistoles, D’Artagnan. With the 
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hundred pistoles we can live well to the end of the month. 
We have undergone a great deal of fatigue, remember, and 
a little rest will do us no harm.” 

“T rest ? Oh no, Athos. The moment I am in Paris I 
shall set about looking for that poor woman.” 

“Well, you may be assured that your horse will not be 
half so serviceable to you for that purpose as good louis 
d'or. Take the hundred pistoles, my friend, take the hun- 
dred pistoles ! ” 

D’Artagnan only required one reason to be satisfied. This 
last reason appeared convincing. Besides, he feared that by 
resisting longer he should appear selfish in the eyes of Athos. 
He acquiesced, then, and chose the hundred pistoles, which 
the Englishman immediately paid down. 

Their only anxiety now was todepart. Peace signed with 
the landlord cost six pistoles in addition to Athos’s old 
horse. D’Artagnan and Athos took the nags of Planchet 
and Grimaud, and the two lackeys started on foot, carrying 
the saddles on their heads. 

Badly as our two friends were mounted, they soon got far 
in advance of their servants, and arrived at Crévecœur. 
From a distance they perceived Aramis, seated in a melan- 
choly manner at his window, looking out, like Sister Anne, 
at the dust in the horizon. 

“Hello, ha, Aramis! what the devil are you doing 
there ? ” cried the two friends. 

‘ Ah, it is you, D’Artagnan, and you, Athos,” said the 
young man. “I was reflecting upon the rapidity with which 
the blessings of this world leave us; and my English horse, 
which has just disappeared amid a cloud of dust, has fur- 
nished me with a living image of the fragility of the things 
of the earth. Life itself may be resolved into three words: 
Erit, est, fuit.” 

“ Which means 
pect the truth. 

“Which means that I have just been duped. Sixty louis 
for a horse which, by his gait, can trot at least five leagues 
an hour.” 

D’Artagnan and Athos burst into a loud laugh. 

“My dear D’Artagnan,” said Aramis, “ don’t be too angry 
with me, I beg of you; necessity has no law. Besides, I am 
the person punished, as that rascally horse-dealer has robbed 
me of fifty pistoles at least. Ah, you fellows are good man- 
agers! You ride on your lackeys’ horses, and have your own 
gallant steeds led along carefully by hand, in short stages.” 


” said D’Artagnan, who began to sus- 
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At the same instant a market cart, which some minutes 
before had appeared upon the Amiens road, pulled up at the 
inn, and Planchet and Grimaud got out of it with the saddles 
on their heads. The cart was returning to Paris empty, 
and the two lackeys had agreed as the condition of their 
transportation to keep the driver in liquor the whole way. 

“What's this ?’’ said Aramis, on seeing what was going 
on. ‘‘ Nothing but the saddles ? ?’ 

“ Now, do you understand ? ” said Athos. 

“My friends, that is exactly my case. I retained my 
trappings instinctively.—Hello, Bazin! Bring my new har- 
ness, and carry it with those of these gentlemen,”’ 

“And what have you done with your curates ?”’ asked 
D'Artagnan. 

“Why, I invited them to a dinner the next day,” replied 
Aramis. ‘“ They have some capital wine here, by the way. 
I made them drunk ; then the vicar forbade me to quit my 
uniform, and the Jesuit entreated me to get him made a 
musketeer.’’ 

“Without a thesis!” cried D’Artagnan, ‘without a 
thesis! For my part, I request the thesis may be sup- 
pressed.” 

“From that time,” continued Aramis, ‘ I have lived very 
agreeably, I have begun a poem in verses of one syllable. 
That is rather difficult, but merit in all things consists in 
the difficulty. The matter is high-flown, I will read the 
first canto to you. It has four hundred verses, and lasts a 
minute.” 

_ “?*Pon my word, my dear Aramis,” said D’Artagnan, who 
detested verses almost as much as he did Latin, ‘‘add to 
the merit of difficulty that of brevity, and you are sure your 
poem will at least have two merits.” 

“Then,” continued Aramis, ‘‘it breathes irreproachable 
passion, as you will see. And so, my friends, we are re- 
turning, then, to Paris? Bravo! I am ready. We are 
going, then, to rejoin our good Porthos! So much the 
better. You don’t believe that he will fail me, the great 
simpleton! He would not sell his horse—not for a kingdom ! 
I think I can see him now, mounted upon his animal and 
seated in his saddle. He will look like the Great Mogul ! ” 

They made a halt for an hour to refresh their horses. 
Aramis discharged his bill, placed Bazin in the cart with his 
comrades, and then set forward to join Porthos. 

They found him up, not so pale as when D’Artagnan left 
him, and seated at a table, on which, though he was alone, 
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was spread dinner enough for four persons. This dinner 
rah of meats nicely dressed, choice wines, and superb 
uit. 

“Ah, by Jove!” said he, rising, ‘‘ you came in the nick 
of time. Gentlemen, I was just at the soup, and you will 
dine with me.” 

“Oh, ho!” said D’Artagnan, “ these bottles are not the 
fruits of Mousqueton’s lasso! Besides, here is a larded veal 
and a fillet of beef.” 

“T am getting back my strength,” said Porthos; “I 
am recruiting myself. Nothing weakens a man more than 
these cursed sprains. Did you ever suffer from a sprain, 
Athos ?” 

“Never! Only I remember that in our affair of the Rue 
Férou I received a sword-wound, which at the end of fifteen 
or eighteen days produced exactly the same effect.”’ 

“But this dinner was not-intended for you alone, my 
dear Porthos ? ” said Aramis. 

‘“ No,” said Porthos; ‘‘ I expected some gentlemen of the 
neighbourhood, who have just sent me word they could not 
come. You will take their places, and I shall not lose by 
the exchange.—Hello, Mousqueton! Chairs, and order the 
number of bottles to be doubled.” 

“Do you know what we are eating here ?”’ said Athos 
at the expiration of about ten minutes. 

“ Zounds !”’ replied D’ Artagnan, “‘ for my part, Iam eating 
larded veal with cardoons and marrow.” 

“And I some lamb fillets,” said Porthos. 

‘ And I a breast of fowl,”’ said Aramis. 

“You are all mistaken, gentlemen,” answered Athos, with 
a serious countenance ; ‘‘ you are all eating horse.” 

“Eating what ? ” said D’Artagnan. 

“Horse !’’ said Aramis, with a look of disgust. 

Porthos alone made no reply. 

** Yes, real horse.— Are we not, Porthos, eating horse, 
and perhaps his trappings ? ” 

“No, no, gentlemen; I have kept the trappings, 
Porthos. 

“Pon my word!” said Aramis, “ we are all alike. One 
would think we tipped one another the wink.” 

‘What could I do ?” said Porthos. ‘‘ This horse made 
my visitors ashamed of theirs, and I didn’t like to humiliate 
them.” 

‘“ So your duchess is still taking the waters, is she ?”’ asked 
D’Artagnan. 
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‘ Yes, still,” replied Porthos. ‘ And the governor of the 
province, one of the gentlemen I expected to-day, seemed to 
have such a desire for it that I gave it to him.” 

‘ Gave it? ” cried D’Artagnan. 

“Lord! yes, gave it to him. You can’t call it anything 
but a gift,” said Porthos, ‘ for the animal was worth at least 
a hundred and fifty louis, and the stingy fellow would only 
give me eighty ! ” 

‘“ Without the saddle ?” said Aramis. 

** Yes, without the saddle.” 

“Vou will please to observe, gentlemen,” said Athos, 
‘that Porthos has made the best bargain of any of us.” 

And then there was a roar of laughter, much to poor 
Porthos’s astonishment. But when he was informed of the 
cause of their hilarity, he took part in it, as usual, boister- 
ously. 

OME any rate, we are all in cash, aren’t we ?” said D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“Well, for my part,” said Athos, “I found Aramis’s 
Spanish wine so good that I sent on a hamper of sixty 
bottles of it with the lackeys. That has weakened my 
purse not a little.” 

“ And I,” said Aramis—‘“ you can imagine that I had given 
almost my last sou to the church of Montdidier and the 
Jesuits of Amiens; that I, moreover, had formed engage- 
ments which I had to keep. I ordered masses for myself, 
and for you, gentlemen, which will be said, gentlemen, and 
for which I have not the least doubt we will be very much 
the better.” 

“ And I,” said Porthos—“‘ do you think my sprain cost me 
nothing, without reckoning Mousqueton’s wound, on account 
of which the surgeon was obliged to come twice a day, and 
who charged me double on the pretext that this stupid 
Mousqueton had allowed himself to be wounded in a part 
which people generally show only to apothecaries. So I 
advised him to try never to get wounded there any more.” 

“ Ay, ay ! ” said Athos, exchanging a smile with D’Artag- 
nan and Aramis, “it is very clear you acted nobly with 
regard to the poor lad ; that is like a good master.” 

“Tn short,” said Porthos, “‘ when all my expenses are paid, 
I shall have, at most, thirty crowns left.” 

‘And I about ten pistoles,” said Aramis. 

“Well, then, D’Artagnan, it appears that you and I are 
the Croesuses of the society. How much have you left of 
your hundred pistoles ?”’ 
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“Of my hundred pistoles ? Why, in the first place, I gave 
you fifty.” 

= VOw Gidy aa 

*“Zounds ! yes.” 

‘ Ah yes, so you did ; I recollect now.” 

“Then I paid the landlord six.” 

“ What a beast that landlord was! Why did you give him 
six pistoles ? ” 

“Why, you told me to give them to him yourself ! ” 

“Ah, so I did; but I am too good-natured. In short, 
how much have you left ?” 

“Twenty-five pistoles,” said D’Artagnan. 

“ And I,” said Athos, taking some small change from his 
pocket, “ I 

“You? Why, nothing!” 

“°Pon my word! so little that it is not worth reckoning in 
with the general stock. Now, then, let us calculate how 
much we possess in all. Porthos ? ” 

“ Thirty crowns.” 

“ Aramis ?”’ 

“ Ten pistoles.”’ 

“And you, D’Artagnan ? ” 

“ Twenty-five.” 

“That makes in all ” said Athos. 

‘“ Four hundred and seventy-five livres!” said D’Artag- 
nan, who reckoned like Archimedes. 

‘ Then on our arrival in Paris we shall still have four hun- 
dred, besides the trappings,” said Porthos. 

‘ But our troop horses ?”’ said Aramis. 

‘Well, we will take two of the four lackeys’ horses for the 
masters, and we will draw lots for them. The four hundred 
livres will be sufficient to furnish half a mount for the third 
of us, and then we will give all our loose change to D’ Artag- 
nan of the steady hand, who will go and play in the first 
gaming-house we come to. There, that’s arranged.” 

“Let us finish the dinner, then,” said Porthos; ‘‘it is 
getting cold.” 

The four friends, having set their minds at ease with 
regard to the future, did honour to the repast, the remains 
of which were abandoned to MM. Mousqueton, Bazin, 
Planchet, and Grimaud. 

On arriving in Paris, D’Artagnan found a letter from 
M. de Tréville, informing him that, at his request, the king 
had just promised him his immediate admission into the 
musketeers. 
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As this was the height of D’Artagnan’s worldly ambition 
—apart, of course, from his desire of finding Madame Bona- 
cieux—he ran, full of joy, to seek his comrades, whom he had 
left only half an hour before. He found them very sad and 
deeply preoccupied, They were assembled in council at the 
residence of Athos, which always indicated an event of some 
seriousness. 

M. de Tréville had just informed them that since it was his 
Majesty’s fixed intention to open the campaign on the first 
of May, they must immediately get ready all their equip- 
ments. 

The four philosophers looked at one another in a state of 
bewilderment, M. de Tréville never joked in matters re- 
lating to discipline. 

“ And what do you reckon your equipments will cost ?” 
said D’Artagnan. 

‘ Oh, we can scarcely venture to say. We have just made 
our calculations with Spartan niggardliness, and we each 
require fifteen hundred livres.” 

“ Four times fifteen make sixty—ah! six thousand livres,” 
said Athos. 

“ For my part, I think,” said D’Artagnan, ‘“‘ with a thou- 
sand livres each—it is true I do not speak as a Spartan, but 
as a procureuy——”’ i 

The word procureur roused Porthos. 

‘ Stop ! ” said he; ‘ I have an idea.” 

‘“ Well, that’s something. For my part, I have not the 
shadow of one,” said Athos coolly. ‘ But as to D’Artag- 
nan, the hope of soon being one of us, gentlemen, has made 
him crazy. A thousand livres! I declare I want two 
thousand myself.” 

“ Four times two make eight, then,” said Aramis. “It 
is eight thousand that we want to complete our outfit, of 
which, it is true, we have already the saddles.” 

‘ One thing more!” said Athos, waiting till D’Artagnan, 
who was going to thank M. de Tréville, had shut the door, 
“one thing more—that beautiful diamond which glitters 
on our friend’s finger. What the devil! D’Artagnan is too 
good a comrade to leave his brothers in embarrassment while 
he wears a king’s ransom on his middle finger.” 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 
THE HUNT FOR EQUIPMENTS. 


THE most preoccupied of the four friends was certainly 
D’Artagnan, although D’Artagnan, as a guardsman, would 
be much more easily equipped than the musketeers, who 
were all grandees. But our Gascon cadet was, as may have 
been observed, of a provident and almost avaricious char- 
acter, and at the same time—explain the paradox—so vain- 
glorious as almost to rival Porthos. 

To this preoccupation of his vanity D’Artagnan at this 
moment joined an uneasiness much less selfish. Notwith- 
standing all his inquiries respecting Madame Bonacieux, he 
could obtain no news concerning her. M. de Tréville had 
spoken of her to the queen ; the queen did not know where 
the mercer’s young wife was, but had promised to have a 
search made for her. But this promise was very vague, 
and did not at all reassure D’Artagnan. 

Athos did not leave his chamber; he made up his mind 
not to risk a single step to provide for his equipment. 

“We have still a fortnight before us,” said he to his 
friends. ‘‘ Well, if at the end of a fortnight I have found 
nothing, or, rather, if nothing has come to find me, as I am 
too good a Catholic to kill myself with a pistol bullet, I will 
seek a good cause of quarrel with four of his Eminence’s 
guards, or with eight Englishmen. I will fight until one of 
them has killed me, which, considering the number, cannot 
fail to happen. It will then be said of me that I died for 
the king, so that I shall have performed my duty without 
having needed an outfit.” 

Porthos continued to walk about, with his hands behind 
him, shaking his head, and repeating,— 

‘I shall follow up my idea.” 

Aramis, anxious, and negligently dressed, said nothing. 

It may be seen by these disastrous details that desolation 
reigned in the community. 

The lackeys, on their part, like the coursers of Hippolytus, 
shared their masters’ sadness. Mousqueton collected a 
store of crusts; Bazin, who had always been inclined to 
devotion, never quitted the churches; Planchet watched 
the flies flying; and Grimaud, whom the general distress 
could not induce to break the silence imposed by his master, 
heaved sighs enough to melt a stone. 

The three friends—for, as we have said, Athos had sworn 
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not to stir a foot to equip himself—the three friends went 
out, then, early in the morning and returned late at night. 
They wandered about the streets, looking at every cobble- 
stone to see whether some passer-by had not dropped a 
purse. One might have thought that they were following 
a trail, so attentive were they wherever they went. When 
they met they looked desolately at each other, as muchas 
to say, ‘ Have you found anything ? ” 

However, as Porthos had first found his idea, and had 
thought of it earnestly afterwards, he was the first to act. 
This worthy Porthos was a man of execution. D’Artagnan 
perceived him one day walking toward the church of St. Leu, 
and followed him instinctively. He entered the holy place, 
after having twirled his moustache and pulled his royal, 
which always announced, on his part, the most triumphant 
resolutions. As D’Artagnan took some precautions to con- 
ceal himself, Porthos believed he had not been seen. D’Ar- 
tagnan entered behind him. Porthos went and leaned 
against one side of a pillar. D’Artagnan, still unperceived, 
leaned against the other side of it. 

There happened to be a sermon, and this made the church 
very full of people. Porthos took advantage of this circum- 
stance to ogle the women. Thanks to Mousqueton’s care, 
the exterior was far from announcing his inward distress. 
His hat was, to be sure, a little worn on the nap, his feather 
was a little faded, his gold lace was a little tarnished, his 
laces were decidedly frayed ; but in the obscurity of the 
church all these trifles were not seen, and Porthos was still 
the handsome Porthos. 

D’Artagnan observed, on the bench nearest to the pillar 
against which he and Porthos were leaning, a sort of ripe 
beauty, rather yellow and rather dry, but erect and haughty 
under her black hood. Porthos’s eyes were furtively cast 
upon this lady, and then roved about at large over the nave. 

On her side, the lady, who from time to time blushed, 
darted with the rapidity of lightning a glance toward the 
inconstant Porthos, and then immediately Porthos’s eyes went 
wandering over the church anxiously. It was plain that 
this was a mode of proceeding that deeply piqued the lady 
in the black hood, for she bit her lips till they bled, scratched 
the end of her nose, and sat very uneasily in her seat. 

Porthos, seeing this, again twirled his moustache, pulled 
his royal a second time, and began to make signals to a beau- 
tiful lady who was near the choir, and who was not only a 
beautiful lady, but also, no doubt, a great lady, for she had 
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behind her a negro boy, who had brought the cushion on 
which she knelt, and a female servant, who held the 
emblazoned bag in which was placed the book from which 
she followed the service. 

The lady in the black hood followed through all their 
wanderings the looks of Porthos, and perceived that they 
rested on the lady with the velvet cushion, the little negro, 
and the maidservant. 

Meantime he, Porthos, was playing his game prudently. 
He employed winks, fingers placed on lips, little assassi- 
nating smiles, which really assassinated the disdained 
beauty. 

Therefore, as a mea culpa, and in striking her breast, she 
uttered an “‘ Ahem!” so vigorously that everybody, even 
the lady with the red cushion, turned round toward her. 
Porthos paid no attention. Nevertheless, he understood it 
all, but pretended to be deaf. 

The lady of the red cushion produced a great effect—for 
she was very handsome—on the lady in the black hood, 
who saw in her a rival to be really dreaded ; a great effect 
on Porthos, who thought her much prettier than the lady 
in the black hood; a great effect upon D’Artagnan, who 
recognized in her the lady of Meung, of Calais, and of Dover, 
whom his persecutor, the man with the scar, had saluted by 
the name of milady. 

D’Artagnan, without losing sight of the lady of the red 
cushion, continued to watch Porthos’s proceedings, which 
amused him greatly. He guessed that the lady of the black 
hood was the solicitor’s wife of the Rue aux Ours, and this 
was the more likely because the church of St. Leu was not 
far from that street. 

He guessed, then, by induction, that Porthos was trying 
to take his revenge for his defeat at Chantilly, when the 
brocureuse had proved so refractory with respect to her 

urse. 
k But amid all this, D’Artagnan remarked also that not 
one countenance responded to Porthos’s gallantries. There 
was nothing but chimeras and illusions. But for a real 
love, for a true jealousy, is there any other reality than 
illusions and chimeras ? 

The sermon over, the solicitor’s wife advanced toward the 
font of holy water. Porthos went before her, and instead 
of a finger, dipped his whole hand in. The procureuse 
smiled, thinking that it was for her that Porthos was exert- 
ing himself. But she was cruelly and promptly undeceived. 
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When she was only about three steps from him, he turned 
his head round, fixing his eyes steadily on the lady of the red 
cushion, who had risen, and was approaching, followed by 
her black boy and her maid. 

When the lady of the red cushion came close to Porthos, 
Porthos drew his dripping hand from the font. The fair 
worshipper touched Porthos’s great hand with her delicate 
fingers, smiled as she made the sign of the cross, and left 
the church. 

This was too much for the solicitor’s wife. She enter- 
tained no doubt that this lady and Porthos were engaged 
in an intrigue. If she had been a great lady she would have 
fainted ; but as she was only a procureuse, she contented 
herself with saying to the musketeer, with concentrated 
fury,— 

“Eh, Monsieur Porthos, you don’t offer me any holy 
water ?” 

Porthos, at the sound of her voice, started like a man 
awakened from a sleep of a hundred years. 

“Ma—madame! ”’ cried he, ‘‘is that you? How is your 
husband, our dear Monsieur Coquenard ? Is he still as 
stingy as ever ? Where can my eyes have been not to 
have even perceived you during the two hours the sermon 
has lasted ? ” 

“T was within two paces of you, sir,” replied the solicitor’s 
wife ; ‘‘ but you did not perceive me, because you had eyes 
only for the pretty lady to whom you just now gave the holy 
water.” 

Porthos pretended to be confused. 

“ Ah,” said he, “‘ you have noticed 

‘I must have been blind if I had not.” 

‘ Yes,” said Porthos carelessly, ‘‘ that is a duchess of my 
acquaintance, whom I have great trouble to meet on account 
of her husband’s jealousy, and who sent me word that she 
would come to-day, solely for the purpose of seeing me in 
this poor church, in this vile quarter.” 

“Monsieur Porthos,” said the procureuse, “‘ will you have 
the kindness to offer me your arm for five minutes ? I have 
something to say to you.” 

“Certainly, madame,” said Porthos, winking to himself, 
as a gambler does who laughs at the dupe he is about to 

luck. 

: At that moment D’Artagnan was passing in pursuit of 
milady. He cast a glance at Porthos, and beheld his tri- 
umphant look. 
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‘ Ah, ha!’ said he to himself, reasoning in accordance with 
the strangely easy morality of that gallant period, “here 
is one of us, at least, on the road to be equipped in time.” 

Porthos, yielding to the pressure of the procureuse’s arm 
as a boat yields to the rudder, arrived at the cloister St. 
Magloire, a somewhat unfrequented passage, shut in by a 
turnstile at each end. In the daytime nobody was seen 
there but beggars devouring their crusts, and children. 

‘ Ah, Monsieur Porthos,’’ cried the procureuse, when she 
was assured that no one a stranger to the population of the 
locality could either see or hear her—“ ah, Monsieur Porthos, 
you are a great conqueror, it appears!” 

“Who ? I, madame ? ”” said Porthos, drawing himself up 
proudly. ‘How so ? ” 

‘ And the signals just now, and the holy water ? Butthat 
lady with her negro boy and her maid must be a princess, 
at least.” 

“Zounds! madame, you are mistaken. No, no, she is 
simply a duchess.” 

“ And that running footman who was waiting at the door, 
and that carriage with a coachman in full livery, who sat 
waiting on his seat 2?” 

Porthos had seen neither the footman nor the carriage, 
but Madame Coquenard, with a jealous woman’s eye, had 
seen everything. 

Porthos regretted that he had not at once made the lady 
of the red cushion a princess. 

“Ah, you are quite the pet of the ladies, Monsieur Por- 
thos ! ”’ resumed the procureuse, with a sigh. 

“Why, you may well imagine that. With the person 
with which nature has endowed me, I am not wanting 
for ladies’ favours.” 

“Good Lord! how quickly men forget!” cried the 
procureuse, raising her eyes to heaven. 

“Less quickly than the women, in my opinion,” replied 
Porthos. ‘As a proof, I, madame, I may say I was your 
victim, when wounded, dying, I was abandoned by the 
surgeons. I, the offspring of a noble family, placed reliance 
upon your friendship; but I nearly died of my wounds at 
first, and of hunger afterwards, in a beggarly inn at Chan- 
tilly, and not once did you even deign to reply to the burn- 
ing letters I addressed to you.” 

“But, Monsieur Porthos ” murmured the solicitor’s 
wife, who began to feel that, judged by the conduct of the 
greatest ladies of the time, she was wrong. 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 209 


‘I, who had sacrificed for you the Baroness of HY 

‘Well, I know you did.” 

‘ The Countess of 4 

“Monsieur Porthos, do not overwhelm me quite! ” 

* The Duchess o É 

“Monsieur Porthos, be generous 

“You are right, madame, and I will not finish.” 

‘But my husband would not hear of lending: ? 

“Madame Coquenard,”’ said Porthos, ‘‘ remember the first 
letter you wrote me, and which I preserve engraven in my 
memory.” 

The procureuse uttered a groan. 

“‘ Besides,”’ said she, ‘‘ the sum you required me to borrow 
was rather large.” 

“ Madame Coquenard, I gave you the preference. I had 
out to write to the Duchess of—— I won't repeat her 
1ame, for I am incapable of compromising a woman. But 
his I know, that I had but to write to her, and she 
would have sent me fifteen hundred.” 

The procureuse let fall a tear. 

‘“ Monsieur Porthos,” said she, “‘ I can assure you you have 
severely punished me; and if in the time to come you 
should find yourself in a similar situation, you have only 
o apply to me.” 

“ Fie, madame, fie! ’’ said Porthos, as if disgusted ; “let 
is not talk about money, if you please. It is humiliating.” 

“Then you no longer love me! ” said the solicitor’s wife, 
slowly and sadly. 

/Porthos maintained a majestic silence. 

‘ And is this your reply ? Alas! I understand.” 

“Think of the offence you have committed toward me, 
nadame ! It remains here!’ said Porthos, placing his 
1and on his heart, and pressing it strongly. 

‘I will repair it—indeed I will, my dear Porthos.” 

“* Besides, what did I ask of you ? ’’ resumed Porthos, with 
1 good-natured shrug of the shoulders. ‘A loan—nothing 
nore! After all, I am not an unreasonable man. I know 
you are not rich, Madame Coquenard, and that your husband 
s obliged to bleed his poor clients to squeeze a few paltry 
towns from them. Oh, if you were a duchess, a marchioness, 
r a countess, it would be quite a different thing ; it would 
9c unpardonable.” 

The solicitor’s wife was piqued. 

‘ Please know, Monsieur Porthos,” said she, “that my 
trong-box, though it may be only the strong-box of a 
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solicitor’s wife, is better filled than those of all your ruined 
minxes.”’ 

‘That, then, doubles the offence,’”’ said Porthos, disen- 
gaging his arm from the procuveuse’s : ‘‘ for if you are rich, 
Madame Coquenard, then there is no excuse for your refusal.” 

“When I said rich,” replied the solicitor’s wife, who saw 
that she had gone too far, ‘you must not take the word 
literally. I am not exactly rich; I am only pretty well 


“Come, madame,” said Porthos; “let us say no more 
upon the subject, I beg of you. You misunderstand me: 
all sympathy is extinct between us.” 

“ Ungrateful man that you are!” 

“Ah! I advise you to complain !”’ said Porthos, 

“Begone, then, to your beautiful duchess. I will detain 
you no longer.” 

“ And she is not so shabby, in my opinion.” 

‘Now, Monsieur Porthos, once more, and this is the last | 
Do you love me still ? ” 

“Alas, madame,” said Porthos, in the most melancholy 
tone he could assume, ‘‘ when we are about to enter upon < 
campaign—a campaign in which my presentiments tell me 
I shall be killed ——”’ 

‘Oh, don’t talk of such things!”’ cried the solicitor’s wife 
bursting into tears. 

“Something tells me so,” continued Porthos, becoming 
more and more melancholy. 

“Rather say that you have a new love affair.” 

“No, not so. I speak frankly to you. No new objec: 
affects me; and I even feel here, at the bottom of my 
heart, something which speaks for you. But in a fortnight’: 
time, as you know, or perhaps you do not know, this fata 
campaign is to open. I shall be frightfully busy providin; 
for my equipment, Then I am obliged to make a journey 
to my family, in the very depths of Brittany, to obtain th 
sum necessary for my departure.” 

Porthos observed a last struggle between love and avarice 

‘ And as,’ continued he, ‘ the duchess you saw at th 
church has estates near to those of my family, we mean t 
make the journey together. Journeys, you know, appea 
much shorter when you travel two in company.” 

‘ Have you no friends in Paris, then, Monsieur Porthos ? ’ 
said the solicitor’s wife. 

“TI thought I had,”’ said Porthos, resuming his melanchol: 


air, “‘ but I have clearly seen that I was mistaken.”’ 
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‘You have some, Monsieur Porthos, you have some!” 
cried the solicitor’s wife, in a transport that surprised even 
herself. ‘Come to our house to-morrow. You are my 
aunt’s son, consequently my cousin. You come from Noyon, 
in Picardy; you have several lawsuits at Paris and no 
attorney. Can you recollect all that ? ” 

“ Perfectly, madame.” 

‘Come at dinner-time.” 

“Very well.” 

“ And be on your guard before my husband, who is rather 
shrewd, notwithstanding his seventy-six years.” 

“Seventy-six years! Plague on it! that’s a fine age!” 
replied Porthos. 

‘ An advanced age, you mean, Monsieur Porthos. Yes, 
the poor man may leave me a widow at any moment,” con- 
tinued she, throwing a significant glance at Porthos. “‘ For- 
tunately, by our marriage contract, the survivor comes 
into the possession of everything.” 

‘Everything ? ” 

“Yes, everything.” 

“You are a woman of precaution, I see, my dear Madame 
Coquenard,” said Porthos, squeezing the procureuse’s hand 
tenderly. 

‘We are, then, reconciled, dear Monsieur Porthos ? ”’ said 
she, simpering. 

“ For life,’’ said Porthos, in the same manner. 

“Till we meet again, then, dear traitor! ” 

‘Till we meet again, my forgetful charmer!” 

'** To-morrow, my angel |! ” 

“To-morrow, flame of my life!” 


CHAPTER XXX. 
MILADY. 


D’ARTAGNAN had followed milady, without being perceived 
by her. He saw her get into her carriage, and heard her 
order the coachman to drive to St. Germain. 

It was useless to endeavour to keep pace on foot with a 
sarriage drawn by two powerful horses, so D’Artagnan re- 
curned to the Rue Férou. 

In the Rue de Seine he met Planchet, who had stopped 
before a bake-shop, and was contemplating with ecstasy a 
sake of the most appetizing appearance, 
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He ordered him to go and saddle two horses in M. de 
Tréville’s stables, one for himself (D’Artagnan), and one for 
Planchet, and to come and meet him at Athos’s—M. de 
Tréville having once for all given D’Artagnan the freedom 
of his stables. 

Planchet proceeded toward the Rue du Colombier, and 
D’Artagnan toward the Rue Férou. Athos was at home, 
emptying in solitary sadness a bottle of the famous Spanish 
wine he had brought back with him from his journey into 
Picardy. He made a sign to Grimaud to bring a glass for 
D’Artagnan, and Grimaud obeyed. silent as usual. 

D’Artagnan related to Athos all that had passed at the 
church between Porthos and the procureuse, and how their 
comrade was probably by that time in a fair way to be 
equipped. 

“ As for me,” said Athos, in comment on this recital, “1 
am quite at my ease. Women are not going to defray the 
expense of my equipment.” 

“And yet, handsome, well-bred, great noble as you are, 
my dear Athos, neither princesses nor queens would be 
safe from your amorous darts.” 

‘How young this D’Artagnan is!” said Athos, shruggin:s 
his shoulders, and making a sign to Grimaud to bring an: 
other bottle. 

At that moment Planchet put his head modestly in at the 
half-open door, and told his master that the horses were 
ready. 

‘“ What horses ? ”? asked Athos. 

‘Two horses that M. de Tréville lends me for a ride, anc 
with which I am now going to make an excursion to St 
Germain.” 

‘“ Well, and what are you going to do at St. Germain ? ? 
asked Athos. 

Then D’Artagnan described the meeting which he had hac 
at the church, and how he had once more found the lady 
who, like the noble with the black cloak and a scar near hi: 
temple, was ever on his mind. 

“That is to say, you are in love with this lady as you 
were with Madame Bonacieux,” said Athos, shrugging hi: 
shoulders contemptuously, as if he pitied human weakness. 

“I? Notatall!’ said D’Artagnan. ‘I am only curiou 
to unravel the mystery in which she is involved. I do no 
know why, but I have a strong feeling that this woman 
though she is perfectly unknown to me, and though I an 
unknown to her, has an influence over my life.” 
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“Well, you are right,” said Athos. ‘I do not know a 
woman worth the trouble of being sought for when once she 
s lost. Madame Bonacieux is lost—so much the worse for 
rer; let her find herself.”’ 

‘No, Athos, no; you are mistaken,’ said D’Artagnan. 
“I love my poor Constance more than ever, and if I knew 
the place where she is, were it at the end of the world, I 
would go and free her from the hands of her enemies. But 
[ cannot find out where she is; all my researches have 
oroved in vain. What can you expect ? I must divert my 
uttention by something.” 

“ Amuse yourself, then, with milady, my dear D’Artagnan. 
[ wish you may, with all my heart, if that can amuse you.” 

“Hear me, Athos,’”’ said D’Artagnan. ‘‘ Instead of shut- 
ing yourself up here as if you were under arrest, get on 
norseback, and come and take a ride with me to St. Ger- 
main.” 

‘My dear fellow,” said Athos, ‘I ride a horse when I 
have one, otherwise I go on foot.” 

“Well, for my part,” said D’Artagnan, smiling at Athos’s 
nisanthropy, which from any other person would certainly 
nave offended him, ‘ I am not so proud as you are, my 
lear Athos. I ride what I can get. So good-bye.” 

“ Good-bye,”’ said the musketeer, making a sign to Grimaud 
fo uncork the bottle he had just brought. 

D’Artagnan and Planchet got into the saddle, and took 
the road to St. Germain. 

As he rode along, what Athos had said respecting Madame 
Bonacieux recurred to the young man’s mind. Although 
D’ Artagnan was not of a very sentimental turn, the mercer’s 
pretty wife had made a real impression on his heart. As he 
said, he was ready to go to the end of the world to seek her. 
But as the world is round, it has many ends, so that he did 
not know in which direction to turn. 

In the meantime he was going to try to find out who 
milady was. Milady had spoken to the man in the black 
cloak, therefore she knew him. Now, in D’Artagnan’s 
opinion it was certainly the man in the black cloak who had 
carried off Madame Bonacieux the second time, as he had 
carried her off the first. D’Artagnan, then, only told half a 
ie, which is lying but little, when he said that by going 
n search of milady he was at the same time going in search 
of Constance. 

Thinking of all this, and from time to time giving his horse 
x touch of the spur, D’Artagnan completed his journey, and 
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arrived at St. Germain. He had just passed by the pavilion 
in which ten years later Louis XIV. was to be born. He was 
riding along a very quiet street, gazing right and left to see 
whether he could find any trace of his beautiful English- 
woman, when from the ground floor of a pretty house, which, 
according to the fashion of the time, had no window on the 
street, he saw a form appear that looked familiar. This 
person in question was walking along a kind of terrace, 
ornamented with flowers, Planchet recognized who it was 
first. 

“Eh, sir!” said he, addressing D’Artagnan, ‘‘ don’t you 
remember that face gaping yonder ? ” 

“No,” said D’Artagnan; ‘and yet I am certain I have 
seen it before.” 

By Jove, I believe you have!’’ said Planchet. ‘‘ Why, it 
is poor Lubin, the lackey of the Comte de Wardes, whom 
you so well accommodated a month ago at Calais, on the 
road to the governor’s country house.” 

“So it is,’ said D’Artagnan; ‘I know him now. Do 
you think he would recollect you ? ”? 

“’Pon my word, sir, he was so greatly disturbed that I 
don't think he can have retained a very clear recollection 
Omme gy 

“Well, go and get into conversation with him, and find 
out, if you can, whether his master is dead or not,” 

Planchet dismounted and went straight up to Lubin, who 
did not recognize him, and the two lackeys began to chat 
with the best understanding possible, while D’Artagnan 
turned the two horses into a lane, and went round the 
house so as to be present at the conference, coming back 
to take his place behind a hedge of hazels. 

After a moment’s watching from behind the hedge he heard 
the noise of a carriage, and saw milady’s coach stop in front 
of him. He could not be mistaken; milady was in it. 
D’Artagnan bent over on his horse’s neck in order to see 
everything without being seen. 

Milady put her charming fair head out at the window, 
and gave some orders to her maid. 

The latter, a pretty girl of about twenty years of age, 
active and lively, the typical soubrette for a great lady, 
jumped down from the step on which, according to the 
custom of the time, she was seated, and went toward the 
terrace where D’Artagnan had perceived Lubin, 

D’Artagnan followed the maid with his eyes, and saw her 
going toward the terrace. But it happened that some one 
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in the house had called Lubin, so that Planchet remained 
alone, looking in all directions for D’Artagnan. 

The maid approached Planchet, whom she took for Lubin, 
and holding out a little note to him,— 

‘ For your master,” said she. 

“For my master ? ” replied Planchet in astonishment. 

“Yes, and very urgent. Take it quick.” 

Thereupon she ran toward the carriage, which had turned 
round in the direction it had come ; she jumped on the step, 
and the carriage drove off. 

Planchet turned the note over and over ; then, accustomed 
to passive obedience, he jumped down from the terrace, ran 
through the lane, and at the end of twenty paces met D’Ar- 
tagnan, who, having seen all, was coming to him. 

“For you, sir,” said Planchet, presenting the note to the 
young man. 


“For me |! ”” said D’Artagnan. ‘ Are you sure of that ? ” 
‘“ Zounds! sir, I can’t be more sure. The maid said for 
your master. I have no other master but you; so—— A 


pretty little lass, ‘pon my word, that maid!” 
D’Artagnan opened the letter and read these words :— 


‘ A person who takes more interest in you than she is 
willing to confess wishes to know on what day you will be 
in condition to walk in the forest. To-morrow, at the 
Hôtel Field of the Cloth of Gold, a lackey in black and 
red will wait for your reply.” 


' “Oh, ho!” said D’Artagnan, “‘ this is rather lively. It 
appears that milady and I are anxious about the health of 
the same person.—Well, Planchet, how is our good M. de 
Wardes ? He is not dead, then ? ” 

“Oh no, monsieur ; he is as well as a man can be with 
four sword-wounds in his body—for you, without question, 
inflicted four upon the dear gentleman, and he is still very 
weak, having lost almost all his blood. As I told you, Lubin 
did not know me, and he related to me our adventure from 
one end to the other.” 

““ Well done, Planchet ! you are the king of lackeys. Now 
jump up on your horse, and let us overtake the carriage.” 

This they soon did. At the end of five minutes they per. 
ceived the carriage drawn up by the roadside. A cavalier 
richly dressed was close to the coach door. 

The conversation between milady and the cavalier was so 
animated that D’Artagnan stopped on the other side of the 
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carriage without any one but the pretty maid being aware of 
his presence. 

The conversation took place in English—a language which 
D’Artagnan could not understand; but by the accent the 
young man plainly saw that the beautiful Englishwoman was 
in a great rage. She terminated it by a gesture which left 
no doubt as to the nature of this conversation: this was a 
blow with her fan, applied with such force that the little 
feminine weapon flew into a thousand pieces. 

The cavalier broke into a loud laugh, which appeared to 
exasperate milady. 

D’Artagnan thought this was the moment to interfere 
He approached the other door, and taking off his hat re 
spectfully,— 

“Madame,” said he, ‘ will you permit me to offer you my 
services? This cavalier seems to have made you very angry. 
Speak one word, madame, and I will take it on myself to 
punish him for his lack of courtesy.” 

At the first word milady turned round, looking at the 
young man in astonishment ; and when he had finished,— 

“Sir,” said she, in very good French, “I should with great 
confidence place myself under your protection, if the person 
who is picking a quarrel with me were not my brother.” 

‘‘ Ah, excuse me, then,” said D’Artagnan; “you must 
be aware that I was ignorant of that, madame.” 

“What is that presumptuous fellow troubling himself 
about ?”’ cried the cavalier whom milady had designated 
as her brother, stooping down to the height of the coach 
window, ‘‘ and why does he not go on?” 

‘ Presumptuous fellow yourself ! ?” said D’Artagnan, also 
bending down on his horse’s neck and answering through 
the carriage window. “I do not go on because it pleases 
me to stop here.”’ 

The cavalier addressed some words in English to his 
sister. 

“T speak to you in French,” said D’Artagnan; “ be kind 
enough, then, to reply to me in the same language. You 
are madame’s brother: be it so; but, fortunately, you are 
not mine.”’ 

You might think that milady, timid as women are in 
general, would have interposed at this beginning of mutual 
provocations in order to prevent the quarrel from going 
too far; but, on the contrary, she threw herself back in 
her carriage, and called out coolly to the coachman, “ Drive 
home ! ” 
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The pretty maid cast an anxious glance at D’Artagnan, 
whose good looks seemed to have produced an impression 
on her. 

The carriage went on, and left the two men face to face, no 
material obstacle separating them any longer. 

The cavalier made a movement as if to follow the carriage ; 
but D’Artagnan, whose anger, already excited, was much 
increased by recognizing in him the Englishman of Amiens 
who had won his horse and had come very near winning 
his diamond from Athos, caught at his bridle and stopped 
him. 

“Well, sir,” said he, “‘ you appear to be more presumptu- 
ous than I am, for you forget there is a little quarrel to 
arrange between us.”’ 

“ Ah, ha!” said the Englishman ; “is it you, my master ? 
Must you, then, always be playing some game or other ? ” 

“Yes; and that reminds me that I have a revenge to 
take. We will see, my dear sir, if you can handle a sword 
as skilfully as you can a dice-box.”’ 

“You see well enough that I have no sword,” said the 
Englishman. ‘ Do you wish to play the braggart with an 
unarmed man ? ” 

‘ I hope you have a sword at home,” replied D’Artagnan. 
“ But, at all events, I have two, and if you like I will 
throw with you for one of them.” 

“Quite unnecessary,”’ said the Englishman; ‘ I am well 
furnished with such sorts of playthings.” 

'“ Very well, my worthy gentleman,” replied D’Artagnan ; 
“pick out the longest, and come and show it to me this 
evening.” 

“ Where ?”” 

“Behind the Luxembourg. That’s a charming place for 
such strolls as the one I propose to you.” 

“Very well; I will be there.” 

“Your hour ? ” 

“Six o’clock.’ 

‘ By the way, you probably have one or two friends ? ” 

“Yes, I have three who would be greatly honoured by 
joining in the game with me.” 

‘“ Three ? That’s fortunate! That fits exactly,” cried 
D’Artagnan. ‘“Itis just my number!” 

* Now, then, who are you ?”’ asked the Englishman. 

“ T am M. d’Artagnan, a Gascon gentleman, serving in the 
guards, in the company of M. des Essarts. And you?” 

‘I am Lord Winter, Baron of Sheffield.” 
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‘ Well, then, I am your servant, baron,” said D’Artagnan, 
‘though your names are rather difficult to remember.”’ 

5 And touching his horse with his spur, he galloped back to 
aris, 

As he was accustomed to do on such occasions, D’Artagnan 
went straight to the residence of Athos, 

He found Athos reclining upon a large sofa, waiting, as he 
said, for his equipment to come and find him. 

He related to Athos all that had just passed, except the 
letter to M. de Wardes. 

Athos was delighted to hear that he was going to fight an 
Englishman. We have said that was his dream, 

They immediately sent their lackeys for Porthos and 
Aramis, and made them acquainted with the affair in hand. 

Porthos drew his sword from the scabbard, and began to 
make passes at the wall, springing back from time to time, 
and making bends like a dancer, 

Aramis, who was constantly at work on his poem, shut 
himself up in Athos’s closet, and begged not to be dis- 
turbed until the moment of drawing swords. 

Athos, by signs, desired Grimaud to bring another bottle 
of wine. 

And D’Artagnan employed himself in arranging a little 
plan, the carrying out of which we shell see later on, and 
which promised him an agreeable adventure, as might be 
seen by the smiles which from time to time passed over his 
countenance, lighting up his thoughtful expression. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 
ENGLISH AND FRENCH. 


THE hour having come, they repaired, with their four 
lackeys, to a yard behind the Luxembourg where goats 
were kept. Athos threw a piece of money to the goat- 
keeper to withdraw. The lackeys were charged to act as 
sentinels. | 

A silent party soon drew near to the same enclosure, 
came into it, and joined the musketeers. Then, according 
to English custom, the presentations took place, 

The Englishmen were all men of the highest rank; conse- | 
quently their adversaries’ extraordinary names were, for 
them, not only a matter of surprise, but of uneasiness, 

“ But after all,” said Lord Winter, when the three friends: 
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had been named, “ we do not know who you are, and we are 
not going to fight against such names. Why, they are 
shepherds’ names.” 

“Therefore, as you may suppose, milord, they are only 
assumed names,” said Athos. 

SERA ers gives us the greater desire to know your real 
ones,” replied the Englishman. 

‘ You gambled very willingly with us without knowing our 
names,’ said Athos, “as is plain by your having won our 
two horses.”’ 

“That is true. But we then only risked our pistoles; this 
time we risk our lives. Men play with anybody, but fight 
only with equals.” 

“You are right,’”’ said Athos, and he took aside the one of 
the four Englishmen with whom he was to fight, and whis- 
pered his name. 

Porthos and Aramis did the same. 

‘ Does that satisfy you ?’’ said Athos to his adversary. 
“Do you think me sufficiently noble to do me the honour 
pf crossing swords with me ? ” 

“Yes, sir,” said the Englishman, bowing. 

‘ Well, now, shall I tell you another thing ? ” asked Athos 
coolly. 

“ What is that ? ’? demanded the Englishman. 

‘That you would have done as well not to require me to 
make myself known.” 

“Why so?” 

'“ Because I am believed to be dead, and I have reasons 
for wishing nobody should know that I am alive; so that I 
shall be obliged to kill you to prevent my secret getting 
but.” 

The Englishman looked at Athos, believing that he was 
joking, but Athos was not joking the least in the world. 

‘* Gentlemen,” said Athos, addressing at the same time 
his companions and their adversaries, ‘‘ are we ready ? ” 

“Yes!” answered the Englishmen and the Frenchmen, as 
with one voice. 

“On guard, then!” cried Athos. 

And immediately eight swords glittered in the rays of the 
setting sun, and the combat began with an animosity very 
iatural to men who were twofold enemies. 

Athos fought with as much calmness and method as if he 
nad been fencing in a school. 

Porthos, cured, no doubt, of his too great confidence by 
his adventure at Chantilly, parried with skill and prudence, 
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Aramis, who had the third canto of his poem to finish, 
made quick work, like a man pressed for time. 

Athos killed his adversary first. He gave him but one 
blow, but, as he had foretold him, that blow was mortal ; 
the sword passed through his heart. 

Porthos next stretched his opponent on the grass, with a 
wound through his thigh. Then, as the Englishman, with- 
out making any further resistance, surrendered his sword, 
Porthos took him up in his arms and carried him to his 
carriage. 

Aramis pushed his so vigorously that, after retreating fifty 
paces, he at last ran away as fast as he could go, and dis- 
appeared amid the hooting of the lackeys. 

As to D’Artagnan, he fought purely and simply on the de- 
fensive. Then when he saw his adversary pretty well 
fatigued, with a vigorous side-thrust he knocked his sword 
from his grasp. The baron, finding himself disarmed, re- 
treated two or three paces; but at this moment his foot 
slipped, and he fell backward. 

D’Artagnan was on him at a bound, and placing his sword 
on his throat,— 

‘I could kill you, sir,” said he to the Englishman ; “ you 
are quite at my mercy, but I spare your life for your sister’s 
sake.”’ 

D’Artagnan was overjoyed. He had just realized the plan 
which he had conceived, the development of which had 
occasioned the smiles we mentioned. 

The Englishman, delighted at having to do with such a 
generous gentleman, pressed D’Artagnan in his arms, and 
paid a thousand compliments to the three musketeers ; 
and as Porthos’s adversary was already installed in the 
carriage, and as Aramis’s had run away, they had nothing 
to think about but the dead man. 

As Porthos and Aramis were undressing him, in the hope 
of finding his wound not mortal, a large purse dropped from 
his belt. D’Artagnan picked it up and held it out to Lord 
Winter. 

“What the devil shall I do with that?” asked the 
Englishman. 

“ You can restore it to his family,’”’ said D’Artagnan. 

“His family will care vastly about such a trifle as that! 
They will inherit fifteen thousand louis a year from him, 
Keep the purse for your lackeys.”’ 

D’Artagnan put the purse into his pocket. 

“And now, my young friend—for you will permit me, I, 
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nope, to call you by that name,” said Lord Winter—“ on this 
very evening, if agreeable to you, I will present you to my 
sister, Lady Clarick. For I am desirous that she in her turn 
should take you into her good graces ; and as she is in favour 
it court, perhaps, in the future, a word spoken by her might 
prove useful to you.” 

D’Artagnan reddened with pleasure and bowed his assent. 

Meanwhile Athos had come up to D’Artagnan. 

‘What are you going to do with that purse ?”’ whis- 
pered he. 

“Why, I meant to pass it over to you, my dear Athos.”’ 

Toren Wy to me?” 

“Why, you killed him, didn’t you? They are the spoils 
of victory.” 

“Tinherit from anenemy!’’ said Athos. ‘‘ What do you 
take me for ? ” 

“Tt is the custom in war,” said D’Artagnan. ‘ Why 
should it not be the custom in a duel ? ” 

‘ Even on the field of battle I have never done that.” 

Porthos shrugged his shoulders. Aramis, by a movement 
of his lips, applauded Athos’s opinion. 

“Then,” said D’Artagnan, “ let us give the money to the 
ackeys, as Lord Winter desired us to do.” 

‘“ Yes,” said Athos, “let us give the money to the lackeys, 
but not to our lackeys—to the Englishmen’s lackeys.”’ 

Athos took the purse and threw it into the coachman’s 
hand. 

“For you and your comrades,”’ said he. 

This lordly way of doing things in a man who was entirely 
lestitute struck even Porthos, and this story of French 
zenerosity, repeated by Lord Winter and his friend, was 
aighly applauded by every one except MM. Grimaud, Bazin, 
Mousqueton, and Planchet. 

Lord Winter, on quitting D’Artagnan, gave him his sister’s 
address. She lived at No.6 Place Royale, then the fashion- 
able quarter. Moreover, he promised to call and get him 
n order to present him. D’Artagnan appointed eight 
>’clock at Athos’s residence. 

This introduction to milady fully occupied our Gascon’s 
thoughts. He remembered in what a strange manner this 
woman had hitherto been mixed up in his destiny. Accord- 
ng to his conviction, she was one of the cardinal’s creatures, 
ind yet he felt himself irresistibly drawn toward her by one 
of those sentiments for which we cannot account. His only 
lear was that milady would recognize in him the man of 
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Meung and of Dover. Then she knew that he was one of 
M. de Tréville’s friends, and consequently that he belonged 
body and soul to the king, which would instantly make him 
lose a part of his advantage, because as soon as he became 
known to milady as he knew her, he played only an equal 
game with her. Our presumptuous hero gave but little 
heed to the intrigue already begun between her and M. de 
Wardes, although the marquis was young, handsome, rich, 
and high in the cardinal’s favour. Not for nothing are we 
twenty years old, particularly if we are born at Tarbes, 

D’ Artagnan went straight home and made a brilliant toilet. 
Then he returned to Athos’s, and, as his custom was, told 
him everything. Athos listened attentively to his projects, 
then shook his head, and with a shade of bitterness recom- 
mended prudence to him. 

‘What ! ” said he, “‘ you have just lost one woman, who, 
you say, was good, charming, perfect, and here you are 
already running after another |” 

D’Artagnan felt the truth of this reproach. 

“T loved Madame Bonacieux with my heart, while I only 
love milady with my head,” said he. “ By getting intro- 
duced to her, my principal object is to ascertain what part 
she plays at court.” 

‘“ The part she plays at court, by Jove, is not difficult to 
divine after all you have told me. She is some emissary of 
the cardinal’s, a woman who will draw you into a snare in 
which you will leave your head for good and all.” 

“The devil! my dear Athos, you view things on the 
dark side, it seems to me,’’ 

“D’Artagnan, I mistrust women (can it be otherwise? 
I bought my experience dearly), particularly fair women. 
Milady is fair, you say ? ” 

‘ She has the most beautiful light hair imaginable ! ” 

‘Ah, my poor D’Artagnan!’’ exclaimed Athos, 

“Listen. I want to be enlightened on a certain subject. 
Then, when I shall have learned what I desire to know, I 
will withdraw.” 

‘ Be enlightened ! ” said Athos phlegmatically. 

Lord Winter arrived at the appointed time; but Athos, 
being warned of his coming, went into the other chamber. 
The Englishman accordingly found D’Artagnan alone, and 
as it was nearly eight o’clock, he took the young man with 


An elegant coach below, drawn by two excellent horses, 
was waiting. They were soon at the Place Royale. 
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Milady Clarick received D’Artagnan seriously. Her hôtel 
was remarkably sumptuous ; and while most of the English, 
on account of the war, had left or were about to leave 
France, milady had just been laying out much money upon 
her residence. This proved that the general measures which 
sent the English home did not affect her. 

““You see,’ said Lord Winter, presenting D’Artagnan to 
his sister, “‘a young gentleman who has held my life in his 
hands, and who has not abused his advantage, although we 
were doubly enemies, since it was I who insulted him, and 
since I am an Englishman. Thank him, then, madame, if 
you have any affection for me.” 

Milady frowned slightly ; a scarcely visible cloud passed 
over her brow, and such a peculiar smile appeared on her 
lips that the young man, observing this triple shade, almost 
shuddered at it. 

The brother saw nothing. He had turned round to play 
with milady’s favourite monkey, which had pulled him by 
the doublet. 

“You are welcome, sir,’’ said milady, in a voice the singu- 
lar sweetness of which contrasted with the symptoms of 
ill-humour which D’Artagnan had just remarked; ‘you 
have to-day acquired eternal rights to my gratitude.” 

The Englishman then turned round and described the 
combat, without omitting a single detail. Milady listened 
with the greatest attention, and yet it was easy to see that, 
in spite of her efforts to conceal her impressions, this recital 
was not agreeable to her. The blood mounted to her face, 
and her foot moved impatiently beneath her dress. 

Lord Winter perceived nothing of this. When he had 
finished, he went to a table on which was a salver with 
Spanish wine and glasses. He filled two, and by a sign 
invited D’Artagnan to drink. 

D’Artagnan knew that an Englishman regards as an insult 
the refusal to drink his health. He therefore went to the 
table and took the second glass. He did not, however, lose 
sight of milady, and in a mirror perceived the change that 
had just taken place in her face. Now that she believed 
herself to be no longer observed, a sentiment like ferocity 
animated her countenance. She bit her handkerchief with 
all her might. 

The pretty little maid whom D’Artagnan had already 
observed then came in. She spoke some words in English 
to Lord Winter, who immediately requested D’Artagnan’s 
permission to retire, excusing himself on account of the 
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urgency of the business that called him away, and charging 
his sister to obtain his pardon. 

D’Artagnan shook hands with Lord Winter, and then 
returned to milady. Her countenance, with surprising 
mobility, had recovered its gracious expression. 

The conversation took a cheerful turn. She told D’Ar- 
tagnan that Lord Winter was only her brother-in-law, and 
not her brother. She had married a younger brother of the 
family, who had left her a widow with one child. This child 
was Lord Winter’s sole heir, if Lord Winter did not marry. 
All this showed D’Artagnan that there was a veil hiding 
something, but he could not yet see under this veil. 

Moreover, after half an hour’s conversation D’Artagnan 
was convinced that milady was his compatriot. She spoke 
French with a purity and an elegance that left no doubt 
on that head. 

He was profuse in gallant speeches and protestations of 
devotion. To all the nonsense which escaped our Gascon, 
milady replied with a smile of kindness. The hour for 
retiring arrived. D’Artagnan took leave of milady, and 
left the parlour the happiest of men. 

On the stairs he met the pretty maid, who brushed gently 
against him as she passed, and then, blushing to the eyes, 
asked his pardon for having touched him in so sweet a 
voice that the pardon was granted instantly. 

D’Artagnan came again on the morrow, and was even 
better received than on the day before. Lord Winter was 
not at home, and milady this time did all the honours of the 
evening. She appeared to take a great interest in him, 
and asked him where he was from, who were his friends, and 
whether he had not at some times thought of attaching him- 
self to the cardinal. 

D’Artagnan, who, as we have said, was exceedingly pru- 
dent for a young man of twenty, then remembered his sus- 
picions regarding milady. He launched into a eulogy of his 
Eminence, and said that he should not have failed to enlist 
in the cardinal’s guards instead of the king’s if he had only 
known M. de Cavois instead of M. de Tréville. 

Milady changed the conversation without any appearance 
of affectation, and asked D’Artagnan, in the most careless 
manner possible, if he had never been in England. 

D’Artagnan replied that he had been sent there by M. de 
Tréville to bargain for some new horses, and that he had 
even brought back four as specimens. 

At the same hour as on the preceding evening D’Artagnan 
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retired. In the corridor he again met the pretty Kitty ; 
that was the maid’s name. She looked at him with an ex- 
pression of good-will which it was impossible to mistake. 
But D’Artagnan was so preoccupied by her mistress that he 
noticed absolutely nothing which did not come from her. 

D’Artagnan came again on the morrow and the day after 
that, and each day milady gave him a more gracious wel- 
come. 

Every evening, either in the antechamber, the corri- 
dor, or on the stairs, he met the pretty maid. But, as we 
have said, D’Artagnan paid no attention to poor Kitty’s 
persistence, 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
A SOLICITOR’S DINNER. 


MEANTIME the duel in which Porthos had played such a 
brilliant part had not made him forget the dinner of his 
procureuse. 

On the morrow, about one o’clock, he received the last 
brushing from Mousqueton, and walked toward the Rue 
aux Ours with the step of a man who was doubly in favour 
with fortune. 

His heart beat, but not, like D’Artagnan’s, with a young 
and impatient love. No; a more material interest stirred 
his blood. He was about at last to pass that mysterious 
threshold, to climb those unknown stairs by which, one by 
one, the old crowns of Master Coquenard had mounted. 

He was about to see, in reality, a certain coffer, the image 
of which he had twenty times beheld in his dreams—a coffer 
long and deep, padlocked, barred, bolted to the floor; a 
coffer of which he had so often heard, and which the pro- 
cuveuse’s hands, a little wrinkled, it is true, but still quite 
elegant, were about to open to his admiring looks. 

And then he—a wanderer on the earth, a man without a 
fortune, a man without family, a soldier accustomed to inns, 
saloons, taverns, and hostelries, a high liver forced to de- 
pend generally on chance invitations—was about to have 
an experience of family meals, to enjoy a comfortable estab- 
lishment, and to accept those little attentions which, the 
tougher one is the more they please, as veterans say. 

To come as a cousin and take his place every day at a good 
table; to smooth out the wrinkles on the old solicitor’s 
creased and yellow brow; to pluck the young clerks a little 
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by teaching them “‘ basset,”’ “‘ passe-dix,”’ and “ lansquenet,” 
in their finest points, and by winning from them, by way of 
fee for the lesson he would give them in an hour, their savings 
of a month—all this was an enormously delightful outlook 
for Porthos. 

The musketeer now and then remembered the ugly stories 
then afloat, and indeed prevalent even at the present day: 
regarding solicitors—their meanness, stinginess, days of 
fasts; but as, after all, except for some few fits of economy, 
which Porthos had always considered very untimely, the 
procureuse had been tolerably liberal—that is, of course, for 
a procureuse—he hoped to find a house kept up in comfort- 
able style. 

However, at the very door the musketeer felt some 
doubts. The approach was not prepossessing,—an ill-smell- 
ing, dark passage; a staircase ill-lighted by bars through 
which stole a glimmer from a neighbouring court; on the 
first floor a low door studded with enormous nails, like the 
principal door of the Grand Chatelet. 

Porthos knocked with his knuckle. A tall, pale clerk, 
with a face shaded by a virgin forest of hair, opened the 
door, and bowed with the air of a man forced to respect in 
another the combination of lofty stature, indicating strength ; 
the military dress, indicating rank; and a ruddy counte- 
nance, indicating the habit of living well. Another shorter 
clerk came behind the first, another taller clerk behind the 
second, an errand boy of twelve behind the third. In all, 
three clerks and a half. This, for the time, argued a very 
extensive clientage. 

' Though the musketeer was not expected before one o’clock, 

the procureuse had been on the watch ever since twelve, 
reckoning that her lover’s heart, and perhaps also his 
stomach, would bring him ahead of time. 

Madame Coquenard therefore entered the office from the 
house almost at the instant that her guest entered from the 
stairs, and the worthy lady’s appearance relieved him from 
great embarrassment. The clerks looked at him inquisi- 
tively; and he, not knowing exactly what to say to this 
ascending and descending scale, remained mute. 

‘It is my cousin!” cried the solicitor’s wife.—." Come in, 
come in, Monsieur Porthos ! ”’ 

The name of Porthos produced its effect upon the clerks, 
who began to laugh; but Porthos turned round, and every 
countenance quickly recovered its gravity. 

They went into the solicitor’s library, after passing through 
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the antechamber in which the clerks were, and the office in 
which they ought to have been. This last apartment was 
a kind of dark room, stocked with old papers. As they 
passed from the office they left the kitchen on the right, and 
entered the drawing-room. 

All these intercommunicating rooms did not inspire Porthos 
with pleasant ideas. Conversation would be likely to be 
heard at a distance through all these open doors. Then, 
as he passed by, he cast a rapid, investigating glance into 
the kitchen, and was obliged to acknowledge, to the shame 
of the procureuse and his own deep regret, that he did not 
see that fire, that animation, that bustle, which, just before a 
good dinner, generally prevail in that sanctuary of gluttony. 

The solicitor had unquestionably been warned of his 
visit, for he betrayed no surprise at the sight of Porthos, 
who advanced toward him with a free and easy air, and 
saluted him courteously. 

“We are cousins, it appears, Monsieur Porthos ?”’ said 
the solicitor, rising in his cane chair by means of his arms. 

The old man, enveloped in a large black doublet, which 
concealed the whole of his slender body, was well preserved 
and dry; his little gray eyes shone like carbuncles, and 
appeared, with his grimacing mouth, to be the only part of 
his face in which life survived. Unfortunately, his legs 
had begun to refuse their service to all this bony machine. 
During the five or six months that this weakness had been 
growing on him the worthy solicitor had become almost 
the slave of his wife. 

The cousin was accepted submissively, that was all. 
Master Coquenard on his legs would have declined all 
relationship with M. Porthos. 

“Yes, monsieur, we are cousins,” said Porthos, without 
being disconcerted ; he had never reckoned on being 
received enthusiastically by the husband. 

“On the female side, I believe ? ”” said the solicitor 
maliciously. 

Porthos did not feel the satire of this, and took it for a 
piece of naiveté, at which he laughed in his big moustache. 
Madame Coquenard, who knew that a naive solicitor was 
a very rare variety in the species, smiled a little, and turned 
very red in the face. 

Master Coquenard, ever since Porthos’s arrival, had 
anxiously kept his eyes on a large chest placed in front 
of his oak desk. Porthos realized that this chest, though 
it did not correspond in shape with the one he had seen in 
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his dreams, must be the blessed coffer, and congratulated 
himself that the reality was six feet higher than this dream. 

Master Coquenard did not carry his genealogical investiga- 
tions any further ; but, withdrawing his anxious eyes from 
the chest, and fixing them on Porthos, he contented himself 
with saying,— 

‘ Our cousin will do us the favour of dining with us once 
before his departure for the campaign, will he not, Madame 
Coquenard ? ” 

This time Porthos received the blow full in his stomach, 
and felt it. It appeared, likewise, that Madame Coquenard 
was not insensible to it, for she added, — 

“My cousin will not return if he finds that we ill-treat 
him ; but, on the other hand, he has too little time to pass 
in Paris, and consequently to see us, for us not to entreat 
him for every moment he can spare us before he goes.”’ 

‘Oh, my legs! my poor legs! where are you ?” mur- 
mured Coquenard. 

And he endeavoured to smile. 

This aid, received by Porthos at the moment when he 
was attacked in his gastronomic hopes, inspired in him great 
gratitude toward his procureuse. 

The hour of dinner soon arrived. They passed into the 
dining-room, a large dark apartment facing the kitchen. 

The clerks, who apparently had smelt unusual perfumes 
in the house, displayed military punctuality, and stood with 
their stools in their hands, quite ready to sit down. Their 
jaws could be seen moving, in anticipation, with fearful 
threatenings. 

“Ve gods!” thought Porthos, casting a glance at the 
three hungry clerks, for the errand boy, as you may easily 
imagine, was not admitted to the honours of the master’s 
table—‘‘ ye gods! In my cousin’s place, I would not keep 
such gluttons! They look like shipwrecked sailors who 
have had nothing to eat for six weeks.” 

Master Coquenard entered, pushed along in his roller 
chair by Madame Coquenard. Porthos helped her in getting 
her husband up to the table. 

He had scarcely got into the room when he began to 
move his nose and his jaws after the example of his clerks. 

“Oh, ho!” said he; “here is a soup that is rather 
inviting ! ” 

‘“ What the devil can they smell so extraordinary in this 
soup ?”’ said Porthos at the sight of a pale, abundant, 
but perfectly clear bouillon, on the surface of which swam 
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a rs crusts, as widely scattered as the islands of an archi- 
pelago. 

Madame Coquenard smiled, and on a sign from her every 
one eagerly sat down. 

Master Coquenard was first served, then Porthos. After- 
wards Madame Coquenard filled her own plate, and dis- 
tributed the crusts without bouillon to the impatient clerks. 

At this moment the dining-room door opened of itself 
with a creak, and through the crack Porthos perceived the 
little clerk, who, not being allowed to partake of the feast, 
was eating his bread in the double odour of the kitchen 
and the dining-room. 

After the soup the maid brought in a boiled fowl, a piece 
of magnificence which caused the eyes of all to open so 
wide that they seemed ready to burst. 

‘ It is evident you love your family, Madame Coquenard,” 
said the solicitor, with a smile that was almost tragic ; 
“you are certainly treating your cousin very handsomely !”’ 

The poor fowl was thin, and covered with one of those 
thick, bristly skins which the bones cannot make their way 
through, in spite of all their efforts. They must have 
sought for the fowl a long time before finding it on the 
perch, to which it had retired to die of old age. 

“The devil!” thought Porthos; ‘this is very painful. 
I respect old age, but I don’t think much of it boiled or 
roasted.” 

And he looked round to see whether anybody shared his 
Opinion ; but, on the contrary, he saw nothing but eager 
eyes devouring, in anticipation, that sublime fowl, the 
object of his contempt. 

Madame Coquenard drew the dish toward her, skilfully 
detached the two great black feet, which she placed on 
her husband’s plate; cut off the neck, which, with the 
head, she put aside for herself ; took off the wing for Porthos, 
and then returned the bird otherwise intact to the servant 
who had just brought it in; and thus it disappeared before 
the musketeer had time to examine the variations which 
disappointment produces on faces, according to the char- 
acters and temperaments of those who experience it. 

In place of the fowl appeared a dish of beans, an enormous 
dish, where some mutton bones, which at first sight might be 
supposed to be accompanied by meat, pretended to show 
themselves. 

But the clerks were not the dupes of this deceit, and their 
lugubrious looks spoke of settled resignation. 
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Madame Coquenard distributed this dish to the young 
men with a good housewife’s moderation. 

The time for the wine came. Master Coquenard poured, 
from a very small stone bottle, the third of a glass to each 
of the young men, served himself in about the same pro- 
portion, and passed the bottle to Porthos and Madame 
Coquenard. 

The young men filled up their third of a glass with water ; 
then, when they had drunk half the glass, they filled it up 
again, and thus they kept doing. By the end of the repast, 
they were swallowing a drink which from the colour of a 
ruby had passed to that of a pale topaz. 

Porthos ate his wing of the fowl very timidly, and shud- 
dered when he felt under the table the procureuse’s knee 
coming in search of his. He also drank half a glass of this 
sparingly served wine, and found it to be nothing but that 
horrible raw vintage of Montreuil, the terror of all practised 
palates. 

Master Coquenard saw him swallowing this wine un- 
diluted, and sighed deeply. 

“Will you eat any of these beans, Cousin Porthos ? ” 
asked Madame Coquenard, in that tone which says, ‘‘ Take 
my advice; don’t touch them.” 

“Devil take me if I taste one of them!” murmured 
Porthos. Then aloud,— 

“No, thank you, my dear cousin; I am no longer hungry.” 

A general silence prevailed. Porthos knew not what to 
make of it. The solicitor repeated several times,— 

‘Ah, Madame Coquenard ! I give you my compliments. 
Your dinner has been a real feast. Lord, how well I have 
eaten ! ” 

Master Coquenard had eaten his soup, the black feet of 
the fowl, and the only mutton bone on which there was the 
least appearance of meat. 

Porthos fancied that he was being hoaxed, and began to 
twirl his moustache and scowl; but Madame Coquenard’s 
knee came, and gently advised him to be patient. 

The silence and the interruption in serving, though un- 
intelligible to Porthos, had a terrible meaning for the 
clerks. On a look from the solicitor, accompanied by a 
smile from Madame Coquenard, they slowly arose from 
table, folded their napkins more slowly still, bowed, and 
retired. 

“Go, young men; go and promote digestion by working,” 
said the solicitor gravely. | 
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After the clerks had gone Madame Coquenard rose and 
took from a sideboard a piece of cheese, some preserved 
quinces, and a cake which she herself had made of almonds 
and honey. 

Master Coquenard frowned because there were too many 
good things. Porthos looked to see if the dish of beans was 
still on the table ; the dish of beans had disappeared. 

“A positive feast!” cried Master Coquenard, squirming 
in his chair—‘“‘a real feast, epule epularum. Lucullus 
dining at Lucullus’s.”’ 

Porthos looked at the bottle, which was near him, and 
hoped that with wine, bread, and cheese he might make a 
dinner ; but the wine was out, the bottle was empty. Mas- 
ter and Madame Coquenard did not seem to notice it. 

“This is fine!” said Porthos to himself; ‘I am neatly 
caught!” 

He passed his tongue over a small spoonful of preserves, 
and stuck his teeth into Madame Coquenard’s sticky pastry. 

““Now,” said he, ‘‘ the sacrifice is consummated! Ah! 
if I had not the hope of having a peep with Madame Coque- 
nard into her husband’s strong-box !” 

Master Coquenard, after the luxuries of such a repast, 
which he called an excess, felt the need of a siesta. Porthos 
began to hope that he would take it sitting where he was. 
But the solicitor would listen to nothing; he insisted on 
being taken to his chamber, and was not satisfied till he 
was close to his chest, on the edge of which, for still 
greater precaution, he placed his feet. 

The procureuse took Porthos into an adjoining chamber, 
and they began to lay the foundations of their reconciliation. 

“You may come and dine three times a week,” said 
Madame Coquenard. __ 

“No, thank you, madame!” said Porthos; “I don’t like 
to take advantage. Besides, I must think of my equipment.” 

‘ True,” said the solicitor’s wife, groaning—‘“‘that un- 
fortunate equipment ! ” 

‘ Alas, yes,” said Porthos, “‘ that’s the trouble!” 

“But what, pray, does the equipment of your corps 
consist of, Monsieur Porthos ? ”? 

“Oh, many things!” said Porthos. “The musketeers, 
as you know, are picked soldiers, and they require a quantity 
of things that are useless to the guards or the Swiss.” 

‘“ But mention them to me, one by one.” 

“Why, they may amount to ” said Porthos, who 
preferred discussing the total to taking them in detail. 
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The procureuse waited tremblingly. 

“How much?” said she. ‘‘I hope it does not ex- 
ceed iH 

She stopped ; speech failed her. 

‘Oh no,” said Porthos, ‘it does not exceed twenty-five 
hundred livres. I think that, with economy, I could 
manage it even with two thousand livres.” 

“Heavens ! two thousand livres!” cried she. ‘‘ Why, 
that is a fortune ! ” | 

Porthos made a most significant grimace ; Madame Coque- 
nard understood it. 

‘I wished to know the details,”’ said she, “‘ because, as I 
have many relatives and much experience in business, I 
should be almost sure of getting things at a hundred per 
cent. less than you could get them yourself.” 

“Ah, ha!” said Porthos, ‘‘is that what you meant ? ” 

“Yes, my dear Monsieur Porthos. ‘Thus, for instance, in 
the first place, don’t you want a horse ?” 

“Yes, I want a horse.” 

“Well, then, I can just suit you.” 

“ Ah!” said Porthos, brightening, “‘ that’s well as regards 
my horse; but I must have the trappings complete, and 
these are composed of things that only a musketeer can 
purchase. They wouldn’t amount to more than three 
hundred livres, however.”’ 

“Three hundred livres! Then put down three hundred 
livres,”’ said the procureuse, with a sigh. 

Porthos smiled. It may be remembered that he still had 
the saddle that came from Buckingham. These three 
hundred livres, then, he reckoned upon putting slyly into 
his pocket. 

‘“ Then,” continued he, “ there is my lackey’s horse and 
my valise. I need not trouble you about my arms; I have 
them.” 

‘A horse for your lackey ?’’ resumed the solicitor’s wife 
hesitatingly ; ‘‘ you do things in a very noble style, my dear.” 

‘Well, madame,” said Porthos haughtily, “‘do you take 
me for a peasant ?”’ 

“No, no; I only thought that a pretty mule made some- 
times as good an appearance as a horse, and it seemed to 
me that by getting you a pretty mule for Mousqueton——” 

“Well, agreed for a pretty mule,” said Porthos. ‘“ You 
are right; I have seen very great Spanish nobles, whose 
whole suite were mounted on mules. But then you under- 
stand, Madame Coquenard, a mule with tassels and bells.” . 
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“Very well,” said the solicitor’s wife. 

“Then there remains my valise.” 

“Oh, don’t let that disturb you,” cried Madame Coque- 
nard. “My husband has five or six valises; you shall 
choose the best. There is one in particular which he him- 
self selects whenever he travels. It’s large enough to hold 
everything.” 

“The valise is empty, I suppose?” asked Porthos 
naively. 

“Certainly it is empty,” naively replied the procureuse. 

“ Ah! but the valise I want,”’ cried Porthos, ‘ is one well 
filled, my dear.” 

Madame Coquenard sighed again. Molière had not as yet 
written that famous scene in “ L’Avare.’’ Madame Coque- 
nard therefore really anticipated Harpagon. 

In short, the rest of the outfit was likewise debated in 
detail; and the result of the session was that Madame 
Coquenard agreed to give eight hundred livres in money, 
and to furnish the horse and mule that were to have the 
honour of carrying Porthos and Mousqueton to glory. 

These conditions being settled, Porthos took leave of 
Madame Coquenard. The latter tried to detain him by 
casting tender glances at him, but Porthos urged the 
demands of duty, and the procureuse was obliged to give 
way to the king. 

The musketeer returned home atrociously hungry and in 
very ill-humour. 


» 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 
MAID AND MISTRESS. 


MEANTIME, in spite of the warnings of his conscience and 
the wise counsels of Athos, D’Artagnan hour by hour grew 
more and more deeply in love with milady. So the venture- 
some Gascon paid court to her every day, and he was con- 
vinced that sooner or later she could not fail to respond. 
One day when he arrived with his head in the air and as 
light at heart as a man who is expecting a shower of gold, 
he found the maid at the gateway of the hotel. But this 
time the pretty Kitty was not satisfied with merely touch- 
ing him as he passed ; she took him gently by the hand. 

: “Good!” thought D’Artagnan ; ‘she is charged with 
some message to me from her mistress. She is about to 
appoint a meeting which she probably has not the. courage 
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to speak of.” And he looked down at the pretty girl with 
the most triumphant air imaginable. 

‘ I should like to speak a few words with you, Chevalier,” 
stammered the maid. 

‘Speak, my dear, speak,” said D’Artagnan; “I am 
all attention.” 

“Here ? That’s impossible. What I have to say is too 
long, and, still more, too secret.” 

‘ Well, what is to be done ? ” 

“Tf you will follow me ?”’ said Kitty timidly. 

“* Wherever you please.” 

“Come, then.’ 

And Kitty, who had not let go D’Artagnan’s hand, led 
him up a little dark, winding staircase, and, after ascending 
about fifteen steps, opened a door. 

‘Come in here, Chevalier,” said she; ‘‘ here we shall be 
alone, and can talk.’’ 

‘ And whose chamber is this, my pretty friend ? ”’ 

“Tt is mine, Chevalier. It communicates with my mis- 
tress’s by that door. But you need not fear ; she will not 
hear what we say; she never goes to bed before mid- 
night.” 

D’Artagnan glanced around him. The little apartment 
was charmingly tasteful and neat. But in spite of himself 
his eyes were directed to the door which Kitty said led to 
milady’s chamber. 

Kitty guessed what was passing in the young man’s mind, 
and sighed. 

““You love my mistress, then, very dearly, Chevalier ?”’ 
said she. 

“Oh, more than I can say, Kitty! I am madly in love 
with her!” 

Kitty sighed again. 

“* Alas, sir,” said she, “‘ that is a great pity.” 

“What the devil do you see so pitiable in it ?”’ said 
D’Artagnan. 

‘Because, sir,” replied Kitty, ‘my mistress does not 
love you at all.” 

“Hah!” said D’Artagnan ; ‘ can she have charged you 
to tell me so ? ” 

‘Oh no, sir. Out of the regard I have for you I have 
taken on myself to tell you so.” 

“Tam much obliged, my dear Kitty, but for the intention 
only—for the iniormation, you must agree, is not very 
pleasant.” 
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‘That is to say, you don’t believe what I have told you, 
do you?” 

We always have some difficulty in believing such 
things, if only from self-love.”’ 

‘ Then you don’t believe me ? ” 

‘Why, I confess that unless you give me some proof of 
what you advance——” 

‘ What do you say to this ?” 

And Kitty drew a little note from her bosom. 

: ‘“ For me?” said D’Artagnan, snatching the letter from 
er. 

‘No; for another.” 

“For another ? ” 

«6 Ves.”? 

“ His name! his name!” cried D’Artagnan. 

‘ Read the address.” 

“The Comte de Wardes.” 

The remembrance of the scene at St. Germain presented 
itself to the mind of the presumptuous Gascon. As quick 
as thought he tore open the letter, in spite of the cry which 
Kitty uttered on seeing what he was going to do, or rather 
what he was doing. 

“Oh, good Lord! Chevalier,” said she, ‘‘ what are you 
doing ?” 

‘I 2?” said D’Artagnan; ‘ nothing.” And he read,— 


“You have not answered my first note. Are you indis- 
posed, or have you forgot the glances you gave me at 
Madame de Guise’s ball ? You have an opportunity now, 
Count ; do not allow it to escape.” 


D’Artagnan became very pale. 

“Poor dear Monsieur d’Artagnan!” said Kitty, in a 
voice full of compassion, and pressing the young man’s 
hand again. 

“ You pity me, my kind little creature ?”’ said D’Artagnan. 

«That I do, and with all my heart, for I know what it is 
to be in love.” 

“You know what it is to be in love ?”’ said D’Artagnan, 
looking at her for the first time with some attention. 

“ Alas, yes.” 

‘ Well, then, instead of pitying me you would do much 
better to assist me in wreaking my revenge on your mis- 
tress.”’ 

“And what sort of revenge would you take ?” 
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. “I would triumph over her, and supplant my rival.” 
+ “JT will never help you in that, Chevalier,” said Kitty 
warmly. 

“ Why not ?” 

‘For two reasons.” 

‘ What are they ? ” 

“The first is, that my mistress will never love you.” 

“How do you know that ?” 

“You have offended her to the very heart.” | 

‘I? In what can I have offended her—I who, ever 
since I have known her, have lived at her feet like a slave ? 
Speak, I beg of you ! ” 

“T would never confess that except to the man who 
should read to the bottom of my soul!’ 

D’Artagnan looked at Kitty for the second time. The 
young girl possessed a freshness and beauty which many 
duchesses would have purchased with their coronets. 

‘“ Kitty,” said he, ‘I will read to the bottom of your soul 
whenever you like. Don’t let that disturb you.” 

And he gave her a kiss, at which the poor girl became as 
red as a cherry. 

‘Oh no,” cried Kitty, “ you love me not ; you love my 
mistress ; you told me so only just now.’ 

“And does that hinder you from telling me the second 
reason ?”’ 

‘The second reason, Chevalier,” replied Kitty, em- 
boldened by the kiss in the first place, and still further by 
the expression in the young man’s eyes, “‘is, that in love, 
every one for herself ! ”’ 

Then only D’Artagnan remembered Kitty’s languishing 
glances and stifled sigh ; how she constantly met him in 
the antechamber, in the corridor, or on the stairs; how 
she touched him with her hand every time she methim. But 
absorbed by his desire to please the great lady, he had dis- 
dained the maid. He who hunts the eagle heeds not the 
Sparrow. 

But this time our Gascon saw at a glance all the advan- 
tage that he might derive from the love which Kitty had 
just confessed so naïvely, or so boldly—the interception 
of letters addressed to the Comte de Wardes, bits of secret 
information, entrance at all hours into Kitty’s chamber, 
which was near her mistress’s. The perfidious fellow, as 
may be seen, was already sacrificing in idea the poor ‘girl 
to obtain milady willingly or by force. 

“Well, my dear Kitty,” said he to the young girl, “da 
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yor want me to give you a proof of that love of which you 
doubt ? ” 

“What love ?”’ asked the girl. 

“Of that which I am ready to feel for you.” 

‘ And what proof is that ? ” 

“Do you want me to spend with you this evening the 
time I generally spend with your mistress ? ”’ 

' a Oh yes!” said Kitty, clapping her hands, “indeed 

On? 

‘“ Well, then, my dear girl,” said D’Artagnan, establish- 
ing himself in an armchair, ‘‘ come here and let me tell you 
that you are the prettiest maid I ever saw.” 

And he told her so much, and so well, that the poor girl, 
who asked nothing better than to believe him, believed him. 
Nevertheless, to D’Artagnan’s great astonishment, the pretty 
Kitty defended herself with considerable resolution. 

Time passes very rapidly in attacks and repulses. 

Twelve o’clock struck, and almost at the same time the 
bell was rung in milady’s chamber. 

“Great Heavens!” cried Kitty, “there is my mistress 
calling me! Go, go quick!” 

D’Artagnan rose, took his hat as if it had been his in- 
tention to obey ; then quickly opening the door of a large 
wardrobe, instead of the door of the staircase, he crouched 
down in the midst of milady’s robes and dressing-gowns. 

‘ What are you doing ? ” cried Kitty. 

D’Artagnan, who had secured the key, locked himself into 
the wardrobe without replying. 

“Well,” cried milady, in a sharp voice, “‘ are you asleep, 
that you don’t answer when I ring ? ” 

And D’Artagnan heard the communicating door opened 
violently. 

“Here I am, milady, here I am!” cried Kitty, spring- 
ing forward to meet her mistress. 

Both went into the bedroom, and as the door remained 
open, D’Artagnan could hear milady for some time scolding 
her maid. Then at last she grew cooler, and the conversa- 
tion turned upon him while Kitty was assisting her mistress 
to undress. 

‘ Well,” said milady, “‘I have not seen our Gascon this 
evening.” 

‘What, milady! has he not been here?” said Kitty. 
seen he be inconstant before having been made 

appy ?” 
- “Oh no; he must have been prevented by M. de Tré- 
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ville or M. des Essarts. I understand my game, Kitty. I 
have him safe.” 

“What are you going to do with him, madame ?” 

“Do with him? O Kitty, there is something between 
that man and me that he is quite ignorant of. He very 
nearly made me lose my credit with his Eminence. Oh, I 
will be revenged for that!” 

‘I thought you loved him.” 

“Love him? I detest him—a fool, who held Lord 
Winter’s life in his hands and did not kill him, so that I 
missed three hundred thousand livres a year!” 

“That’s true,” said Kitty; ‘your son was his uncle’s 
only heir, and until his coming of age you would have had 
the enjoyment of his fortune.” 

D’Artagnan shuddered to his very marrow at hearing 
this gentle creature reproach him in that sharp voice, which 
she took such pains to conceal in conversation, for not having 
killed a man whom he had seen load her with kindnesses. 

“ Therefore,’ continued milady, ‘‘ I should long ago have 
had my revenge on him, if the cardinal—I don’t know why— 
had not requested me to treat him kindly.” 

“Oh yes; but you have not treated very kindly the 
little woman he was so fond of.” 

‘What! the mercer’s wife of the Rue des Fossoyeurs ? 
Has he not already forgotten she ever existed ? Fine venge- 
ance that, ’pon my word!” 

A cold sweat broke from D’Artagnan’s brow. This 
woman was a monster ! 

He resumed his listening, but unfortunately the toilet 
was completed. 

“That will do,” said milady. ‘‘ Go into your own room, 
and to-morrow try again to get for me an answer to the 
letter I gave you.” 

“For M. de Wardes ? ” said Kitty. 

“To be sure ; for M. de Wardes.”’ 

“He is a man,” said Kitty, ‘ who appears to be quite 
different from that poor M. d’Artagnan.” 

‘Go to bed, miss,” said milady; “I don’t like com- 
ments.” 

D’Artagnan heard the door close, then the noise of two 
bolts by which milady fastened herself in. Kitty on her 
side, as softly as possible, turned the key of the lock, and 
then D’Artagnan opened the closet door. 

““O Heavens !”’ said Kitty, in a low voice, “‘ what is the 
matter with you? How pale you are!” | 
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“The abominable creature !’’ murmured D’Artagnan. 

“Silence, silence! do go!” said Kitty. ‘‘ There is 
nothing but a thin partition between my chamber and 
milady’s; every word spoken in one can be heard in the 
other.” 

“ That's just the reason I won't go,” said D’Artagnan. 

“What!” said Kitty, blushing. 

“Or, at least, I will go—later.” 

And he drew Kitty to him. There was no way to resist— 
resistance makes so much noise. Therefore Kitty yielded. 
This was an impulse of vengeance on milady. D’Artagnan 
realized the truth of the saying that vengeance is the delight 
of the gods. Therefore, with a little natural affection, he 
might have been satisfied with this new conquest; but 
D’Artagnan knew only ambition and pride. 

However, it must be said to his praise that the first use he 
made of his influence over Kitty was to try to learn from 
her what had become of Madame Bonacieux ; but the poor 
girl swore on the crucifix to D’Artagnan that she was entirely 
ignorant in regard to that, her mistress never letting her 
know half her secrets. Only she believed she could say she 
was not dead. 

Kitty knew no more about the cause which had almost 
made milady lose the cardinal’s confidence ; but this time 
D’Artagnan was better informed than she was. As he had 
seen milady on board an embargoed vessel at the moment 
he was leaving England, he had no doubt that it was on 
account of the studs. 

_ But what was clearest in all this was, that milady’s true 
hatred, her deep hatred, her inveterate hatred, arose from 
his not haying killed her brother-in-law. 

D’Artagnan came the next day to milady’s. Asshe wasin 
a very ill humour, he suspected that the lack of an answer 
from M. de Wardes provoked her to be so. Kitty came in, 
but milady was very cross with her. She glanced at 
D’Artagnan, as much as to say, “ See how I suffer on your 
account ! ” 

Toward the end of the evening, however, the beautiful 
lioness became milder. She smilingly listened to D’Artag- 
nan’s soft speeches ; she even gave him her hand to kiss, 

When D’Artagnan took his departure he scarcely knew 
what to think; but as he was a youth not easily carried 
away by his emotions, even while he was continuing to 
Boy ae to milady he framed a little plan. 

e found Kitty at the gate, and, as on the evening before, 
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went up to her chamber. Kitty had been severely scolded; 
she was charged with negligence. Milady could not at:all 
understand the Comte de Wardes’s silence, and she ordered 
Kitty to come at nine o’clock in the morning to take a third 
letter to him. 

D’Artagnan made Kitty promise to bring him that letter 
on the following morning. The poor girl promised all her 
lover desired ; she was madly in love. 

Everything occurred as it had the night before. D’Artag- 
nan concealed himself in his wardrobe, milady called, un- 
dressed, sent Kitty away, and shut the door. As before, 
D’Artagnan returned home at five o’clock in the morning. . 

At eleven o’clock he saw Kitty coming ; she held in her 
hand a fresh note from milady. This time the poor girl did 
not even hesitate at giving up the note to D’Artagnan. 
She let him do as he pleased. She belonged, body and soul, 
to her handsome soldier. 

D’Artagnan opened the letter, and read as follows :— 


“This is the third time I have written to you to tell you 
that I love you. Beware lest I write to you a fourth time 
to tell you that I detest you. 

“Tf you repent of the manner in which you have treated 
me, the young girl who brings you this note will tell you how 
a gentleman may obtain his pardon.” 


D’Artagnan coloured and grew pale several times as he 
read this note. 

“Oh, you love her still,’ said Kitty, who had not for an 
instant taken her eyes off the young man’s face. 

‘No, Kitty, you are mistaken ; I do not love her, but I 
wish to revenge myself for her contempt of me.” 

“Oh yes, I know your vengeance! You told me!” 

‘“ What difference does it make to you, Kitty? You know 
I love only you.” 

“ How can I be sure of that ?” 

“By the contempt I will cast on her.” 

D’Artagnan took a pen and wrote,— 


‘MaDAME,—Until the present moment I could not 
believe that your two first letters were addressed to me, 
so unworthy did I feel myself of such an honour ; besides, 
I was so seriously indisposed that I should, in any case, 
have hesitated to reply to them. 

“ But now I must believe in the excess of your kindness, 
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ince not only your letter but your servant assures me that 
have the good fortune to be loved by you. 

‘She has no occasion to teach me the way in which a 
entleman may obtain his pardon. I will come and ask 
nine at eleven o’clock this evening. 

“To delay it a single day would be, in my eyes, now to 
ommit a fresh offence. 

“He whom you have rendered the happiest of men, 

““COMTE DE WARDES.” 


This note was in the first place a forgery ; it was likewise 
n indelicate thing to do. It was even, according to our 
resent morals, something like an infamous action ; but at 
hat period people were not so scrupulous. Besides, D’Ar- 
agnan, from her own admission, knew milady to be treach- 
rous in matters of more importance, and he felt no great 
espect for her. 

D’Artagnan’s plan was very simple. By Kitty’s chamber 
e could gain her mistress’s. He would take advantage of 
he first moment of surprise, shame, and terror to triumph 
ver her. He might fail, but something must be left to 
hance. 

The campaign was to open in a week, and he would be 
ompelled to leave Paris. D’Artagnan had no time for a 
rolonged love-making. 

‘ There !”’ said the young man, handing Kitty the letter 
ealed and addressed ; ‘‘ give this note to milady. It is the 
omte de Wardes’s reply.” 

Poor Kitty turned deathly pale : she suspected what the 
etter contained. 

“ Listen, my dear girl!’ said D’Artagnan ; “‘ you under- 
tand that all this must end in one way or another. Milady 
nay discover that you gave the first note to my lackey 
nstead of the count’s ; that I opened the others which should 
ave been opened by M. de Wardes. Milady will then turn 
ou off, and you know she is not a woman to let her venge- 
nce stop there.” 

“ Alas!” cried Kitty, ‘‘ for whom have I exposed myself 
o all this ? ” 

“For me, as I well know, my sweet girl,” said D’Artag- 
an. ‘ But I swear to you I am very grateful.” 

“ But what does your note say ?”’ 

“‘ Milady will tell you.” 

“Ah, you do not love me,” cried Kitty, “and I am 
rery wretched.” 
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To such a reproach there is one answer that alway 

eceives women. D’Artagnan replied in a way that le 
Kitty entirely convinced. Yet she wept a great de: 
before she could make up her mind to give the letter 1 
milady. But at last she decided to do so, and that was a 
that D’Artagnan wanted. 

Besides, he promised her that he would leave her mistres 
early that evening, and on coming out of the parlour woul 
go up to Kitty’s room. This promise completely console 
poor Kitty. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 
WHICH TREATS OF THE OUTFIT OF ARAMIS AND PORTHOS 


SINCE the four friends had each been outfit-hunting the 
had had no regular meeting. They dined separately whe: 
ever they happened to be, or rather wherever they mig 
find a dinner. Military duty likewise claimed its share ¢ 
the precious time that was gliding away so swiftly. 

They had agreed, however, to meet once a week about or 
o’clock at Athos’s, since he, in conformity with his vow, n 
longer crossed his threshold. 

The day that Kitty went to see D’Artagnan was the da 
for their reunion. 

Kitty had barely left him before D’Artagnan directed h 
steps toward the Rue Férou. 

He found Athos and Aramis philosophizing. Aramis we 
manifesting a decided inclination to resume the cassocl 
Athos, according to his principles, neither encouraged nc 
dissuaded him. Athos was for leaving every man to h: 
own free will. He never proffered advice, and those wh 
asked him had to ask him twice. 

‘ People, as a rule,” he said, ‘‘ ask advice only in order t 
disregard it; and if they follow it, it is only for the sake « 
having some one to blame for having given it.” 

Porthos arrived a minute after D’Artagnan. Thus th 
four friends were all assembled. 

Their four faces expressed four different feelings—Poi 
thos’s, tranquillity ; D’Artagnan’s, hope; Aramis’s, anxiety 
and Athos’s, carelessness. 

After a moment’s conversation, in which Porthos hinte 
that a lady of high rank had condescended to relieve hit 
from his embarrassment, Mousqueton entered. 

He came to request his master to come home instantly 
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yhere, he said, with a very pitiful air, his presence was 
rgently required. 

“Ts it my equipment ? ” 

“Yes and no,” replied Mousqueton. 

‘ Well, but can’t you say ? ” 

“Come, monsieur ! ” 

Porthos rose, saluted his friends, and followed Mousqueton. 

An instant after, Bazin made his appearance at the 
oor. 

“ What do you want of me, my friend ?” said Aramis, 
ith that mildness of language which was observable in 
im every time that his ideas led toward the church. 

“A man is waiting for you at home,” replied Bazin. 

“Aman! What man?” 

““A mendicant.” 

“Give him alms, Bazin, and bid him pray for a poor 
inner.” 

“ But this mendicant insists on speaking to you, and pre- 
ends that you will be very glad to see him.” 

‘Has he sent no special message for me ? ” 

“Yes. ‘If M. Aramis hesitates to come,’ he said, ‘ tell 
im I am from Tours.’ ”’ 

“From Tours!” cried Aramis. ‘A thousand pardons, 
entlemen, but no doubt this man brings me the news I 
xpected.” 

And instantly arising, he went off at a quick pace. 

Athos and D’Artagnan only remained. 

‘I believe those fellows have got what they were after. 
Vhat do you think, D’Artagnan ?”’ said Athos. 

I know that Porthos was in a fair way,” replied D’ Artag- 
an; ‘and as for Aramis, to tell the truth, I have never 
een seriously uneasy on his account. But you, my dear 
\thos—you who so generously distributed the Englishman’s 
istoles, which were yours legitimately—what are you going 
odo?” 

‘I am satisfied with having killed that knave, seeing 
hat it is holy bread to kill an Englishman. But if I had 
ocketed his pistoles, they would have weighed me down 
ike remorse.” 

“Come, my dear Athos; you have truly extraordinary 
deas !”’ 

‘Well, let that pass, let that pass! What did M. de Tré- 
ille mean, when he did me the honour to call upon me 
resterday, by saying that you associate with those sus- 
icious English whom the cardinal protects ?” 
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“That is to say, I visit an Englishwoman — the one ] 
have told you about.”’ 

‘Oh yes! the fair woman in regard to whom I gave yot 
advice, which, naturally, you took care not to adopt.” 

“T gave you my reasons. 

“ Yes ; you see your equipment in it, I think you said.” 

“Not at all! I am certain that that woman was con 
cerned in Madame Bonacieux’s abduction.” 

“Yes, and I understand ; to find one woman you make 
love to another. It is the longest road, but certainly thé 
most amusing.” 

D’Artagnan was on the point of telling Athos all, but one 
consideration restrained him. Athos was a gentleman punc: 
tilious in all points of honour, and there were in all the littl 
plans which our lover had devised with regard to milady 
certain things that he was sure would not obtain his ap: 
probation. He therefore preferred to keep silent; and a: 
Athos was the least inquisitive man on earth, D’Artagnan’s 
confidences stopped there. 

We will therefore leave the two friends, who had nothing 
very important to say to each other, and follow Aramis. 

On the news that the person who wanted to speak to him 
came from Tours, we saw with what rapidity the young mar 
followed or rather hastened ahead of Bazin: he ran without 
stopping from the Rue Férou to the Rue de Vaugirard. 

On entering, he found a man of short stature and in- 
telligent eyes, but covered with rags. 

“Did you ask for me ?”’ said the musketeer. 

“T wish to speak with Monsieur Aramis. Is that yout 
name, sir ?”’ 

“Yes. You have brought me something ?” 

“Yes, if you can show me a certain embroidered hand- 
kerchief.”” 

“Here it is,” said Aramis, taking a key from his breast, 
and opening a little ebony box inlaid with mother-of-pearl— 
“here it is—look ! ” 

if That is right,” replied the mendicant ; ‘dismiss your 
lackey.” 

In fact, Bazin, curious to know what the mendicant could 
want with his master, had kept pace with him, and arrived 
almost at the same time as he did. But his quickness was 
not of much use to him; at the mendicant’s hint, his master 
made him a sign to retire, and he had to obey. 

Bazin being gone, the mendicant cast a rapid glance 
around him, in order to be sure that nobody could either 
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ee or hear him, and opening his ragged jacket, badly held 
ogether by a leather strap, he began to rip the upper part 
f his doublet, and drew a letter from it. 

Aramis uttered a cry of joy at the sight of the seal, kissed 
he supersoription, and with almost religious respect opened 
he letter, which contained the following :— 


“ Love,—Fate wills that we should be still for some time 
eparated ; but the delightful days of youth are not lost 
eyond return. Perform your duty in camp ; I will do mine 
Isewhere. Accept what the bearer brings you; take part in 
he campaign like a true gentleman, and think of me, who 
enderly kiss your black eyes ! 

‘ Adieu! or, rather, au revoir ! ” 


The mendicant kept ripping. He drew one by one from 
ut his rags a hundred and fifty Spanish double pistoles, 
nd laid them down on the table. Then he opened the 
loor, bowed, and went out before the young man, stupefied, 
ad a chance to address a word to him. 

Aramis then re-read the letter, and perceived there was a 
ostscript. 


“ P.S.—You may welcome the bearer, who is a count and 
. grandee of Spain.” 


“Golden dreams!’ cried Aramis. ‘‘ Oh, beautiful life ! 
yes, we are young; yes, we shall yet have happy days! 
Dh, my love, my blood, my life! All, all, my adored 
nistress ! ” 

And he passionately kissed the letter, without even look- 
ng at the gold sparkling on the table. 

Bazin scratched at the door, and as Aramis had no longer 
ny reason to exclude him, he bade him come in. 

Bazin was dazed at the sight of the gold, and forgot that 
1e was coming to announce D’Artagnan, who, curious to 
«now who the mendicant was, came to Aramis’s residence 
mn leaving Athos’s. 

Now, as D’Artagnan used no ceremony with Aramis, 
when he saw that Bazin forgot to announce him, he an- 
1ounced himself. 

“The devil! my dear Aramis,” said D’Artagnan, ‘if 
hese are the prunes that are sent to you from Tours, you 
oN make my compliments to the gardener who gathers 
em,”’ . 
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“You are mistaken, my dear,” said Aramis, who was 
always discreet; “my bookseller has just sent me the price 
of that poem in one-syllable verse which I began yonder.” 

“Ah, indeed!” said D’Artagnan. ‘ Well, my dear Ara- 
mis, your bookseller is generous, that’s all I can say.” 

“How, sir ?’’ cried Bazin—‘ a poem sell so dear as that! 
It is incredible! O sir, you do everything you want; 
you may become equal to M. de Voiture and M. de Ben- 
serade. I like that. A poet is almost as good as an abbé. 
Ah, Monsieur Aramis, become a poet, I beg of you.” 

“Bazin, my friend,” said Aramis, “I believe you are 
interfering with my conversation.” 

Bazin perceived he was wrong ; he bowed and went out. 

“Ah!” said D’Artagnan, with a smile, “ you sell your 
productions at their weight in gold ; you are very fortunate, 
my friend. But take care, or else you will lose that letter 
which is peeping out from your doublet, and which comes, 
no doubt, from your bookseller likewise.” 

Aramis pushed the letter in, and buttoned up his doublet. 

““My dear D’Artagnan,” said he, ‘if you please, we will 
rejoin our friends; and since I am rich, we will to-day begin 
to dine together again, until you are rich in your turn.” 

‘“’Pon my word,” said D’Artagnan, with great pleasure, 
“it is long since we have had a good dinner together ; and 
as I have a Somewhat hazardous expedition for this evening, 
I shall not be sorry, I confess, to fortify myself with a few 
glasses of good old Burgundy.” 

“ Agreed, as to the old Burgundy ; I have no objection to 
that,” said Aramis, from whom the sight of the gold had 
removed, as by magic, his ideas of a pious retreat. 

And having put two or three double pistoles into his 
pocket to answer the needs of the moment, he locked the 
others in the ebony box inlaid with mother-of-pearl, where 
he kept the famous handkerchief which served him as @ 
talisman. 

They first went to find Athos, and he, faithful to his vow 
of not going out, took it on him to have the dinner served in 
his room. As he was perfectly acquainted with the details 
of gastronomy, D’Artagnan and Aramis had no objection 
to abandoning this important care to him. 

They were on their way to Porthos’s, when, at the corner 
of the Rue Bac, they met Mousqueton, who, with a pitiable 
air, was driving forward a mule and a horse. 

D’Artagnan uttered a cry of surprise, which was not free 
from a mixture of joy. 
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‘Ah, my yellow horse!” cried he. ‘‘ Aramis, look at 
that horse ! ” 

‘ Oh, the frightful brute ! ” said Aramis. 

“Well, my dear,” replied D’Artagnan, “that is the very 
horse on which I came to Paris.” 

“What! do you know this horse?” asked Mousqueton. 

“Tt is of an original colour,” said Aramis; ‘ I never saw 
one with such a hide in my life.” 

“TI believe you,” replied D’Artagnan; “and that was 
10w I got three crowns for him. It must have been for his 
gide, for surely the carcass is not worth eighteen livres. 

ut how did this horse come into your hands, Mousque- 
SOUPE 

“ Oh,” said the lackey, “‘ don’t speak of it, sir. It is a 
rightful trick played us by the husband of our duchess ! ” 

“ How is that, Mousqueton ?”’ 

“Why, we are looked upon with a very favourable eye 
by a lady of quality, the Duchess of But, excuse me; 
my master has commanded me to be discreet. She had 
forced us to accept, as a little keepsake, a magnificent 
Spanish jennet and an Andalusian mule, which were beau- 
tiful to look on. The husband heard of the affair; on their 
way he confiscated the two magnificent beasts which she 
was sending us, and substituted these horrible animals in 
their places.” 

“Which you are taking back to him, I suppose ?”’ said 
D’ Artagnan. 

“Exactly so!” replied Mousqueton. ‘ You may well 
believe that we cannot accept such steeds as these in ex- 
change for those which had been promised to us.” 

“No, by Jove! though I should have liked to see 
Porthos on my yellow horse. That would give me an idea 
of how I looked when I reached Paris. But don’t let us 
hinder you, Mousqueton ; go and perform your master’s 
orders. Is he at home ? ” 
~ “Yes, sir,” said Mousqueton, “ but very ugly! Goon 

And he continued his way toward the Quai des Grands 
Augustins, while the two friends went to ring the bell of the 
unfortunate Porthos. He had seen them crossing the yard, 
and he refrained from answering. So they rang in vain. 

In the meanwhile Mousqueton kept on his way, and cross- 
ing the Pont Neuf, still driving the two sorry animals before 
him, he reached the Rue aux Ours. Having arrived there, 
he fastened, according to his master’s orders, both the horse 
and the mule to the knocker of the solicitor’s door; then, 
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without bothering about their future fate, he returned to 
Porthos, and told him that his errand was done. 

In a short time the two wretched beasts, not having eaten 
anything since morning, made such a noise, by lifting the 
knocker and letting it fall again, that the solicitor ordered 
his errand-boy to go and inquire in the neighbourhood to 
whom this horse and mule belonged. 

Madame Coquenard recognized her present, and could not 
at first comprehend why it was returned ; but a visit from 
Porthos soon enlightened her. The anger which fired the 
eyes of the musketeer, in spite of his efforts to suppress it, 
terrified his sensitive mistress. In fact, Mousqueton had 
not concealed from his master that he had met D’Artagnan 
and Aramis, and that D’Artagnan had recognized in the 
yellow horse the Béarnais pony on which he had come to 
Paris, and which he had sold for three crowns. 

Porthos went away after having appointed a meeting 
with the procureuse in the cloister of St. Magloire. The 
solicitor, seeing he was going, invited him to dinner, an 
invitation which the musketeer refused with a majestic air. 
. Madame Coquenard repaired trembling to the cloister of 
St. Magloire, for she anticipated the reproaches that awaited 
her there ; but she was fascinated by Porthos’s lofty airs. 

All that a man wounded in his self-love can let fall in 
the shape of imprecations and reproaches on a woman’s 
head, Porthos let fall on the bowed head of his procureuse. 

““ Alas!’’ said she, ‘“ I did all for the best. One of our 
clients is a horse-dealer ; he owes money to the office, and 
was backward in payment. I took the mule and the horse 
for what he owed us ; he promised me two noble steeds.” 

“Well, madame,” said Porthos, “if he owed you more 
than five crowns, your horse-dealer is a thief.” 

‘ There is no harm in trying to buy things cheap, Mon- 
sieur Porthos,” said the solicitor’s wife, seeking to excuse 
herself. 

“No, madame ; but they who so earnestly try to buy 
things cheap ought to allow others to seek more generous 
friends.” 

And Porthos, turning on his heel, took a step as though to 
retire. 

‘Monsieur Porthos! Monsieur Porthos!” cried the 
solicitor’s wife, “‘ I have done wrong; I confess it. I ought 
not to have driven a bargain when the point was to equip 
a cavalier like you.” 

Porthos, without reply, retreated another step. 
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The procureuse fancied she saw him in a brilliant cloud, 
all surrounded by duchesses and marchionesses, casting 
bags of money at his feet. 

“Stop, in the name of Heaven, Monsieur Porthos!” 
cried she ; “stop, and let us talk.” 

“ Talking with you brings me misfortune,”’ said Porthos. 

“ But, tell me, what do you ask ? ” 

‘Nothing, for that amounts to the same thing as if I 
asked you for something.” 

The solicitor’s wife clung to Porthos’s arm,.and in the 
violence of her grief cried out,— 

“Monsieur Porthos, I am ignorant of all such matters. 
How should I know what a horse is ? How should I know 
what trappings are ? ” 

“You should have left it to me, then, madame, for I do 
know what they are; but you were anxious to drive a 
sharp bargain, and consequently lend at usury.” 

‘I have done wrong, Monsieur Porthos, but I will make 
reparation ; on my word of honour, I will.” 

‘ And how ?” asked the musketeer. 

“Listen! This evening Master Coquenard is going to the 
Duc de Chaulnes’s, who has sent for him. It is upon a 
consultation which will last two hours at least. Come, we 
shall be alone, and can make up our accounts.” 

“Well and good! That’s the talk, my dear!” 

“You will pardon me, then ? ” 

‘We will see,’ said Porthos majestically. 

And they separated, both saying, ‘ Till this evening.” 

‘“ The devil!” thought Porthos, as he walked away ; 
“it seems to me that I am at last getting nearer to Master 
Coquenard’s strong-box.”’ 


CHAPTER XXXV. 
AT NIGHT ALL CATS ARE GRAY. 


THE evening so impatiently awaited by Porthos and D’Ar- 
tagnan at length arrived. 

D’Artagnan, as usual, presented himself about nine o’clock 
at milady’s house. He found her in a charming humour. 
Never had she received him so kindly. Our Gascon saw 
at the first glance that his note had been delivered and was 
doing its work. 

Kitty entered, bringing some sherbet. Her mistress was 
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very pleasant to her, and greeted her with her most gracious 
smile. But, alas! the poor girl was so sad that she did not 
even notice milady’s kindness. 

D’Artagnan looked at these two women, first at one, then 
at the other, and was forced to avow to himself that Nature 
had made a mistake in their composition. To the great 
lady she had given a vile and venal soul; to the maid she 
had given the heart of a duchess. 

At ten o’clock milady began to appear uneasy. D’Artag- 
nan understood what it meant. She looked at the clock, 
got up, sat down again, and smiled at D’Artagnan as much 
as to say, ‘ You are doubtless very likable, but you would 
be charming if you would go away.” 

D’Artagnan rose and took his hat; milady gave him her 
hand to kiss. The young man felt that she pressed his hand, 
and he understood that she did so, not out of coquetry, but 
from a feeling of gratitude at his departure. 

‘She loves him devilishly,” murmured he. Then he 
went out. 

This time Kitty was not waiting for him, either in the 
anteroom, or in the corridor, or under the gateway. D’Ar- 
tagnan was obliged alone to find the staircase and the 
little chamber. Kitty was sitting down, her head hidden 
in her hands, and was weeping. 

She heard D’Artagnan enter, but did not raise her head 
at all. The young man went up to her, took her hands ; 
then she burst out into sobs. 

As D’Artagnan had supposed, milady, on receiving the 
letter, had, in the delirium of her joy, told her maid every- 
thing. Then, as a reward for the manner in which she had 
this time done her errand, she had given Kitty a purse. 

On returning to her room Kitty had flung the purse into 
a corner, where it was lying wide open, disgorging three or 
four gold coins on the carpet. 

The poor girl lifted her head at D’Artagnan’s caresses, 
He was terrified at the change in her countenance. She 
clasped her hands supplicatingly, but without venturing te 
speak a word. 

Though D’Artagnan’s heart was not at all sensitive, he 
was softened by such mute grief. But he held too tenaciously 
to his plans, and especially to this particular one, to change 
in any way the line of action he had marked out. He 
therefore allowed Kitty no hope that he would yield, but 
he represented to her his conduct as actuated by vengeance 
pure and simple. | 
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This vengeance, moreover, became all the easier because 
nilady, doubtless to hide her blushes from her lover, had 
rdered all the lights put out even in her own room, and 
VI. de Wardes was to depart before daybreak, in the darkness, 

Almost immediately they heard milady enter her chamber. 
D’Artagnan instantly glided into the wardrobe. Scarcely 
was he hidden there when the mistress’s bell rang. Kitty 
‘eplied to the summons, taking care to shut the door after 
1er. But the partition was so thin that almost all that 
was said by the two women could be heard. 

Milady appeared intoxicated with joy. She made Kitty 
‘epeat the minutest details of her pretended interview 
with De Wardes—how he had received the letter, how he 
1ad answered, what was the expression of his face, whether 
1e appeared much in love—to all of which poor Kitty, 
ybliged to keep up a brave countenance, answered in a 
stifled voice, the sad accents of which her mistress did not 
ven notice, so selfish is happiness. 

At last, as the time for the interview with the count 
irew near, milady had all the lights in her chamber ex- 
inguished. and dismissed Kitty with an injunction to intro- 
luce De Wardes the moment he arrived. 

Kitty was not kept waiting long. Scarcely had D’Artag- 
nan seen, by the keyhole of the wardrobe, that the whole 
partment was in darkness, when he sprang from his hiding- 
lace just as Kitty was closing the door. 

‘ What is that noise ? ”” asked milady. 

(My God! my God!” murmured Kitty. ‘He could 
not wait even for the hour he had himself appointed.” 

“Tt is I, the Comte de Wardes,” replied D’Artagnan in a 
whisper. 

“Well,” said milady in a trembling voice, ‘“‘ why do you 
not come in ? Count, count!’’ added she, “ you well know 
[ am waiting for you.” 

At this appeal D’Artagnan pushed Kitty gently aside and 
Jarted into the chamber. 

If a soul is ever tortured by rage and grief, it is when a 
lover receives, under a name not his own, the protestations 
of love intended for his fortunate rival. 

D’Artagnan was in a painful situation which he had not 
foreseen. Jealousy gnawed at his heart, and he suffered 
almost as much as poor Kitty, who at that very moment 
was weeping in the next room. 

“Yes, count,” said milady, in her sweetest voice, and 
pressing his hand tenderly in hers—“ yes, I am happy in 
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the love which your looks and words have expressed to me 
each time we have met. I love you also. To-morrow, to- 
morrow, I wish some pledge from you to prove to me that 
you think of me. And lest you forget me, take this ! ” 

She took a ring from her finger and put it on D’Ar- 
tagnan’s. 

D’Artagnan remembered seeing that ring on milady’s 
hand. It was a magnificent sapphire encircled by brilliants. 

His first impulse was to give it back to her, but milady 
added,— 

‘No, no; keep this ring for love of me. Besides, you dc 
me a service in accepting it,” she added, with a voice full 
of emotion, “a far greater service than you could imagine.” 

“This woman is full of mysteries,’ murmured D’Ar- 
tagnan to himself. 

' At that moment he felt ready to reveal everything. He 
opened his mouth to tell milady who he was, and with what 
revengeful purpose he had come, when she added,— 

“Poor dear angel, whom that monster of a Gascon came 
so near killing !”’ 

The monster was himself ! 

“Do you suffer still from your wounds ?” continued she. 

“Yes, a great deal,” said D’Artagnan, hardly knowing 
what to answer. 

“ Be assured,’ murmured she, “I will avenge you, and 
cruelly.” 

“Damn it!” thought D’Artagnan, “ the time for a reve: 
lation has not yet come.” 

D’Artagnan needed some time to recover from this 
short dialogue. But all the ideas of vengeance he hac 
brought had vanished completely. This woman exercised 
over him an unaccountable fascination: he hated her 
and adored her at the same moment. He had never be- 
lieved that two sentiments so opposite could ever dwell 
in the same heart, and by their union form a passion sd 
strange and almost devilish. 

But one o’clock had just struck, and they had ‘to separate. 
D’Artagnan at the moment of leaving milady felt only 4 
keen regret at departing, and in the passionate farewell 
they mutually bade each other a new interview was agreed 
upon for the following week. Poor Kitty hoped she might 
say some words to D’Artagnan when he came into het 
room; but milady herself guided him through the darkness, 
and left him only on the staircase. 

' The next morning D’Artagnan hastened to Athos’s room, 
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He had started on such a strange adventure that he wished 
to ask his advice. He told him everything. Athos 
frowned more than once. “Your milady,” said he, ‘‘ap- 
pears to me an infamous creature, but none the less you 
did wrong in deceiving her. Now you have, in one way or 
another, a terrible enemy on your hands.” 

While talking to him Athos was gazing earnestly at the 
sapphire surrounded with diamonds which had replaced on 
D’Artagnan’s finger the queen’s ring, now carefully kept 
in a jewel-case. 

“You are looking at my ring ?”’ said the Gascon, proud 
of showing off such a rich gift before his friend. 

“Yes,” said Athos; “it reminds me of a family jewel.” 

“Tt is beautiful, isn’t it ?’ said D’Artagnan. 

“ Magnificent ! ” replied Athos. ‘I did not think there 
existed two sapphires of such fine water. Did you exchange 
it for your diamond ? ” 

“No,” said D’Artagnan; “it is a gift from my beautiful 
Englishwoman, or rather from my beautiful Frenchwoman, 
for though I never have asked her, I am convinced she was 
born in France.” 

“This ring comes from milady!” cried Athos in a tone 
which revealed great emotion. 

‘ From herself. She gave it to me last night.” 

“Show me your ring, I beg of you,” said Athos. 

“Here it is,” replied D’Artagnan, drawing it from his 
finger. 

Athos examined it and grew very pale. Then he tried it 
on the ring-finger of his left hand. It fitted his finger as 
if it had been made for it. A shadow of anger and venge- 
ance passed over the nobleman’s brow, usually so calm. 

“It is impossible it can be she,” said he. ‘ How could 
that ring be in Milady Clarick’s possession ? And yet it is 
very difficult to find such an exact resemblance between 
two jewels.” 

“Do you know that ring ?”’ asked D’Artagnan. 

SAR thought I did,” said Athos; ‘ but no doubt I was 
mistaken.”’ 

And he gave it back to D’Artagnan, without ceasing, 
however, to eye te 

“Come, D’Artagnan,” said he after a moment, “take that 
ring off your finger, or turn the stone inside. It brings up 
to me such cruel memories that I could not keep cool 
enough to talk with you. Didn’t you come to ask advice 
of me? Didn’t you tell me you were in doubt what to do? 
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But stop! let me take that sapphire again. The one | 
mentioned had one of its faces scratched in consequenc 
of an accident.” 

D’Artagnan took the ring again from his finger and gav 
it to Athos. 

Athos shuddered. ‘Ha!’ said he; ‘look, isn’t i 
strange ?’’ And he showed D’Artagnan the scratches h 
remembered should be there. 

“ But from whom did you get this sapphire, Athos ?” 

“From my mother. As I tell you, it is an old famil: 
jewel, which never was to leave the family.” 

“And you—sold it ? ” asked D’Artagnan hesitatingly. 

“No,” replied Athos, with a singular smile ; ‘I gave i 
away in a night of love, as it was given to you.” 

D’Artagnan became thoughtful in his turn. He seemec 
to see in milady’s soul abysses the depths of which wer 
full of darkness and mystery. He took back the ring, bu 
put it in his pocket and not on his finger. 

“ D’Artagnan,’”’ said Athos, taking his hand, ‘‘ you knov 
I love you. If I had a son I could not love him more 
Take my advice; renounce this woman. I do not knovy 
her, but a kind of intuition tells me she is wicked, and tha 
there is something fatal about her.” 

“You are right,” said D’Artagnan. ‘ Therefore I hav 
done with her. . I confess this woman terrifies me.” 

“Will you have the courage ?”’ said Athos. 

“T shall,” replied D’Artagnan, ‘ and instantly.” 

“ Truly, my young friend, you will act rightly,” said th 
nobleman, pressing the Gascon’s hand with an almos 
paternal affection ; “and God grant that this woman, wh 
has scarcely entered into your life, may not leave a terribl 
trace in it.” 

And Athos bowed to D’Artagnan like a man who wishes i 
understood that he would not be sorry to be left alone wit! 
his thoughts. 

On reaching home D’Artagnan found Kitty waiting fo 
him. A month of fever would not have changed the poo 
girl more than that night of sleeplessness and grief. 

She was sent by her mistress to the false De Wardes 
Her mistress was mad with love, intoxicated with joy 
She wished to know when her lover would meet her again 
And poor Kitty, pale and trembling, awaited D’Artagnan’ 
reply. 

tbe had a great influence over the young man. Hi 
friend’s counsels, joined to the cries of his own heart, madi 
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1im determine, now that his pride was saved and his venge- 
nce satisfied, not to see milady again. As his reply he 
ook a pen and wrote the following letter :— 


“Do not depend upon me, madame, for the next meeting. 
Since my convalescence I have so many affairs of this kind 
on my hands that I am compelled to take them in a certain 
order. When your turn comes, I shall have the honour 
co inform you of it. I kiss your hands. 

“COMTE DE WARDES.” 


Not a word about the sapphire. The Gascon wished to 
reserve one weapon against milady ; moreover, after what 
Athos had said, should it not go to him rather than to her ? 

D’Artagnan handed the open letter to Kitty, who at 
irst was unable to comprehend it, but who became almost 
wild with joy on reading it a second time. She could 
scarcely believe her happiness. D’Artagnan was obliged 
o repeat to her orally the assurances which the letter gave 
1er in writing ; and whatever the danger might be which the 
Door girl incurred in giving this note to her mistress, con- 
sidering milady’s violent character, she nevertheless ran 
pack to the Place Royale as fast as her feet could carry her. 

The heart of the best of women is pitiless for the griefs 
of a rival. 

Milady opened the letter with eagerness equal to Kitty’s 
n, bringing it. But at the first words she read she became 
ivid. She crushed the paper in her hand, and turning 
with flashing eyes on Kitty,— 

“ What is this letter ?”’ cried she. 

““The answer to yours, madame,” replied Kitty, all in a 
tremble. 

‘ Impossible !”’ cried milady. ‘It is impossible that a 
yentleman could have written such a letter to a woman.” 

Then all at once starting up,— 

‘My God!” cried she, ‘‘ could he have——” 

And she stopped. 

She ground her teeth ; she became ashen pale. She tried 
to take a step toward the window for air, but she could only 
stretch out her arms; her legs failed her, and she sank into 
un. armchair. 

Kitty thought she was ill, and hastened to open her 
dress ; but mulady started up quickly, 

‘ What do you want ?”’ said she ; “and why do you put 
your hand on me ?” ' 
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‘I thought you were faint, milady,” answered the maid 
terrified by the frightful expression that had come on he 
mistress’s face. 

“T faint ?—I ? I? Do you take me fora weak, silly woman 
then ? When I am insulted I do not faint; I qe myself 
Do you understand ? ” 

And she made a sign for Kitty to leave the room. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
DREAM OF VENGEANCE. 


THAT evening milady gave orders that when M. d’Artagnaz 
came as usual, he should be immediately admitted. But h 
did not come. 

The next day Kitty went to see the young man again, anc 
related to him all that had passed the evening before. D’Ar 
tagnan smiled. Milady’s jealous anger was his revenge. 

That evening milady was still more impatient than on th 
preceding one. She renewed the order relative to the Gas 
con ; but, as before, she expected him in vain. 

The next morning, when Kitty presented herself at D’Ar 
tagnan’s, she was no longer joyous and alert, as she had beet 
on the two preceding days, but, on the contrary, melanchoh 
as death. 

D’Artagnan asked the poor girl what was the matter 
but her only reply was to draw a letter from her pocke 
and give it to him. 

This letter was in milady’s handwriting, only this time i 
was addressed to D’Artagnan, and not to M. de Wardes. - 

He opened it and read as follows :— ’ 


“DEAR MonsiEuR D’ARTAGNAN,—It is wrong thus t 
neglect your friends, particularly when you are about + 
leave them for such a long time. My brother-in-law ant 
myself expected you yesterday and the day before, but it 
vain. Will it be the same this evening ? 

“Your very grateful 
‘LADY CLARICK.” 


“It’s very simple,” said D’Artagnan ; ‘I was expectins 
this letter. My credit rises by the Comte de Wardes’ 
fall.” 

“ And will you go ?” asked Kitty. 
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‘Listen to me, my dear girl,” said the Gascon, who 
ought for an excuse in his own eyes for breaking. the 
>romise he had made Athos; ‘you must understand it 
vould be impolitic not to accept such a positive invitation. 
Milady, seeing that I ceased coming, would not be able to 
inderstand the interruption of my visits, and might sus- 
ect something. Who could say how far such a woman’s 
vengeance would go ?”’ 

“O Heavens!” said Kitty, “you know how to repre- 
ent things in such a way that you are always right. You 
ire going now to pay your court to her again, and if this 
ime you should succeed in pleasing her in your own name 
nd with your own face, it would be much worse than 
yefore.”’ 

Instinct caused poor Kitty to guess a part of what was 
roing to happen. D’Artagnan reassured her as well as he 
ould, and promised to remain insensible to milady’s seduc- 
ions. He desired Kitty to tell her mistress that he was 
nost grateful for her kindnesses, and that he would be 
ybedient to her orders. But he dare not write, for fear of 
1ot being able sufficiently to disguise his writing to deceive 
uch experienced eyes as milady’s. 

As nine o’clock was striking, D’Artagnan was at the 
Place Royale. It was evident that the servants waiting 
n the antechamber had been instructed, for as soon as 
)’Artagnan appeared, even before he had asked if milady 
vas at home, one of them ran to announce him. 

“Show him in,” said milady curtly, but so piercingly that 
)’Artagnan heard her from the antechamber. 

He was introduced. 

‘I am at home to nobody,” said milady—" mind, to 
1obody.”’ | 

The lackey went out. 

‘D’Artagnan looked curiously at milady. She was pale, 
ind her eyes looked red, either from tears or lack of sleep. 
fhe number of lights had been intentionally diminished, 
ut the young woman could not conceal the traces of the 
ever which had been consuming her during the last two 
lays. 

D’Artagnan approached her with his usual gallantry. 
he then made an extraordinary effort to receive him, 
ut never did a face more distressed belie a more amiable 
mile. 

To the questions which D’ ge eee put concerning her 
ealth, — 

12 


348 THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 


“ Bad!” replied she—" very bad !”’ 

“Then,” replied he, “‘my visit is ill-timed ; no doubt 
you need to rest, and I will retire.’ 

‘No, no,” said milady ; ‘on the contrary, stay, Monsieur 
d’Artagnan ; your agreeable company will divert me.” 

“Oh, ho!” thought D’Artagnan. ‘ She has never been 
so kind before. I must be on my guard.” 

Milady assumed the most friendly air possible, and 
conversed with more than her usual brilliancy. At the 
same time the fever, which for an instant had left her, 
returned to give lustre to her eyes, colour to her cheeks, 
and vermilion to her lips. D’Artagnan was again in the 
presence of the Circe who had before surrounded him with 
her enchantment. His love, which he believed to be ex- 
tinct, but which was only asleep, awoke again in his heart. 
Milady smiled, and D’Artagnan felt that he could go to 
perdition for that smile. 

There was a moment when he felt something like remorse. 

By degrees milady became more communicative. She 
asked D’Artagnan if he had a mistress. 

“Alas!” said D’Artagnan, with the most sentimental 
air he could assume, ‘can you be cruel enough to put such 
a question to me—to me who, from the moment I saw 
you, have only breathed and sighed by reason of you and 
for you ! ” 

Milady smiled with a strange smile. 

“Then you do love me ?”’ said she. 

“Have I any need to tell you so? Have you not per- 
ceived it ? ” 

“Yes ; but you know the prouder hearts are, the more 
difficult they are to be won.”’ 

“Oh, difficulties do not frighten me,” said D’ Artagnan, 
“TI shrink before nothing but impossibilities.”’ 

‘ Nothing is impossible, ” replied milady, ‘ to true love.” 

“Nothing, madame ? ” 

“ Nothing,” repeated milady. 

“The devil!” thought D’Artagnan. “Her note is 
changed. Can this fair inconstant, perchance, be going to 
fall in love with me, and be disposed to give me another 
sapphire like the one she gave me when she took me io 
De Wardes ? ” 

D'’Artagnan impetuously drew his seat nearer to milady’ 4 

‘“ Well, now,” she said, “‘let us see what you would doi 
to prove this love of which you speak.” 

“ All that could be required of me. Order; I am ready.” 
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‘“ For everything ?” 

‘ For everything,” cried D’Artagnan, who knew before- 
hand that he had not much risk in engaging himself thus. 

‘ Well, now, let us talk a little seriously,” said milady, 
drawing her armchair nearer to D’Artagnan’s chair. 

““T am ail attention, madame,”’ said he. 

Milady remained thoughtful and apparently undecided for 
a moment; then, as if appearing to have formed a resolu- 
tion, — 

‘ I have an enemy,” said she. 

“You, madame!” said D’Artagnan, affecting surprise ; 
“is it possible ? Heavens! good and beautiful as you are!” 

“A mortal enemy.” 

«6 Really ? LE] 

‘ An enemy who has insulted me so cruelly that between 
him and me it is war to the death. May I count on you as 
my ally ?” 

D’ Artagnan at once perceived what the vindictive creature 
was aiming at. 

“You may, madame,” said he, with emphasis. “My 
arm and my life are yours, as my love is.” 

“Then,” said milady, “since you are as generous as you 
are loving——” 

She paused. 

“Well ? ” demanded D’Artagnan. 

“Well,” replied milady, after a moment’s silence, “from 
now on cease to talk of impossibilities.”’ 

“Do not overwhelm me with happiness!” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan, throwing himself on his knees, and covering with 
kisses the hands which she let him keep. 

sf Avenge me of that infamous De Wardes,” said milady 
to herself, “and I shall soon know how to get rid of you, 
double fool, animated sword-blade ! ” 

“ Fall voluntarily into my arms, after having made sport 
of me with such effrontery, hypocritical, dangerous woman, 
said D’Artagnan, likewise to himself, ‘and afterwards I 
will laugh at you with the man whom you wish me to 
kill.” 

D’Artagnan lifted up his head. 

“T am ready,” said he. 

“You have understood me, then, dear Monsieur D’Ar- 
tagnan,” said milady. 

‘I could read one of your looks.” 

“ Then you would use for me that arm of yours which has 
already acquired so much renown ? ” 
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‘“ This instant ! ” 

“But,” said milady, ‘how shall I repay such a service : 
I know what lovers are : they are men who will not dc 
anything for nothing.” 

“You know the only reply that I desire,” said D’ Ares 
nan—“‘ the only one worthy of you and of mel” 

And he drew her gently to him. 

She scarcely resisted. 

‘ Selfish man ! ” cried she, smiling. 

“Ah!” cried D’Artagnan, really carried away by the 
passion this woman had the power to kindle in his heart— 
“ah! because my happiness appears so incredible to me 
and because I am always afraid of seeing it fly away from 
me like a dream, I am anxious to make a reality of it.” 

‘ Well, deserve this pretended happiness, then! ”’ 

T am at your disposal, ” said D’ Artagnan. 

** Quite certain ? ” said milady, with a last doubt. 

‘€ Only name to me the scoundrel who has brought tear: 
into your beautiful eyes! ”’ 

“Who told you that I had been weeping ? ” 

* It seemed to me——”’ 

** Such women as I am don’t weep,” said milady. 

‘So much the better. Come, tell me what his name is.” 

“Remember that his name is my whole secret.” 

“ Yet I must know his name.’ 

‘Yes, you must. See what confidence I have in you! ” 

“ You overwhelm me with joy. What is his name ? ” 

“Vou know him.” 

‘ Indeed.”’ 

ce Wiese” 

“Tt is surely not a friend of mine ?”’ replied D’Artagnan 
feigning hesitation, in order to make her believe in hi 
ignorance, 

“Tf he were a friend of yours, you would hesitate, then ? ; 
cried milady ; and a threatening glance darted from her eyes 

‘Not if it were my own brother! ” cried D’Artagnan, as 
if carried away by his enthusiasm. 

Our Gascon ran no risk in this, for he knew what he was 
doing. 

‘ I love your devotion,” said milady. 

“Alas! is that all you love i in me? ie asked D’ D agni 

‘I love you also—you ! ” said she, taking his hand. | 

And the warm pressure made D’ Artagnan tremble, as il 
the fever consuming milady communicated itself to him 
by the touch. f 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 351 


** You love me—you!”’ cried he. “Oh, if that were so, 
I should lose my reason ! ”’ 

And he folded her in his arms. She made no effort to 
avoid the kiss which he pressed upon her lips, only she did 
not return it. 

Her lips were cold; it appeared to D’Artagnan that he 
had kissed a statue. 

He was not the less intoxicated with joy, electrified by 
love. He almost believed in milady’s tenderness ; he almost 
believed in De Wardes’s crime. If De Wardes had at that 
moment been at hand, he would have killed him. 

Milady seized her opportunity. 

‘ His name is ” said she, in her turn. 

“De Wardes ; I know,” cried D’Artagnan. 

‘ And how do you know ?”’ asked milady, seizing both 
his hands, and trying to read with her eyes to the bottom 
of his heart. 

D’Artagnan felt that he had gone too far, and that he 
had made a mistake. 

“Tell me! tell me! tell me, I say!’ repeated milady; 
how do you know ? ” 

‘ How do I know ?”’ said D’Artagnan. 

LAS Yes.’ 

‘TI know, because yesterday M. de Wardes, in a parlour 
where I was, displayed a ring which he said you gave 
him.” 

“* Scoundrel ! ” cried milady. 

The epithet, as may be easily understood, resounded to 
the very bottom of D’Artagnan’s heart. 

“Well ? ” continued she. 

“Well, I will avenge you of this ‘scoundrel,’ ” replied 
D’Artagnan, giving himself the airs of Don Japhet of 
Armenia. 

“Thanks, my brave fond !”? cried milady. ‘And when 
shall I be avenged ? ” 

“ To-morrow—immediately—when you please ! ” 

Milady was about to cry out “immediately,” but she re- 
flected that such precipitation would not be very gracious 
toward D’Artagnan. 

Besides, she had a thousand precautions to take, a thou- 
sand counsels to give to her defender, in order that he might 
avoid explanations with the count before witnesses. All 
this was answered by an expression of D’Artagnan’s. 

“To-morrow,” said he, “ you will be avenged, or I shall 
be dead.” 


LE 
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‘No,’ said she, “‘ you will avenge me, but you will not b 
dead. He is a coward.” 

‘Toward women he may be, but not toward men. I know 
something of him.” 

“ But it seems you had no reason to complain of you: 
fortune in your encounter with him.” 

“Fortune is a courtesan. Though favourable yesterday 
she may turn her back to-morrow.’’: 

“Which means that now you hesitate ? ” 

“No, I do not hesitate. God forbid! But would it bc 
just to allow me to go to a possible death without havins 
given me at least something more than hope ? ” 

Milady answered by a glance which said, “‘Is that all: 
Speak, then.” And then, accompanying the glance witl 
explanatory words,— 

“ That is only too just,” said she tenderly. 

“Oh, you are an angel ! ” exclaimed the young man. 

“ Then all is agreed ? ? said she. 

“Except what I ask of you, dear love! ” 

“ But when I tell you that you may rely on my tender. 
ness ?”’ 

‘I have no to-morrow to wait for.” 

‘“ Silence! I hear my brother. It will be better that he 
should not find you here.”’ 

She rang the bell. Kitty appeared. 

“Go out this way,” said she, opening a small private door 
‘and come back at eleven o’clock ; we will then finish ow 
conversation. Kitty will conduct you to my chamber.” 

The poor girl thought she should faint at hearing thes 
words. 

‘Well, miss, what are you doing, standing there like < 
statue ? Come, show the chevalier the way; and this even 
ing at eleven o’clock—you understand ! ” 

‘It seems her appointments are all made for elever 
o'clock,” thought D’Artagnan. “ That’s a fixed habit.” 

Milady held out her hand to him, and he kissed it tenderly 

‘ There, now,’ said he, as he withdrew, scarcely heedin:; 
Kitty’s reproaches—‘“‘ there, I must not play the fool. Thi: 
woman is certainly very bad. I must be on my guard.” 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 
MILADY’S SECRET, 


D’ARTAGNAN left the hôtel instead of going up at once to 
Kitty’s chamber, as she tried to persuade him to do, and 
for this he had two reasons: the first, because in this way 
he avoided reproaches, recriminations, and entreaties ; the 
second, because he was not sorry to have an opportunity 
to read his own thoughts, and, if possible, to fathom this 
woman’s. 

The most palpable thing was that D’Artagnan loved milady 
like a madman, and that she did not love him the least in the 
world. For an instant D’Artagnan realized that the best 
thing for him to do would be to go home and write milady 
a long letter, in which he would confess to her that he and 
De Wardes were, up to the present moment, the same, and 
that consequently he could not undertake to kill De Wardes 
without committing suicide. But he also was spurred on 
by a ferocious desire of revenge. He wished to master this 
woman in his own name; and as such a revenge seemed to 
him to have a certain sweetness in it, he could not make up 
his mind to renounce it. 

He walked six or seven times round the Place Royale, 
turning every ten steps to look at the light in milady’s apart- 
ment, which was to be seen through the blinds. It was evi- 
dent that this time the young woman was not in such haste 
to retire to her bedroom as she had been the first. 

At length the light disappeared. 

With this light was extinguished the last irresolution in 
D’Artagnan’s heart. He recalled to his mind the details of 
the first night, and with beating heart and brain on fire he 
re-entered the hôtel and rushed up to Kitty’s chamber. 

The young girl, pale as death, and trembling in all her 
fmbs, wished to delay her lover; but milady, listening in- 
tently, had heard the noise made by D’Artagnan, and 
ppening the door,— 

‘ Come,” said she. 

All this showed such incredible lack of discretion, such 
monstrous audacity, that D’Artagnan could scarcely believe 
his eyes or hisears. He imagined himself drawn into one of 
those fantastic intrigues which we meet with in our dreams. 

He, however, darted none the less quickly toward milady, 
yielding to that magnetic attraction which the lodestone 
>xercises Over iron. 
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The door closed after them. 

Kitty rushed toward it. 

Jealousy, fury, offended pride, all the passions, in short 
that wrangle for the heart of a woman in love, impelled he: 
to make a revelation; but she was lost if she confessec 
having aided in such a plot, and above all, D’Artagnar 
would also be lost to her for ever. This thought of love 
counselled her to make this last sacrifice. 

D’Artagnan, on his part, had gained the height of all ie 
desires: a rival was no longer beloved in him; it was him 
self who was apparently beloved. To be sure, a secret voice 
at the bottom of his heart whispered to him that he wa: 
only an instrument of her revenge, that she would cares: 
him only until he should inflict death. But pride, but self. 
love, but madness silenced this voice, stifled its whisper 
And then our Gascon, with the amount of conceit we know 
he possessed, compared himself with De Wardes, and askec 
why, after all, he also should not be loved for his owz 
qualities. 

He there gave himself up to the sensations of the moment 
Milady was no longer, for him, a woman of fatal designs 
who had for a moment terrified him. She was an ardent 
passionate mistress, abandoning herself entirely to a love 
she really seemed to feel. 

Some two hours thus glided away. But the transports o 
the two lovers moderated. Milady, not having the sam« 
motives that D’Artagnan had for forgetfulness, was th 
first to return to reality. She asked the young man if the 
measures destined to bring about a meeting between hin 
and De Wardes the next day were already clear in hi: 
mind. 

But D’Artagnan, whose ideas had taken quite anothe! 
direction, forgot himself like a fool, and gallantly repliec 
that it was rather late to think of duels and sword-thrusts. 

This coldness toward the only thing that really occupiec 
her thoughts alarmed milady, and her questions becam« 
more pressing. 

Then D’Artagnan, who had never had any serious though! 
of such an impossible duel, tried to turn the conversation 
but could not. Milady, with her irresistible spirit and iror 
will, kept him within the limits which she had predetermined 

D' Artagnan fancied that he was very clever in advising 
milady to pardon De Wardes, and thus renounce the furious 
projects she had formed. 

But at the first word he spoke the young woman started 
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irew away, and in a sharp, bantering tone that sounded 
trangely in the darkness, exclaimed,— 

‘ Are you afraid, dear D’Artagnan ? ”’ 

“You cannot think me so, dear love ! ” replied D’Artag- 
an. ‘But now, suppose poor Comte de Wardes should 
rove to be less guilty than you imagine him to be.” 

“At all events,”’ said milady seriously, ‘‘ he has deceived 
ne, and from the moment he deceived me he deserved 
leath.”’ 

““ He shall die, then, since you condemn him,”’ said D’Ar- 
agnan, in such a firm tone that it seemed to milady the 
-xpression of a devotion superior to every trial. 

She immediately came close to him again. 

We cannot say how long the night seemed to milady, but 
D’Artagnan imagined he had been with her scarcely two 
1ours when day began to appear at the window-blinds, and 
soon invaded the chamber with its pallid light. 

Then milady, seeing that D’Artagnan was about to quit 
ner, recalled to his mind for the last time the promise he had 
nade to avenge her on the Comte de Wardes. 

‘I am quite ready,” said D’Artagnan; ‘‘but in the first 
place, I should like to be certain of one thing.” 

“ What ? ” 

‘“ Whether you love me.” 

‘I have proved to you that I do.” 

“Yes, and so I am yours body and soul. But if you love 
ne as you say,” continued he, “ do you not feel a little 
fear on my account ? ” 

‘ What have I to fear ? ” 

“ Why, that I may be dangerously wounded—even killed.” 

“Impossible! ” cried milady ; ‘you are such a valiant 
man, and such an expert swordsman.” 

“You would not, then, prefer a means,” resumed D’Ar- 
tagnan, ‘ which would avenge you all the same, while ren- 
dering the combat useless ? ”’ 

Milady looked at her lover in silence. The wan light of 
the first rays of day gave to her clear eyes a strangely 
baneful expression. 

‘ Really,” said she, ‘“‘I believe you are now beginning to 
hesitate.” 

‘No, I do not hesitate ; but I really pity poor Comte de 
Wardes, since you have ceased to love him. And it seems 
to me that a man must be so severely punished merely by 
the loss of your love that he needs no other chastise- 
ment.” 


> 
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“Who told you that I ever loved him ?” asked milady 
sharply. 

“ Atleast, I am now at liberty to believe, without too mucl 
self-conceit, that you love some one else,” said the youns 
man in a caressing tone, “‘and I repeat that I am really 
interested for the count.” 

“You are ?”’ asked milady. 

7 Wesy Rae 

‘ And why ?” 

‘€ Because I alone know—— 

“What?” 

“That he is far from being, or rather from having been 
so guilty toward you as he seems.” 

“Indeed !”’ said milady, with a look of some anxiety 
‘Explain yourself, for I really cannot tell what you 
mean.” 

And she looked at D’Artagnan, who held her in his arms 
while his eyes seemed gradually to turn into flames. 

“Yes; I am a man of honour,” said D’Artagnan, deter 
mined to end the matter, “‘and since your love is mine, anc 
I am sure I possess it—for I do possess it, do I not ? ” 

“ Absolutely and entirely. Go on.” 

“Well, I feel as if transformed—a confession weighs oi 
my mind.” 

“A confession ! ” 

“Tf I had any doubt of your love I would not make it 
but you love me, my beautiful mistr ess, do you not? Yot 
love me 227 

“ Certainly.” 

“ Then if, through excess of love, I have rendered mysel 
culpable toward you, you will pardon me ? ” 

HiEcrhaps a 

D’Artagnan tried, with the most winning smile he coul 
put on, to touch milady’s lips, but she avoided his kiss 
It had no effect; he had alarmed milady, and she invol 
untarily turned from him. 

“ Your confession,”” said she, growing paler—“ what is thi 
confession of yours ?’ 

“You invited De Wardes on Thursday last to meet yo: 
here, in this very room, did you not A 

1? No, certainly not!” said milady, in a tone so firn 
and with a face so unconcerned that if D’ Artagnan had no 
been so absolutely certain he would have doubted. 

“Do not tell a lie, my angel | ” exclaimed, D’ Artagnan 
smiling; “‘it would do no good.” 


LE 
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“What do you mean? Speak! You frighten me to 
death ! ” 

‘Oh, reassure yourself; you are not guilty toward me, 
and I have already pardoned you.” 

“What more ? what more? ” 

“De Wardes cannot boast of anything.” 

‘‘How so? You yourself told me that my ring. ë 

‘My love, I have your ring. The Duc de Wardes of last 
Thursday and the D’Artagnan of to-night are one and the 
same person.” 

The imprudent young man expected to see surprise 
mixed with shame—a- slight storm resolving itself into 
tears. But he was strangely mistaken, and his error was 
of brief duration. 

Pale and terrible, milady started up, repulsed D’Artagnan 
with a violent blow on the chest, and leaped from the bed. 
It was then almost broad daylight. 

D’Artagnan held her back by her nightdress, of fine India 
muslin, in order to implore her pardon, but by a powerful 
and determined effort she struggied to escape. Then the 
cambric gave way, leaving her neck bare, and on one of her 
beautiful, white, round shoulders D’Artagnan, with an in- 
describable shock, recognized the fleur-de-lis, that indelible 
stamp imprinted by the executioner’s debasing hand. 

‘ Great God!” cried D’Artagnan, loosing his hold of her 

nightrobe ; and he remained on the bed, mute, motionless, 
and frozen. 
_ But milady felt herself denounced by his very terror. 
Doubtless he had seen all. The young man now knew her 
secret, her terrible secret, of which every one, except him, 
was ignorant. 

She turned on him, no longer like a furious woman, but 
like a wounded panther. 

“ Ah, wretch,” she cried, ‘you have basely betrayed 
me! And what is worse, you know my secret. You shall 
die? 

And she flew to a little marquetry casket standing on the 
toilet-table, opened it with a feverish, trembling hand, took 
out of it a small gold-handled poniard with a sharp, slender 
blade, and then half-naked flung herself on D’Artagnan with 
one bound. 

Though the young man was brave, as we have seen, he was 
terrified at her wild face, her horribly staring eyes, her pale 
cheeks, her bleeding lips. He crept over to the farther side 
of the bed as he would have done if a viper had been crawl- 


358 THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 


ing toward him, and as his hand, covered with sweat, toucher 
his sword, he drew it from the scabbard. 

But without heeding the sword, milady tried to climb o1 
the bed again so that she might stab him, nor did she desis 
till she felt the keen point at “her throat. 

She then tried to seize the blade with her hands: but D’Ar 
tagnan kept it free from her grasp, and while presenting th 
point, sometimes at her eyes, sometimes at her breast, h 
slid off the bed, designing to make his escape by the doo 
leading to Kitty’s apartment. 

Milady meantime kept rushing at him with horrible fury 
screaming in a blood-curdling manner. 

As all this, however, was like a duel, D’Artagnan soor 
began to recover himself. 

“Very well, pretty lady, very well,” said he; “but, by 
the gods, if you don’t calm yourself, I will mark you witl 
a second fleur-de-lis on one of those pretty cheeks!”  : 

“Scoundrel! scoundrel! ’? howled milady. 

But D’Artagnan, while approaching the door, kept all the 
time on the defensive. 

At the noise they made, she in overturning the furniture 
in her efforts to get at him, he in screening himself behinc 
the furniture to keep out of her reach, Kitty opened the 
door. D’Artagnan, who had constantly manceuvred to gail 
this door, was not more than three paces from it. With on 
spring he flew from milady’s chamber into the maid’s, and 
quick as lightning, shut the door, against which he leanec 
with all his weight, while Kitty bolted it. 

Then milady, with a strength far above a woman’s, at 
tempted to tear down the doorposts which kept her in he: 
room. Then, when she found she could not accomplish it 
she kept stabbing at the door with her poniard, and more 
than once drove it through the thickness of the wood. Every 
blow was accompanied by a terrible imprecation. 

“Quick, quick, Kitty ! ? said D’Artagnan, in a low voice 
as soon as the bolts were fast, ‘let me get out of the hôtel: 
for if we leave her time to turn round, she will have me 
killed by the servants ! ” { 

“But you can’t go out so,” said Kitty ; ‘‘ you have hardly 
any clothes on.”’ 

“That's true,” said D’Artagnan, then, for the first time 
taking note of the costume in which he appeared—“ that’s 
true. But dress me as well as you are able, only make 
haste. Think, my dear girl, it’s life and death ! ” 

Kitty was but too well aware of that. In a moment sh 
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muffled him up in a flowered dress, a capacious hood, and a 
cloak. She gave him some slippers, which he put on his 
naked feet, then she conducted him downstairs. It was 
time. Milady had already rung her bell, and roused the 
whole hôtel. The porter had just opened the street door 
as milady, only half-dressed, was shouting down from her 
window,— 
: Don't open the door ! ” 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 


HOW, WITHOUT INCOMMODING HIMSELF, ATHOS GOT HIS 
OUTFIT. 


THE young man made his escape while she was still threaten- 
ing him with an impotent gesture. At the moment she lost 
sight of him milady sank back fainting into her bedroom. 

D’Artagnan was so completely upset that, without con- 
sidering what would become of Kitty, he ran at full speed 
across half Paris, and did not stop till he reached Athos’s 
door. The confusion of his mind, the terror which spurred 
him on, the cries of some of the patrol who started in pursuit 
of him, and the jeers of the passers-by, who, notwithstanding 
the early hour, were going to their work, only made him run 
the faster. 

He crossed the court, ran up the two flights to Athos’s 
apartment, and knocked at the door hard enough to break 
it down. 

Grimaud, his eyes swollen with sleep, came to open for 
him. D’Artagnan darted so violently into the room that 
he nearly knocked him over. 

In spite of his habitual silence, the poor fellow this time 
found his tongue. 

‘ Helloa, there!” cried he; ‘what do you want, you 
strumpet ? What's your business here, you hussy ? ”’ 

D’Artagnan threw off his hood, and freed his hands from 
the folds of the cloak. At sight of his moustaches and 
naked sword. the poor devil perceived he had to deal with a 
man. 

He then concluded it must be an assassin. 

- “ Help! murder! help ! ” cried he. 

‘“Hold your tongue, you villain!” said the young man; 
“T am D’Artagnan. Don’t you know me? Where is 
your master ?”’ 
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‘You, Monsieur d’Artagnan!”’ cried Grimaud. ‘‘ Im- 
possible ! ” 

‘Grimaud, ’’ said Athos, coming out of his apartment in 
a dressing-gown—"" Grimaud, I believe you are permitting 
yourself to speak ? ”’ 

‘ Ah, monsieur, but——’ 

| Silencer! ES 

Grimaud contented himself with pointing at D’Artagnan. 

Athos recognized his comrade, and phlegmatic as he was, 
he burst into a laugh made quite excusable by the strange 
masquerade before his eyes—hood askew, petticoats falling 
over shoes, sleeves tucked up, and moustaches stiff with 
agitation. 

“Don’t laugh, my friend!” cried D’Artagnan; “ for 
Heaven’s sake, don’t laugh, for, on my soul, I tell you it’s 
no laughing matter ! ”’ 

And he pronounced these words with such a solemn air 
and with such genuine terror that Athos instantly seized 
his hand, crying,— 

‘ Are you wounded, my friend ? How pale you are!”’ 

“No; but I have just met with a terrible adventure! Are 
you alone, Athos ? ” 

‘“Zounds! whom do you expect to find with me at this 
hour ? ” 

‘ Well, well!” 

And D’Artagnan rushed into Athos’s chamber. 

“Come, speak ! ” said the latter, closing the door anc 
bolting it, that they might not be disturbed. % Is the king 
dead? Have you killed the cardinal? You are quite up: 
set. Come, come, tell me; I am dying with anxiety! ” 

“ Athos,” said D’Artagnan, getting rid of his female gar. 
ments and appearing in his shirt, ‘ prepare to hear an in- 
credible, an unheard-of history.” 

_ “Well, but take this dressing-gown first,” said the mus- 
keteer to his friend, 

D’Artagnan put on the dressing-gown, taking one sleeve 
for the other, so greatly was he still agitated. 

“Well ? ” said Athos. 

“‘Well,” replied D’Artagnan, bending down to Athos’s ear. 
and lowering his voice, ‘“‘ milady is marked with a fleur-de- 
lis on her shoulder | ”’ 

“Ah!” cried the musketeer, as if he had received a bal 
in his heart. 

“Come, now,” said D’Artagnan, ‘are you sure that the 
other is dead ?” 
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“ The other ?”’ said Athos, in such a stifled voice that 
D’Artagnan scarcely heard him. 

“Yes ; she of whom you told me one day at Amiens.” 

Athos uttered a groan and let his head sink into his hands. 

“ This one is a woman of from twenty-six to twenty-eigh? 
years of age.” 

“Fair,” said Athos, ‘is she not ? ” 

“fe Very.” 

““Clear, blue eyes, of a strange brilliancy, with black eyes 
lashes and eyebrows ? ” 

«€ Ves.”? 

“Tall, well-made ? She has lost a tooth, next to the eye- 
tooth on the left ? ” 

“e Yes.’’ 

‘The fleur-de-lis is small, rose-coloured, and somewhat 
ae the coat of paste applied toit ? ” 

LL es?’ 

‘ But you say she is an Englishwoman ? ” 

** She is called milady, but she may be French. Lord 
Winter is only her brother-in-law.” 
‘I will see her, D’Artagnan ! ” 

“Beware, Athos, beware. You tried to kill her: she is a 
woman to return you the same, and not to fail.” 

“She will not dare to say anything, for it would be de 
nouncing herself.” 

‘ She is capable of everything. Did you ever see her 
furious ? ”’ 

““No,”’ said Athos. 

‘A tigress! apanther! Ah, my dear Athos, I am greatly 
afraid I have drawn a terrible vengeance on both of us! ” 

D’Artagnan then told the whole story—milady’s insane 
anger and her menaces of death. 

“You are right; and ’pon my soul I would give my life 
for a hair,” said Athos. ‘‘ Fortunately, the day after to- 
morrow we leave Paris. We are going, according to all 
probability, to Rochelle ; and once gone re 

“‘ She will follow you to the end of the world, Athos, if 
she recognizes you; so let her hate be wreaked on me alone.” 

“My dear friend, of what consequence is it if she kills 
me?” said Athos. ‘Do you think, perchance, I set any 
great store by life ? ”’ 

** There is something horribly mysterious under all this, 
Athos. This woman is one of the cardinal’s spies, I am 
certain.” 

‘In that case, take care of yourself. If the cardinal does 
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not hold you in high admiration for the London affair, hi 
entertains a great hatred for you; but as, considering every 
thing, he cannot accuse you openly, and as hatred mus 
be satisfied, particularly when it’s a cardinal’s hatred, tak 
care of yourself. If you go out, do not go out alone. Whe! 
you eat, use every precaution. In short, mistrust every 
thing, even your own shadow..”’ | 

“ Fortunately,’”’ said D’Artagnan, “all this will be.neces 
sary only until after to-morrow evening, for when once witl 
the army, I hope we shall have only men to dread.”’ 

‘In the meantime,” said Athos, ‘I renounce my plan o 
seclusion, and I will go wherever you go. You must retur1 
to the Rue des Fossoyeurs. I will accompany you.” 

‘Yes; but near as it is, I cannot go there in this rig.”? 

““That’s true,” said Athos; and he rang the bell. 

Grimaud entered. 

Athos made him a sign to go to D’Artagnan’s residenc« 
and bring back some clothes. 

Grimaud replied by another sign that he understood per 
fectly, and set off. 

“Come, now, my dear friend, but this does not help to 
ward your equipment,” said Athos, ‘‘ for if I am not mis 

taken, you. have left all your clothes at milady’s, and shi 
certainly will not have the politeness to return them to you 
Fortunately, you have the sapphire.” 

‘ The sapphire is yours, EY, dear Athos! .Did you no 
tell me it was a family ring ? 

“Yes; my father gave two thousand crowns for it, as he 
once told me. It formed part of the wedding present h 
made my mother, and it is magnificent. My mother gave i 
to me; and I, madman that I was, instead of keeping th 
ring as a holy relic, gave it to that wretched woman.” 

“Then, my dear, take back your ring, to which, it is plain 
you attach much value.” 

‘I take back the ring after it has passed through tha 
infamous creature’s hands! Never! D’Artagnan, this rin; 
is defiled.”’ 

oellit Enel og 

‘Sell a jewel that came from my mother! I confess | 
should regard it as a sacrilege.”’ 

“Pawnit, then. You can raise at least a thousand crown: 
onit. With such a sum you will be master of the situation 
Then, when you get more money, you can redeem it, anc 
have it back cleansed from its stains, for it will have passec 
through the usurer’s hands,” ( 
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Athos smiled. 

“You are a capital comrade, my dear D’Artagnan,”’ said 
he. “ Your never-failing cheerfulness lifts up poor souls in 
affliction. Well, let us pawn the ring, but on one condi- 
tion.” 

“ What,?, 4 

“ That five hundred crowns of it shall be yours and five 
hundred mine.”’ 

“Don’t think of such a thing, Athos. I don’t need the 
quarter of such a sum. I am in the guards; and if I sell 
my saddle, I shall get it. What do I lack? A horse for 
Planchet, that’s all. Besides, you forget that I too have a 
ring.” 

“Yes; and you seem to attach more value to it than I do 
to mine—at least, so it has seemed to me.”’ 

‘Of course, for in any extremity it may help us out of some 
great difficulty or even danger. It is not only a precious 
diamond, but it is also an enchanted talisman.’’ 

“T don’t know what you mean, but I have faith in what 
you say. Now as to my ring, or rather yours: you are to 
have half the sum advanced on it, or I will throw it into the 
Seine ; and I doubt whether any fish, as in the case of Poly- 
crates, would be polite enough to bring it back.” 

“ Well, then, I will take it,’ said D’Artagnan. 

At this moment Grimaudcame in accompanied by Planchet, 
who was anxious about his master and curious to know what 
had happened to him, and so had taken advantage of the 
opportunity and brought the clothes himself. D’Artagnan 
dressed; Athos did the same. Then when both were ready 
to go out, Athos imitated the action of a person taking aim, 
and Grimaud immediately took down his musketoon and 
got ready to follow his master. 

They arrived without mishap at the Rue des Fossoyeurs. 
Bonacieux was at the door ; he looked banteringly at D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“Ah, my dear tenant!’’ saidhe. “Hurry up; you have 
a very pretty girl waiting at your room, and you know 
women don’t like to be kept waiting.” 

“It’s Kitty,” said D’Artagnan to himself, and darted into 
the passage. 

In fact, there on the landing that led to his chamber he 
found the poor girl all of a tremble and crouching against 
the door. 

As soon as she saw him,— | 

“You promised me your protection; you promised to 
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save me from her anger,” said she. ‘‘ Remember, you are 
the one who ruined me ! ” 

“Yes, certainly I did,” said D’Artagnan. ‘Be at ease, 
Kitty. But what happened after I left ? ” 

“How can I tell?” said Kitty. ‘‘ The lackeys came when 
they heard her cries. She was mad with anger. Every im- 
aginable curse she poured forth against you. ThenI thought 
she would remember that you went through my chamber 
into hers, and that then she would suppose I was your 
accomplice. So I took what little money I had, and the 
best of my things, and I ran away.” 

‘ Poor girl! But what can I do with you? I am going 
away the day after to-morrow.” 

‘Do what you please, chevalier. Help me out of Paris ; 
help me out of France | ”’ 

‘I cannot take you, however, to the siege of Rochelle,” 
said D’Artagnan. 

“No; but you can get me a place in the provinces with 
some lady of your acquaintance—in your own country, for 
instance.” 

‘Ah, my dear love, in my country the ladies do without 
chambermaids. But stop! I can manage it for you.— 
Planchet, go and find M. Aramis. Have him come here 
immediately. We have something very important to say 
to him.” 

“T understand,” said Athos ; “but why not Porthos? I 
should have thought that his marchioness 2 

‘Oh, Porthos’s marchioness is dressed by her husband’s 
clerks,” said D’Artagnan, laughing. ‘“* Besides, Kitty would 
not like to live in the Rue aux Ours.— Would you, 
Kitty ? ” 

“TI am willing to live anywhere you please,” said Kitty, 
ee I am well concealed, and it is not known where 

am.” 

“And now, Kitty, that we are about to separate, and, 
consequently, you are no longer jealous of me——” 

““Chevalier, far off or near,” said Kitty, “I shall always 
love you.” 

‘“ Where the devil will constancy next take up its abode ? ” 
whispered Athos. 

‘And I also,” said D’ Artagnan—“ I also shall always love 
you; besureofthat. But now,answerme. I attach great 
importance to the question Iam going toask you. Did you 
never hear a young woman spoken of who was carried off 
one night?” 
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“There now! O Heavens, chevalier, do you love that 
woman still ? ” 

“No; it is a friend of mine who loves her—here M 
Athos; this gentleman here.” 

‘I 2”? cried Athos, with an accent like that of a man who 
perceives he is about to tread on an adder. 

“Certainly, you!’ said D’Artagnan, pressing Athos’s 
hand. ‘‘ You know the interest we both take in this poor 
little Madame D'ici, Besides, Kitty will tell nothing-— 
will you, Kitts ye You understand, my dear girl,’”’ continued 
D’Artagnan, “ she is the wite of that frightful booby you saw 
at the door as you came in.’ 

“Oh, good Heavens! you remind me of my fright. If 
he should have recognized me! ”’ 

“What! recognize you? Did you ever see that man 
before ? ”’ 

“He came twice to milady’s.” 

“ That’s it. About what time ? ” 

“ Why, about a fortnight or eighteen days te: 

‘ Exactly so.’ 

“ And yesterday evening he was there again.” 

“ Yesterday evening ? ? 

“Yes, just before you came.’ 

“My dear Athos, we are Areas à in a network of spies. 
—And do you believe he recognized you, Kitty ? ?”? 

‘° I pulled down my hood as soon as I saw him, but perhaps 
it was too late.” 

‘Go down, Athos—he mistrusts you less than me—and 
see whether he is still at his door.” 

Athos went down, and returned immediately. 

“ He has gone,” said he, ‘‘ and the house door is shut.” 

‘ He has gone to make his report, and to say that all the 
pigeons are at this moment in the dovecot.” 

“Well, then, let us all fly away,” said Athos, “ and leave 
nobody here but Planchet to bring us news.” 

““Hold on a minute. How about Aramis, whom we have 
sent for?” 

“ That’s true,” said Athos; ‘we must wait for Aramis.”? 

At that moment Aramis arrived. 

The matter was explained to him, and he was told that he 
must find a place for Kitty with some of his high connec- 
tions. 

Aramis reflected for a minute, and then said, colouring,— 

‘“ Will it be really rendering you a service, D’ ‘Artagnan } pt 

“I shall be grateful to you all my life.” 
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“Very well. Madame de Bois-Tracy asked me, in behalf 
of a friend of hers who resides in the provinces, I believe, 
for a trustworthy chambermaid ; and, my, dear D’ Artagnan, 
if you can answer for this young girl 

“OQ sir, be assured that I shall be entirely devoted to 
the person who will afford me the means of leaving Paris.” 

“Then,” said Aramis, ‘‘ this turns out all for the best.” 

He sat down at the table and wrote a little note, which he 
sealed with a ring and gave to Kitty. 

“And now, my dear girl,” said D’Artagnan, “you know 
that it is not well for any of us to be here. Therefore let us 
separate. We shall meet again in better days.” 

a And whenever and wherever we meet again,” said 
Kitty, “ you will find that I love you as pach as I love 
you to-day.” 

“A gambler’s vow!” said Athos, while D’ Artagnan went 
to conduct Kitty downstairs. 

An instant afterwards the three young men separated, 
agreeing to meet again at four o’clock at Athos’s residence, 
and leaving Planchet to guard the house. 

Aramis returned home, and Athos and D’Artagnan went 
to see about pawning the sapphire. 

As our Gascon had foreseen, they found no difficulty in 
obtaining three hundred pistoles on the ring. Still further, 
the Jew told them that he would give five hundred pistoles 
for it if they would sell it to him, as it would make a mag- 
nificent pendant for an earring. 

Athos and D’Artagnan, with the activity of two soldiers, 
and the knowledge of two connoisseurs, spent scarcely three 
hours in purchasing the musketeer’s entire outfit. Be- 
sides, Athos was very easy to please, and a great noble to 
his fingers’ ends. Whenever anything suited him, he paid 
the price asked, without any thought of dickering. D’Ar- 
tagnan would have remonstrated at this, but Athos put his 
hand on his shoulder with a smile, and D’Artagnan under- 
stood that it was all very well for such a little Gascon 
gentleman as himself to drive a bargain, but not for a 
man who had the bearing of a prince. 

The musketeer found a superb Andalusian horse, black as 
jet, nostrils of fire, legs clean and elegant, rising six years. 
He examined him, and found him sound and without 
blemish. A thousand livres was asked for him. 

He might, perhaps, have been bought for less ; but 
while D’Artagnan was discussing the price with the dealer, 
Athos was counting the hundred-pistoles on the table. + 
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Grimaud had a stout, short Picard cob, which cost three 
hundred livres. 

But when the saddle and arms for Grimaud were pur- 
chased, Athos had not a sou left of his hundred and fifty 
pistoles. D’Artagnan offered his friend a part of his 
share, which he should return when convenient. 

But Athos only replied to this proposal by shrugging his 
shoulders. 

“How much did the Jew say he would give for the sap- 
phire if he purchased it ?”’ said Athos. 

“Five hundred pistoles.”’ 

“That is to say, two hundred more—a hundred pistoles 
for you, and a hundred pistoles for me. Well, now, that 
would be a real fortune to us, my friend; let us go back 
to the Jew’s again.” 

“What! will you 2 

“ This ring would certainly only recall very bitter remem- 
brances. Then we shall never be masters of three hundred 
pistoles to redeem it, so that we really should lose two 
hundred pistoles by the bargain. Go, tell him the ring is 
his, D’Artagnan, and come back with the two hundre¢ 
pistoles.” 

‘ Reflect, Athos!” 

‘ We need ready money just now, and we must learn how 
to make sacrifices. Go, D’Artagnan, go; Grimaud will 
accompany you with his musketoon.” 

_ Half an hour afterwards D’Artagnan returned with the 
two thousand livres, and without having met with any 
accident. 

Thus it was that Athos found at home resources which 
he did not expect. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 
A VISION. 


At four o’clock the four friends were all assembled in 
Athos’s apartments. Their anxiety about their outfits had 
all disappeared, and each face preserved now only the 
expression of its own secret anxieties, for behind all 
present happiness is concealed a fear for the future. 

Suddenly Planchet entered, bringing two letters for 
D’Artagnan. 

The one was a little note neatly folded, with a pretty seal 
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in green wax, on which was impressed a dove bearing a 
green branch. 

The other was a large square epistle, resplendent with the 
terrible arms of his Eminence the cardinal-duke. 

At the sight of the little letter D’Artagnan’s heart 
bounded, for he thought he recognized the writing ; and 
though he had seen it but once, the memory of it remained 
at the bottom of his heart. 

He therefore seized the little letter and opened it eagerly. 

‘On Thursday next, at seven o’clock in the evening,” 
said the letter, ‘“‘ be on the road to Chaillot. Look carefully 
into the carriages that pass ; butif you value your own life, 
or the life of those who love you, do not speak a word, do 
not make a motion which may lead any one to believe that 
you recognize her who exposes herself to everything for 
the sake of seeing you for an instant only.” 

No signature. 

“That’s a snare,’’ said Athos; ‘‘ don’t go, D’Artagnan-”? 

‘“ And yet,” replied D’Artagnan, ‘I think I recognize 
the writing.” 

‘That may be forged,’’ said Athos. ‘‘ Between six and 
seven o’clock the road to Chaillot is quite deserted ; you 
might as well go and ride in the forest of Bondy.” 

‘ But suppose we all go,” said D’Artagnan. ‘‘ What the 
devil ! they won’t devour us all four, besides four lackeys, 
besides horses, besides arms.” 

‘ And besides, it will be a good chance to show off our 
new equipments,” said Porthos. 

“But if it is a woman who writes,” said Aramis, ‘‘ and 
she desires not to be seen, remember you compromise her, 
D’Artagnan. That is not behaving like a gentleman.” 

“We will remain in the background, and he will advance 
alone.” 

“Yes; but a pistol shot is easily fired from a carriage, how- 
ever fast it may be going.” 

“Bah!” said D’Artagnan, ‘‘ they will miss me; if they 
fire, we will ride after the carriage, and exterminate those 
who may be in it. That will make so many enemies the 
less.”’ 

“He is right,” said Porthos; ‘war! Besides, we need 
to try our new arms.” 

‘ Bah! let us enjoy that pleasure,” said Aramis, in his 
mild and careless manner. 

‘ As you please,” said Athos. 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, “it is half-past four, 
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and we have no more than time to be on the road to Chaillot 
by six.” 

‘ Besides, if we go out too late, nobody will see us,” said 
Porthos, “and that would be a pity. Come, gentlemen, let 
us get ready.” 

“ But your second letter,” said Athos—‘“ you forget that. 
It appears to me, however, the seal shows it well deserves 
to be opened. For my part, I declare, D’Artagnan, I 
think it of much more consequence than the little piece of 
waste paper you have so slyly slipped into your bosom.” 

D’Artagnan grew red. 

‘ Well,” said the young man, “let us see, gentlemen, 
what his Eminence wants of me.” And D’Artagnan un- 
sealed the letter and read,— 


“M. d’Artagnan, ci the king’s guards, company Des 
Essarts, is expected at the Palais-Cardinal this evening at 
eight o’clock. 

“La HoupeEni&re, Captain of the Guards.” 


“The devil ! ”’ said Athos; “ here’s a rendezvous much 
more serious than the other.” 

‘ I will go to the second after attending the first,” said 
D’Artagnan. ‘One is for seven o’clock, and the other for 
eight ; there will be time for both.” 

“Hum! Now, I would not go at all,” said Aramis. 
“A gallant knight cannot decline an appointment made by 
a lady ; but a prudent gentleman may excuse himself from 
not waiting on his Eminence, particularly when he has 
reason to believe he is not invited in order to receive com- 
pliments.” 

“Tam of Aramis’s opinion,” said Porthos. 

“Gentlemen,” replied’ D’Artagnan, ‘I have already re- 
ceived through M. de Cavois a similar invitation from his 
Eminence. I neglected it, and on the morrow a serious mis- 
fortune happened to me. Constance disappeared. What- 
ever may ensue, I shall go.” 

“Tf you are determined,” said Athos, “ do so.” 

“Yes; but the Bastille ? ” said Aramis. 

“Bah! you will get me out,” said D’Artagnan. 

“To be sure we will,” replied Aramis and Porthos, with 
admirable coolness, as if it were the simplest thing in the 
world—“‘to be sure we will get you out, if there; but in the 
meantime, as we are to set off the day after to-morrow, you 
would do much better not to risk the Bastille.” 
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‘ Let us do better than that,’ said Athos; “do not let 
us leave him during the whole evening. Let each of us wait 
at a gate of the palace with three musketeers behind him ; 
if we see any carriage come out with closed windows, and 
of suspicious appearance, let us fall on it. It is a long 
time since we have had a skirmish with the cardinal’s 
guards. M. de Tréville must think we are dead.” 

“To a certainty, Athos,” said Aramis, “ you were meant 
to be a general. What do you think of the plan, gentle- 
men ?” 

“ Admirable ! ” replied the young men in chorus. 

“Well,” said Porthos, ‘I will run to the hôtel, and 
engage our comrades to hold themselves in readiness by 
eight o’clock ; the rendezvous will be the Place du Palais- 
Cardinal. In the meantime, you have the lackeys saddle 
the horses.” 

‘I have no horse,” said D’Artagnan; “but I will take 
one of M. de Tréville’s.” 

‘ That is not worth while,” said Aramis ; “you shall have 
one of mine.” 

‘One of yours! How many have you, pray ? ” asked 
D’Artagnan. 

‘“ Three,” replied Aramis, smiling. 

“My dear!’ cried Athos, “you are the best-mounted 
poet of France or Navarre.” 

“Listen, my dear Aramis: you don’t want three horses, 
do you? I cannot comprehend why you bought three.” 

“No; the third was brought to me this very morning by 
a groom without livery, who would not tell me in whose 
service he was, and who affirmed he had received orders 
from his master——”’ 

“Or his mistress,” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

“Tt makes no difference,’ said Aramis—‘‘ and who 
affirmed, as I said, that he had received orders from his 
mistress to place the horse in my stable, without informing 
me where it came from.” 

“Well, this being so, we can manage famously,” said 
D’Artagnan. ‘“ Which of the two horses will you ride— 
the one you bought, or the one that was given to you ? ” 

“The one that was given to me, of course. You cannot 
for a moment imagine, D’Artagnan, that I should commit 
such an offence toward ei 

“The unknown giver,” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

‘“ Or the mysterious benefactress,”’ said Athos. . 

‘“ So the one you bought will be useless to you ? ” 
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** Nearly so.” 

“And you selected it yourself ? ” 

“‘ With the greatest care. The safety of the horseman, 
you know, almost always depends on his horse.” 

“Well, let me have it at the price it cost you.” 

“I was going to make you the offer, my dear D’Artagnan, 
giving you all the time necessary for repaying me such a 
trifle.”’ 

‘ How much did it cost you ?” 

“ Eight hundred livres.” 

“ Here are forty double pistoles, my dear friend,” said 
D’Artagnan, taking the sum from his pocket ; “I know this 
is the coin in which you are paid for your poems.”’ 

‘ You are abounding in money, are you ?”’ said Aramis. 

“Money! Rolling in it, my dear fellow!” 

And D’Artagnan ostentatiously jingled the rest of his 
pistoles in his pocket. 

“Send your saddle, then, to the hôtel of the musketeers, 
and your horse will be brought back with ours.” 

“ Very well; but it is almost five o’clock, so make haste.” 

A quarter of an hour afterwards Porthos appeared at the 
end of the Rue Férou, mounted on a very handsome jennet ; 
Mousqueton followed him upon an Auvergne horse, small, 
but very good-looking. Porthos was resplendent with joy 
and pride. 

At the same time Aramis made his appearance at the other 
end of the street on a superb English charger; Bazin fol- 
lowed him on a roan, leading a vigorous Mecklenburg horse. 
This last was D’Artagnan’s. 

The two musketeers met at the gate. Athos and D’Ar- 
tagnan were watching their approach from the window. 

“The devil!” cried Aramis; ‘you have a magnificent 
horse there, my dear Porthos.” 

“Yes,” replied Porthos, “it is the one that ought to have 
been sent to me at first. A bad joke of the husband’s sub- 
stituted the other; but the husband has been punished 
since, and I have obtained full satisfaction.” 

Planchet and Grimaud then appeared leading their 
masters’ horses. D’Artagnan and Athos came down, 
joined their comrades, and all four set forward — Athos 
on a horse he owed to his wife, Aramis on a horse he owed 
to his mistress, Porthos on a horse he owed to his procureuse, 
and D’Artagnan on a horse he owed to his good fortune, the 
best mistress possible. 

The lackeys followed. 
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As Porthos had foreseen, the cavalcade produced a good 
effect ; and if Madame Coquenard had met Porthos, and 
seen what a superb appearance he made on his handsome 
Spanish jennet, she would not have regretted the bleeding 
she had inflicted on her husband’s strong-box. 

Near the Louvre the four triends chanced to meet M. de 
Tréville, who was returning from St. Germain. He stopped 
them to offer his compliments on their superb outfit, and 
this in an instant drew round them some hundreds of gapers. 

D’Artagnan took advantage of the opportunity to speak 
to M. de Tréville of the letter with the great red seal and 
the ducal arms. 

M. de Tréville approved the resolution he had adopted, 
and assured him that if on the next day he did not appear, 
he himself would be able to find him, wherever he was. 

At this moment the clock of La Samaritaine struck Six ; 
the four friends pleaded an engagement, and took leave of 
M. de Tréville. 

A short gallop brought them to the Chaillot road. The 
day was beginning to decline, carriages were passing and 
repassing. D’Artagnan, watched at some distance by his 
friends, darted a scrutinizing glance into every carriage that 
appeared, but saw no face with which he was acquainted. 

At length, after waiting a quarter of an hour, and just as 
it was quite twilight, a carriage appeared, coming at full 
speed, on the road to Sévres. A presentiment instantly 
told D’Artagnan that this carriage contained the person 
who had appointed the rendezvous. The young man was 
himself astonished to feel his heart beating so violently. 
Almost instantly a woman put her head out at the window, 
with two fingers placed on her mouth, either to enjoin 
silence or to send him a kiss. D’Artagnan uttered a slight 
cry of joy. This woman, or rather this apparition—for the 
carriage passed with the rapidity of a vision—was Madame 
Bonacieux. 

By an involuntary movement, and in spite of the in- 
junction given, D’Artagnan started his horse to a gallop, 
and in a few strides overtook the carriage. But the window 
was hermetically shut ; the vision had disappeared. 

D’Artagnan then remembered the injunction contained 
in the anonymous note: ‘‘If you value your own life, or 
the life of those who love you, do not speak a word, do not 
make a motion which may lead any one to believe that you 
recognize her who exposes herself to everything for the 
sake of seeing you for an instant only.” 
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He stopped, therefore, trembling, not for himself, but for 
the poor woman who had evidently exposed herself to great 
danger by appointing this rendezvous. 

The carriage pursued its way, still going at a full pace, till 
it dashed into Paris and disappeared. 

D’Artagnan remained fixed to the spot, astounded, and 
not knowing what to think. If it was Madame Bonacieux, 
and if she was returning to Paris, why this fugitive inter- 
view ? why this simple exchange of a glance ? why this last 
kiss ? If, on the other side, it was not she, which was still 
quite possible—for the little light that remained rendered 
a mistake easy—if it was not she, might it not be the be- 
sinning of some machination against him with the bait of 
this woman with whom it was known he was in love ? 

His three companions joined him. All had plainly seen 
a woman’s head appear at the window, but none of them, 
except Athos, knew Madame Bonacieux. Athos’s opinion 
was that it was she; but, less preoccupied by her pretty 
face than D’Artagnan, he had fancied he saw another head, 
a man’s head, in the carriage. 

“Tf that be the case,” said D’Artagnan, ‘they are 
doubtless transferring her from one prison to another. 
But what can they intend to do with the poor creature, 
and how shall I ever meet her again ? ” 

‘“ Friend,” said Athos gravely, ‘‘ remember that the dead 
are the only beings whom we are not likely to meet again 
on this earth. You know something of that, as well as I, 
do you not ? Now, if your mistress is not dead, if we have 
just seen her, you will certainly find her again some day. 
And perhaps, my God!” added he, with that misanthropic 
tone which was characteristic of him—" perhaps sooner 
than you wish.” 

Half-past seven struck. The carriage was twenty min- 
utes behind the time appointed. D’Artagnan’s friends 
reminded him that he had a visit to pay, but at the same 
time observing that there was still time to recede. 

But D’Artagnan was both impetuous and inquisitive. He 
had made up his mind that he would go to the Palais- 
Cardinal, and that he would learn what his Eminence had 
to say to him. Nothing could turn him from his purpose. 

They reached the Rue St. Honoré, and in the Place du 
Palais-Cardinal they found the twelve musketeers who had 
been summoned, walking about in expectation of their 
comrades. Then only they were informed of the matter in 
question. 
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D’Artagnan was well known in the honourable corps of 
the king’s musketeers, where it was understood that he 
would one day take his place ; he was regarded, therefore, 
as already their comrade. The result was that each cordially 
accepted the duty for which he had been summoned. Be- 
sides, in all probability, they were going to have a chance 
to play the cardinal and his people an ill turn, and for such 
expeditions these worthy gentlemen were always ready. 

Athos divided them into three groups, assumed the 
command of one, gave the second to Aramis, and the third 
to Porthos; and then each group went and took up its posi- 
tion opposite one of the entrances. 

D’Artagnan, on his part, entered boldly at the front gate. 

Though he felt himself ably supported, the young man 
was not without some anxiety as he ascended the great 
staircase of the palace step by step. His treatment of 
milady bore a strong resemblance to treachery, and he 
suspected the political relations which existed between 
that woman and the cardinal; still further, De Wardes, 
whom he had treated so ill in their encounter at the gates 
of Calais, was one of his Eminence’s faithful followers, and 
D’Artagnan knew that while his Eminence was terrible 
to his enemies, he was strongly attached to his friends. 

“Tf De Wardes has related all our affair to the cardinal, 
which is not to be doubted, and if he recognized me, which 
is probable, I may consider myself almost as a condemned 
man,” said D’Artagnan, shaking his head. “ But why has 
he waited till now? It’s all plain enough: milady must 
have entered her complaint against me with that hypo- 
critical grief which renders her so interesting, and this last 
offence must have made the cup overflow. 

“ Fortunately,” he added, “ my good friends are down 
yonder, and they will not allow me to be carried away with- 
out taking my part. Still, M. de Tréville’s company of 
musketeers alone cannot maintain a war against the car- 
dinal, who disposes of the forces of all France, and before 
whom, alas! the queen is without power and the king 
without will. D’Artagnan, my dear, you are brave, you 
are prudent, you have excellent qualities, but the women 
will be the ruin of you.” 

He came to this melancholy conclusion as he entered the 
antechamber. He placed his letter in the hands of the 
usher on duty, who showed him into the waiting-room and 
passed on into the interior of the palace. ; 

In this waiting-room were five or six of the cardinal’s 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS: 375 


uards, who recognized D’Artagnan, and knowing that it 
vas he who had wounded Jussac, looked upon him with a 
smile of singular significance. 

This smile seemed ominous to D’Artagnan ; but as our 
sascon was not easily intimidated, or rather, by reason of 
he great pride natural to the men of his country, he did not 
eadily reveal what was passing in his mind when what was 
massing resembled fear, he stood haughtily in front of the 
suards, and waited with his hand on his hip, in an attitude 
oy no means deficient in majesty. 

The usher returned and made a sign to D’Artagnan to 
ollow him. It appeared to the young man that the guards, 
on. seeing him depart, were whispering among themselves. 

He passed along a corridor, crossed a large drawing-room, 
ntered a library, and found himself in the presence of a 
nan seated at a desk and writing. 

The usher introduced him and retired without speaking 
. word. D’Artagnan remained standing and examined 
his man. 

D’Artagnan at first believed that he had to do with some 
udge examining his papers, but he perceived that the man 
it the desk was writing, or rather correcting, lines of unequal 
ength by scanning the words on his fingers. He saw that he 
vas in presence of a poet. In an instance the poet closed 
us manuscript, on the cover of which was written Mivame, 
, Tragedy in Five Acts, and raised his head. 

D’Artagnan recognized the cardinal. 


CHAPTER XL. 
A TERRIBLE VISION. 


[HE cardinal leaned his elbow on his manuscript, his cheek 
nm. his hand, and looked at the young man for a moment. 
No one had a more searching eye than Cardinal Richelieu, 
nd D’Artagnan felt this look run through his veins like a 
ever. 

He, however, kept up a brave face, holding his hat in his 
and, and awaiting his Eminence’s good pleasure, without 
oo much assurance, but without too much humility. 

‘“ Sir,” said the cardinal, ‘are you a D’Artagnan from 
3éarn ? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur,’”’ replied the young man. 

“If I am not mistaken, there are several branches of the 
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D’Artagnans at Tarbes and its vicinity,” said the cardinal. 
“To which do you belong ?” 

“I am the son of the one who served in the religious wars 
under the great King Henry, his gracious Majesty’s father.” 

“ That is it. Seven or eight months ago you started from 
your country to seek your fortune in the capital ? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur.’ 

“ You came through Meung, where something befell you 
—I don’t very well remember what, but still something. a 

‘ Monseigneur,” said D’ Artagnan, “this is what hap- 
pened to me——” 

‘No matter, no matter ! ” resumed the cardinal, with & 
smile which proved that he knew the story as well as he 
who wished to relate it. ‘‘ You had a letter of introduction 
to M. de Tréville, had you not ?” 

“Yes, monseigneur; but in that unfortunate affair at 
Meun 

“The letter was lost,” replied his Eminence; “ yes, 1 
know that. But M. de Tréville is a skilful physiognomist, 
who knows men at first sight; and he placed you in the 
company of his brother-in-law, M. des Essarts, leaving you 
to hope that some day you should enter the musketeers.” 

‘Monseigneur is quite correctly informed,” said D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“Since that time many things have happened to you 
You were walking one day behind the Chartreux, when i 
would have been better for you if you had been elsewhere 
Then you took with your friends a journey to the waters o: 
Forges ; they stopped on the way, but you went on. Thai 
is all very simple: you had business in England.” 

“Monseigneur,” said D'Artagnan, quite confused, “] 


“Hunting at Windsor or elsewhere; that concerns no 
body. I am acquainted with the circumstances, becaust 
it is my business to know everything. On your return yo 
were received by an august personage, and I perceive witl 
pleasure that you preserve the souvenir she gave you.” 

D’Artagnan placed his hand on the diamond which th 
queen. had given him. 

“The day after that you received a visit from Cavois,’ 
resumed the cardinal ; “ he went to desire you to call at th 
palace. You did not make that visit, and you were wrong.’ 

“Monseigneur, I feared I had incurred your Eminence’ 
disfavour.”’ 

‘How could that be, sir ? By following the orders of you: 
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uperiors with more intelligence and courage than another 
vould have done, would you incur disfavour when you 
leserve praise ? I punish people who do not obey, and not 
hose who, like you, obey but too well. .As a proof, re- 
nember the date of the day when I had you summoned to 
ne, and search in your memory for what happened that 
ery night.” 

it was the very evening when Madame Bonacieux’s abduc- 
ion took place. D’Artagnan trembled. And he likewise 
ecollected that half an hour before the poor woman had 
assed close to him, without doubt carried away once more 
xy the same power that had caused her disappearance. 

‘Tn short,” continued the cardinal, ‘as I have heard 
1othing of you for some time, I wished to know what you 
were doing. Besides, you owe me some thanks: you must 
rourself have remarked how considerately you have been 
reated in all these circumstances.” 

D’Artagnan bowed respectfully. 

“ That,” continued the cardinal, “ arose not only from a 
eeling of natural justice, but also from a plan I had marked 
ut with respect to you.” 

D’Artagnan became more and more astonished. 

“I wished to explain this plan to you on the day you re- 
eived my first invitation ; but you did not come. Fortu- 
1ately nothing is lost by this delay, and now you are about 
o hearit. Sit down there before me, Monsieur d’Artagnan ; 
you are enough of a nobleman not to listen standing.” 

And the cardinal pointed with his finger to a chair for 
he young man, who was so amazed at what was going on 
hat he waited for a second sign from the cardinal before 
1e obeyed. 

“You are brave, Monsieur d’Artagnan,”’ continued his 
Eminence; “you are prudent, which is still better. I 
ike men of head and heart. Don’t be afraid,” said he, 
smiling ; ‘ by men of heart I mean men of courage. But 
though you are young and have hardly entered on life, you 
lave powerful enemies; if you do not take heed, they 
will destroy you!” 

“Alas, monseigneur ! ” replied the young man, “very 
sasily, no doubt; for they are strong and well supported, 
while I am alone.” 

“Yes, that’s true. But alone as you are, you have 
ready done much, and will do still more, I doubt not. 
And yet you need, I believe, to be guided in the adven- 
urous career you have chosen, for, if I mistake not, you 
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came to Paris with the ambitious idea of making your 
fortune.” 

“T am at the age of extravagant hopes, monseigneur,” 
said D’Artagnan. 

“There are no extravagant hopes save for fools, sir, and 
you are a man of brains. Now, what would you say to an 
ensign’s commission in my guards, and a company after 
the campaign ? ” 

‘ Ah, monseigneur ! ” 

“You accept, do you not ?” 

“‘ Monseigneur,” replied D’Artagnan, with an embarrassed 
air. 

‘What! do you decline ?” cried the cardinal, in aston- 
ishment. à 

‘I am in his Majesty’s guards, monseigneur, and I have 
no reason to be dissatisfied.”’ 

“But it seems to me that my guards are also his 
Majesty’s guards, and whoever serves in-a French corps 
serves the king.” 

f Monseigneur, your Eminence has misunderstood my 
words.” 

“You want a pretext, do you not? I understand. 
Well, a pretext you have: advancement, the opening 
campaign, the opportunity which I offer you—so much 
for the world. As regards yourself, the need of certain 
protection ; for it is well for you to know, Monsieur d’Ar- 
tagnan, that I have received serious complaints against 
you. You do not consecrate your days and nights to ee 
king’ s service alone.”’ 

D’Artagnan coloured. 

“Tn fact,” said the cardinal, laying his hand on a pile of 
papers, ‘‘ I have here a whole bundle concerning you ; but 
before reading them I wanted to talk with you. I know 
vou are a man of resolution, and your services, well directed, 
instead of leading you to misfortune, might bring you great 
advantage. Come, reflect and decide.” 

“Your goodness confounds me, monseigneur,” replied 
D’Artagnan, ‘and I recognize in your Eminence a gener- 
osity that makes me mean as an earthworm; but since 
monseigneur permits me to speak freely: Nb 

D’Artagnan paused. 

“Yes ; speak.” 

‘Then I will tell your Eminence that all my friends are 
in the king’s musketeers and guards, and, by an inconceiv- 
able fatality, all my enemies are in your Eminence’s serv- 
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ice. ‘I should, therefore, be ill received here and ill re- 
garded there if I accepted what monseigneur offers me.” 

‘ Do you possibly conceive the proud idea that I do not 
offer you a place equal to your merit, sir?” asked the 
cardinal, with a disdainful smile. 

‘“Monseigneur, your Eminence is a hundred times too 
good to me; on the contrary, I think I have not yet proved 
myself worthy of your goodness. The siege of Rochelle is 
about to begin, monseigneur. I shall serve under your 
Eminence’s eye, and if I have the good fortune to conduct 
myself at this siege in such a manner as to attract your 
attention, well and good. Then I shall at least have be- 
hind me some brilliant action to justify the protection with 
which you deign to honour me. Everything must have 
its own time, monseigneur. Hereafter, perhaps, I shall have 
the right of giving myself ;: at present, I should appear to 
be selling myself.” 

‘That is to say, you refuse to serve me, sir,” said the 
cardinal in a tone of vexation, through which, however, 


a sort of esteem manifested itself. ‘‘ Remain free, then, 
and preserve your hatreds and your sympathies.” 
“ Monseigneur 


“Well, well!’ said the cardinal, ““I am not angry with 
you, but you are aware it is enough to defend and reward 
our friends ; we owe nothing to our enemies. And yet I will 
give you a piece of advice: take good care of yourself, 
Monsieur d’Artagnan, for from the moment I withdraw my 
hand from you I would not give an obole for your life.” 

‘I will try to do so, monseigneur,’”’ replied the Gascon, 
with a noble confidence. 

“Remember by-and-by, at some moment when mis- 
chance may happen to you,” said Richelieu pointedly, 
“that I came to seek you, and that I did all in my power 
to prevent this misfortune befalling you.” 

“ Whatever may happen,” said D’Artagnan, placing his 
hand on his heart and bowing, ‘ I shall entertain an eternal 
gratitude toward your Eminence for what you are now 
doing for me.” 

“Well, let it be, then, as you have said, Monsieur d’Ar- 
tagnan ; we shall meet again after the campaign. I will 
have my eye on you, for I shall be there,” replied the 
cardinal, pointing with his finger to a magnificent suit 
of armour he was to wear; ‘‘and on our return—well, we 
will settle our account ! ” 

Ah, monseigneur ! ” cried D’Artagnan, “‘ spare me the 
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weight of your disfavour ; remain neutral, monseigneur, if 
you find that I act as a gentleman ought to act.” 

“Young man,” said Richelieu, ‘‘if I am able once again 
to say to you what I have said to you to-day, I promise you 
to do so.” 

This last expression of Richelieu’s conveyed a terrible 
doubt; it alarmed D’Artagnan more than a threat would 
have done, for it was a warning. The cardinal, then, was 
trying to preserve him from some threatened misfortune. 
He opened his mouth to reply, but with a gesture the car- 
dinal dismissed him. 

D’Artagnan went out, but at the door his heart almost 
failed him, and he was on the point of going back. But 
Athos’s noble, stern face recurred to him; if he made with 
the cardinal the proposed compact, Athos would no longer 
give him his hand—Athos would renounce him. 

This was the fear that restrained him. Thus powerful 
is the influence of a truly great character on all its sur- 
roundings. 

D’Artagnan descended by the same staircase at which he 
had entered, and found Athos and the four musketeers 
waiting for him at the gate, and beginning to grow uneasy. 
With a word D’Artagnan reassured them, and Planchet 
ran to inform the other sentinels that it was needless to 
keep guard longer, as his master had come out safe and 
sound from the Palais-Cardinal. 

When they reached Athos’s residence, Aramis and Porthos 
inquired as to the cause of this strange interview; but 
D’Artagnan confined himself to telling them that Richelieu 
had sent for him to propose to him to enter his guards with 
the rank of ensign, and that he had refused. 

“And you were right,” cried Aramis and Porthos, with 
one voice. 

Athos fell into a deep reverie and made no remark. But 
when they were alone,— 

“You have done your duty, D’Artagnan,” said Athos $ 
‘but yet perhaps you have done wrong.” 

D’Artagnan sighed deeply, for this voice responded to a 
secret voice of his soul, which told him that great mis- 
fortunes were awaiting him. 

The whole of the next day was spent in preparations for 
departure. D’Artagnan went to take leave of M. de Tré- 
ville. At that time it was still believed that the separation 
of the musketeers and the guards would be only temporary, 
as the king was holding his parliament that very days 
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and proposed to set out the day after. M. de Tréville 
contented himself with asking D’Artagnan if he could do 
anything for him, but D’Artagnan answered that he was 
supplied with all he wanted. 

That night all the comrades of the company of M. des 
Essarts’s guards and of the company of M. de Tréville’s 
musketeers who had struck up a mutual friendship came 
together. They were parting to meet again when it should 
please God, and if it should please God. The night, there- 
fore, was a somewhat riotous one, as may be imagined, for 
in such cases extreme preoccupation can be combated only 
by extreme carelessness. 

At the first sound of the morning trumpet the friends 
separated, the musketeers hastening to M. de Tréville’s 
hôtel, the guards to M. des Essarts’s. Each of the captains 
then led his company to the Louvre, where the king reviewed 
them. 

The king was dull and appeared ill, which detracted some- 
what from his loity bearing. In fact, the evening before, a 
fever had seized him in the midst of parliament, while he 
was holding his Bed of Justice. He had nevertheless decided 
on setting out that same evening; and in spite of all remon- 
strances he persisted in holding the review, hoping, by a 
vigorous effort at first, to conquer the disease which was 
beginning to lay hold of him. 

The review over, the guards set forward alone on their 
march, the musketeers waiting for the king. This allowed 
Porthos time to go and take a turn in his superb equipment 
in the Rue aux Ours. 

The solicitor’s wife saw him pass in his new uniform and 
on his fine horse. She loved Porthos too dearly to allow 
him to depart thus: she made him a sign to dismount and 
come to her. Porthos was magnificent: his spurs jingled, 
his cuirass glittered, his sword knocked proudly against his 
leg. This time the clerks had no desire to laugh, such an 
ear-clipper did Porthos appear. 

The musketeer was brought into the presence of Master 
Coquenard, whose little gray eye sparkled with anger at seeing 
his cousin all blazing new. Nevertheless, one thing afforded 
him inward consolation: it was expected by every one that 
the campaign would be severe; he hoped quietly in the 
bottom of his heart that Porthos might be killed in the course 
of it. 

Porthos paid his compliments to Master Coquenard, and 
bade him farewell. Master Coquenard wished him all sorts 
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of prosperities. Madame Coquenard could not restrain her 
tears, but no evil conclusions were deducible from her grief ; 
she was known to be much attached to her relatives, about 
whom she was constantly having bitter quarrels with her 
husband. 

But the real adieus were made in Madame Coquenard’s 
chamber ; they were heartrending. 

As long as the procureuse could follow her lover with her 
eyes, she waved her handkerchief, leaning so far out of the 
window as to lead people to believe she was about to throw 
herself out. Porthos received all these marks of friendship 
like a man accustomed to such demonstrations. Only as he 
turned the corner of the street he lifted his hat and waved 
it to her as a sign of adieu. 

On his part, Aramis wrote a long letter. Towhom? No 
one knew. Kitty, who was to set out that evening for 
Tours, was waiting in the next chamber, where she had 
found refuge. 

Athos sipped the last bottle of his Spanish wine. 

Meantime, D’ Artagnan was marching off with his company. 
On arriving at the Faubourg St. Antoine, he turned round 
to look gaily at the Bastille ; but as he looked at the Bastille 
alone he did not observe milady, who, mounted upon a light 
bay horse, was pointing him out to two ill-looking men who 
immediately came close up to the ranks to take notice of 
him. Toa questioning look milady signified that it was he. 
Then, certain that there could no longer be any mistake in 
the execution of her orders, she gave spurs to her horse and 
disappeared. 

The two men then followed the company, and on leaving 
the Faubourg St. Antoine mounted two horses properly 
equipped, which a servant out of livery was holding in 
expectation of their coming. 


CHAPTER XLI. 
THE SIEGE OF ROCHELLE. 


Tue siege of Rochelle was one of the great political events 
of Louis XIII.’s reign, and one of the cardinal’s great military 
enterprises. It is therefore interesting and even necessary 
that we should say a few words about it; moreover, many 
details of this siege are connected in too important a mans 
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ner with the story we have undertaken to relate to allow 
us to pass it over in silence. 

The cardinal’s political views when he undertook this siege 
were considerable. Let us unfold them first, and then we 
will pass on to his private views, which, perhaps, had not 
less influence on his Eminence than the former. 

Of the important cities given up by Henry IV. to the 
Huguenots as places of safety there remained only Rochelle, 
It became necessary, therefore, to destroy this last bulwark 
of Calvinism—a dangerous leaven, with which the ferments 
of civil revolt and foreign war were constantly mingling. 

Spaniards, English and Italian malcontents, adventurers 
of all nations, soldiers of fortune of every sect, flocked at the 
first summons to the standard of the Protestants, and or- 
ganized themselves, as it were, into a vast association, the 
various branches of which spread at leisure over all parts of 
Europe. 

Rochelle, which had derived a new importance from the 
ruin of the other Calvinist cities, was then the focus of dis- 
sensions and ambitions. Moreover, its port was the last 
gateway in the kingdom of France open to the English, and 
by closing it against England, our eternal enemy, the car- 
dinal completed the work of Joan of Arc and the Duc de 
Guise. 

Thus Bassompierre, who was at once a Protestant and a 
Catholic—a Protestant by conviction and a Catholic as com- 
mander of the order of the Holy Ghost ; Bassompierre, who 
was a German by birth and a Frenchman at heart ; in short, 
Bassompierre, who had an especial command at the siege of 
Rochelle—said, as he charged at the head of several other 
Protestant nobles like himself,— 

“You will see, gentlemen, that we shall be fools enough 
to take Rochelle.” 

And Bassompierre was right : the cannonade of the Isle of 
Ré presaged to him the dragonnades of the Cévennes ; the 
taking of Rochelle was the preface to the revocation of the 
Edict of Nantes. 

But as we have hinted, by the side of these views of the 
minister, which belong to history, the chronicler is forced 
to recognize the petty aims of the lover and the jealous rival. 

Richelieu, as every one knows, had been in love with the 
queen. Was this love a purely political affair, or was it 
naturally one of those deep passions which Anne of Austria 
inspired in those who approached her ? We cannot tell. 
But at all events we have seen, by the preceding develop- 
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ments of this story, that Buckingham had got the advantage 
over him, and in two or three circumstances, particularly in 
the affair of the diamond studs, had, thanks to the three 
musketeers’ devotion and D’Artagnan’s courage, cruelly 
cheated him. 

Richelieu’s object was therefore not only to rid France of 
an enemy, but to avenge himself on arival. Moreover, this 
vengeance was to be great and brilliant, and worthy in every 
way of a man who holds in his hand the forces of a whole 
kingdom. 

Richelieu knew that in fighting England he was fighting 
Buckingham ; that in triumphing over England he would 
triumph over Buckingham; in short, that in humiliating 
England in the eyes of Europe he humiliated Buckingham 
in the eyes of the queen. 

On his side, Buckingham, while pretending to maintain 
the honour of England, was moved by interests exactly sim- 
ilar to the cardinal’s. Buckingham, also, was pursuing a 
private vengeance. Under no pretext had Buckingham 
been able to enter France as an ambassador: he wished to 
enter it as a conqueror. 

The result was that the real stake of this game, which two 
most powerful kingdoms were playing for the good pleasure 
of two men in love, was simply a look from Anne of Austria. 

The first advantage had been gained by the Duke of Buck- 
ingham. Arriving unexpectedly in sight of the Isle of Ré, 
with ninety vessels and nearly twenty thousand men, he had 
surprised the Comte de Toirac, who commanded for the king 
in the island, He had, after a sanguinary conflict, effected 
his landing. 

Let us observe, by the way, that in this fight perished the 
Baron de Chantal. The Baron de Chantal left a little orphan 
daughter of eighteen months. This little girl was afterwards 
Madame de Sévigné. 

The Comte de Toirac withdrew into the citadel of St. 
Martin with his garrison, and threw a hundred men into a 
little fort called the fort of La Prée. 

This event had hastened the cardinal’s resolutions, and 
until the king and he could come to take the command of 
the siege of Rochelle, which was determined on, he had sent 
Monsieur to direct the first operations, and had ordered all 
the troops he could dispose of to march toward the scene 
of war. Our friend D’Artagnan belonged to this detach- 
ment, sent as a vanguard. 

The king, as we have said, was to follow as soon as his Bed 
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of Justice was held. But on rising from his Bed of Justice 
on the 28th of June, he felt himself attacked by fever. He 
was, notwithstanding, anxious to set out; but his illness 
becoming more serious, he was obliged to stop at Villeroi. 

Now, whenever the king stopped the musketeers stopped. 
The consequence was that D’Artagnan, who was still in the 
guards, found himself, for the time at least, separated trom 
his good friends Athos, Aramis, and Porthos. This separa- 
tion, which was only an unpleasant circumstance for him, 
would surely have become a cause of serious anxiety if he 
could have guessed by what unknown dangers he was sur- 
rounded. P 

He arrived, however, without accident in the camp es- 
tablished before Rochelle toward the 1oth of September, 
1627. 

Everything was unchanged. The Duke of Buckingham 
and his English, masters of the Isie of Ré, were still be- 
sieging, but unsuccessfully, the citadel of St. Martin and 
the fort of La Prée ; and hostilities with Rochelle had begun, 
two or three days before, about a fort which the Duc 

d’Angouléme had just built near the city. 

The guards, under M. des Essarts’s command, took up 
their quarters at the Minimes. 

But, as we know, D’Artagnan, preoccupied by the ambi- 
tion of passing into the musketeers, had formed but few 
friendships among his comrades. He found himself isolated, 
and given over to his own reflections. His reflections were 
not cheerful. During the time he had been in Paris, by 
mixing in public affairs, he, a puny creature, had made a 
great enemy of the cardinal, before whom the most powerful 
grandees of the kingdom, even the king himself, trembled. 
That man had the power to crush him, and yet he had not 
done it. For a mind so quick as D’Artagnan’s, this in- 
dulgence was a light by which he caught a glimpse of a 
better future. 

And then he had made another enemy—not so much to 
be feared, he thought, but nevertheless he instinctively felt 
not to be despised : the enemy was milady. 

True, he had acquired the queen’s protection and good- 
will; but the queen’s good-will was, just then, an additional 
cause of persecution, and her protection, we know, was a 
very poor one, as instanced in Chalais and Madame Bona- 
cieux. 

The most certain thing he had clearly gained in all this 
was the diamond, worth five or six thousand livres, which 
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he wore on his finger; and even this diamond—supposing 
that D’Artagnan, in his ambitious projects, wished to keep 
it, to make it some day a reminder of the queen’s gratitude— 
had not, in the meanwhile, since he could not part with it, 
more value than the pebbles he trod under his feet. We say 
than the pebbles he trod under his feet, for D’Artagnan made 
these reflections while walking alone along a pretty little 
road leading from the camp to the village of Angoutin. 
Now, these reflections had led him farther than he intended, 
and the day was beginning to decline, when, in the last ray 
of the setting sun, he thought he saw a musket-barrel glit- 
tering behind a hedge. 

D’Artagnan had a quick eye and ready wit. He realized 
that the musket had not come there of itself, and that he 
who carried it had not concealed himself behind a hedge 
with any friendly intentions. He determined, therefore, to 
direct his course as far away from it as he could, when, be- 
hind a rock on the opposite side of the road, he perceived 
the muzzle of another musket-barrel. 

It was evidently an ambuscade. 

The young man cast a glance at the first musket, and with 
a certain degree of anxiety saw that it was levelled in his 
direction; but assoon as he perceived that the mouth of the 
barrel was motionless, he threw himself flat on the ground. 
At the same instant the gun was fired, and he heard a ball 
whistle over his head. 

No time was to be lost. D’Artagnan sprang up with a 
bound, and at the same instant the ball from the other 
musket tore up the stones on the very place on the road 
where he had thrown himself face to the ground. 

D’Artagnan was not one of those uselessly brave men 
who seek a ridiculous death, in order that it may be said 
of them that they did not give way a single step; besides, 
courage was out of the question now: he had fallen into a 


trap. 

Should there be a third shot,” said he to himself, “I 
am a lost man.” 

And immediately taking to his heels, he ran toward the 
camp, with the swiftness of the young men of his country, 
so renowned for their agility ; but great as was his speed, 
the one who had first fired, having had time to reload, fired 
a second shot, so well aimed this time that the bullet struck 
his hat and carried it ten paces from him. ‘ 

However, as D’Artagnan had no other hat, he picked ug 
this as he ran, and arrived at his quarters, very pale ang 
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quite out of breath. He sat down without saying a word 
to anybody, and began to reflect. 

This event might have three causes. 

The first and the most natural—it might be an ambuscade 
of the Rochellais, who would not be sorry to kill one of his 
Majesty’s guards, first because there would be one enemy 
less, and then because this enemy might have a well-fur- 
nished purse in his pocket. 

D’Artagnan took his hat, examined the hole made by the 
bullet, and shook his head. The ball was not a musket-ball ; 
it was an arquebuse-ball. The accuracy of the aim had 
first given him the idea that a particular kind of weapon had 
beenemployed. Itcould not, then, be a military ambuscade, 
as the ball was not of the regulation calibre. 

It might be a kind remembrance of the cardinal’s. We 
remember that at the very moment when, owing to the 
blessed ray of the sun, he perceived the gun-barrel, he was 
thinking with astonishment on his Eminence’s forbearance 
toward him. 

But D’Artagnan shook his head. For people against 
whom he had only to stretch out his hand, his Eminence 
had rarely recourse to such means. 

It might be a vengeance of milady’s. 

That was the most probable. 

He vainly tried to remember the faces or dress of the 
assassins ; he had run away so swiftly that he had not had 
leisure to notice anything. 

Ah, my poor friends !’” murmured D’Artagnan, 
are you ? How sadly I need you ! ” 

D’Artagnan passed a very bad night. Three or four times 
he started up, imagining that a man was approaching his 
bed to stab him. Nevertheless, day dawned without the 
darkness bringing any event. 

But D’Artagnan realized that what was deferred was not 
lost. He remained all day in his quarters, assigning as a 
reason to himself that the weather was bad. 

At nine o’clock the next morning the drums beat the 
salute. The Duc d’Orléans was inspecting the posts. The 
zuards ran to their arms, and D’Artagnan took his place in 
the midst of his comrades. 

Monsieur passed along the front of the line. Then all the 
superior officers approached him to pay him their compli- 
nents, M. des Essarts, captain of the guards, among the 
est. 

+ At the end of a moment D’Artagnan imagined that M. des 
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Essarts made him a sign to come to him. He waited fora 
fresh gesture on the part of his superior, for fear he might 
be mistaken ; but when this gesture was repeated, he left 
the ranks, and advanced to receive his orders. 

‘“Monsieur is about to ask for some gallant men for a 
dangerous mission, but one that will do honour to those who 
shall accomplish it, and I made you a sign in order that you 
might hold yourself in readiness.” 

“ Thank you, captain,” replied D’Artagnan, who desired 
nothing more than to distinguish himself in the lieutenant- 
general’s eyes. 

It seems the Rochellais had made a sortie during the night, 
and had retaken a bastion which the royal army had gained 
possession of two days before; the point was to ascertain, 
by reconnoitring, how the enemy guarded this bastion. 

In fact, at the end of a few minutes, Monsieur raised his 
voice and said,— 

‘I want for this mission three or four volunteers, led by 
a trusty man.” 

‘ As to the trusty man, I have him at hand, monseigneur,’% 
said M, des Essarts, pointing to D’Artagnan; “and as to 
the four or five volunteers, monseigneur has but to make his 
intentions known, and the men will not be wanting.” 

“Four gallant men who will risk being killed with me! ” 
said D’Artagnan, raising his sword. 

Two of his comrades of the guards immediately sprang for- 
ward, and two soldiers having joined them, the number was 
deemed sufficient ; so D’Artagnan declined all others, as he 
was unwilling to injure the chances of those who came for- 
ward first. 

It was not known whether, after taking the bastion, the 
Rochellais had evacuated it or left a garrison in it; so the 
object was to examine the place near enough to ascertain. 

D’Artagnan set out with his four companions, and followed 
the trench. The two guardsmen marched abreast with him, 
and the two soldiers followed behind. 

Screened by the revetment, they came within a hundred 
paces of the bastion. There, on turning round, D’Artagnan 
perceived that the two soldiers had disap eared. 

He thought that they had stayed behind from tear, and so 
he continued to advance. 

At the turning of the counterscarp they found themselves 
within about sixty paces of the bastion. 

No one was to be seen, and the bastion seemed Bpandonadl 

The three men of the forlorn hope were deliberating 
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whether to proceed any farther, when suddenly a circle of 
smoke enveloped the stone giant, and a dozen balls came 
whistling round D’Artagnan and his two companions. 

They knew what they wanted to know: the bastion was 
guarded. A longer stay in this dangerous spot would there- 
fore have been uselessly imprudent. D’Artagnan and his 
are companions turned their backs, and beat a retreat like 
a flight. 

On arriving at the angle of the trench which was to serve 
them as a rampart, one of the guardsmen fell; a ball had 
passed through his breast. The other, who was safe and 
sound, kept on his way to camp. 

D’Artagnan was not willing to abandon his companion 
thus, and stooped down to raise him and assist him in re- 
gaining the lines. But at this moment two shots were 
fired. One ball hit the head of the already wounded guards- 
man, and the other flattened itself against a rock, after pass- 
ing within two inches of D’Artagnan. 

The young man turned quickly round, for this attack 
could not come from the bastion, which was masked by the 
angle of the trench. The idea of the two soldiers who had 
abandoned him occurred to his mind, and reminded him of 
the assassins of two evenings before. So he resolved this 
time to satisfy himself on this point, and fell on his com- 
rade’s body as though he were dead. 

He instantly saw two heads appearing above an abandoned 
work, within thirty paces of him ; they were the heads of his 
two soldiers. D’Artagnan had not been mistaken: these 
two men had followed him only for the purpose of assas- 
sinating him, expecting that the young man’s death would 
be placed to the enemy’s account. 

But as he might be merely wounded and might accuse them 
of their crime, they came up to him with the purpose of mak- 
ing sure of him. Fortunately, deceived by D’Artagnan’s 
trick, they neglected to reload their guns. 

When they were within ten paces of him, D’Artagnan, who 
in falling had taken great care not to let go his sword, sud- 
denly got up, and with one leap came upon them. 

The assassins realized that if they fled toward the camp 
without killing their man they should be accused by him ; 
therefore their first idea was to desert to the enemy. One 
of them took his gun by the barrel, and used it as he would 
a club. He aimed a terrible blow at D’Artagnan, who 
dodged it by springing on one side ; but by this movement he 
left free passage to the bandit, who at once darted off toward 
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the bastion. As the Rochellais who guarded the bastion 
were ignorant of the intentions of the man they saw coming 
toward them, they fired at him, and he fell, struck by a ball 
which broke his shoulder. 

Meantime D’Artagnan had thrown himself on the other 
soldier, attacking him with hissword. The struggle was not 
long. The wretch had nothing to defend himself with but 
his discharged arquebuse. The guardsman’s sword slipped 
down the barrel of the now useless weapon, and pierced the 
thigh of the assassin, who fell. 

D’Artagnan immediately placed the point of the weapon 
at his throat. 

‘Oh, do not kill me ! ” cried the bandit. ‘ Pardon, par- 
don, officer, and I will tell you all!” 

“Ts your secret important enough for me to spare your 
life, I wonder ? ”’ asked the young man, withholding his arm. 

“Yes; if you think existence worth anything to a man of 
twenty-two, as you are, and who have everything to hope 
for, being handsome and brave, as you are.” 

““Wretch,” cried D’Artagnan, ‘“ see here, speak quickly ! 
Who employed you to assassinate me ? ” 

‘A woman whom I don’t know, but whois called milady.”’ 

“But if you don’t know this woman, how do you knows 
her name ? ” 

“My comrade knew her and called her so. She made the 
bargain with him, and not with me; he has even now in his 
pocket a letter from that person, which must be of great 
importance to you, judging by what I have heard.” 

But how are you concerned in this ambuscade ? ”’ 

““He proposed to me to undertake it with him, and I 
agreed.” 

‘And how much did she give you for this fine enterprise ?’”’ 

‘ À hundred louis.” 

“Well, good enough ! ” said the young man, laughing ; 

“she thinks I am worth something. A hundred louis! 
Well, that was a temptation for two miserable creatures 
like you. So I understand you accepted it, and I grant you 
my pardon, but on one condition.” 

‘What is that ?”’ said the soldier, uneasy at perceiving 
that all was not over. | 

“That you go and fetch me the letter your comrade hag 
in his pocket.” 

“Why,” cried the bandit, ‘ that is only another way of 
killing me. How can you wish me to go and fetch tha’ 
letter under the fire from the bastion ? ” 
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** Nevertheless you must make up your mind to go and 
fetch it, or I swear you shall die by my hand.” 

“Pardon, sir; have pity on me! In the name of the 
young lady you love, and who you perhaps think is dead, 
but is not ! ”’ cried the bandit, throwing himself on his knees 
and leaning on his hand, for he began to lose his strength 
with his blood. 

“ And how do you know there is a young woman whom I 
love, or that I thought that woman dead ?”’ asked D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“ By the letter which my comrade has in his pocket.” 

““You see, then,” said D’Artagnan, ‘that I must have 
that letter. So no more delay, no more hesitation, or else, 
whatever may be my repugnance to soiling my sword a 
second time with the blood of a wretch like you, I swear 
on the faith of an honourable man——” 

And at these words D’Artagnan made such a threatening 
gesture that the wounded man sprang up. 

“Stop, stop!” cried he, regaining courage from his very 
terror; “ I will go—I will go ! ”? 

D’Artagnan took the soldier’s arquebuse, made him go on 
before him, and drove him toward his companion by prick- 
ing him behind with his sword. 

It was a frightful thing to see this unfortunate being, 
leaving a long track of blood on the ground he passed over, 
pale with approaching death, trying to drag himself along, 
without being seen, to his accomplice’s body, which lay at 
twenty paces from him. 

Terror was so strongly painted on his face, covered with a 
cold sweat, that D’Artagnan took pity on him, and casting 
on him a look of contempt,— 

“Well,” said he, “ I will show you the difference between 
a man of true courage and a coward, as you are. Stay, I 
will go.” 

And with a light step, an eye on the watch, observing the 
movements of the enemy and taking advantage of all the 
aid afforded by the nature of the ground, D’Artagnan suc- 
ceeded in reaching the second soldier. 

There were two means of attaining his object—to search 
him on the spot, or to carry him away, making a buckler 
of his body, and then search him in the trench. 

D’Artagnan preferred the second means, and lifted the 
ade pe on his shoulders at the very moment the enemy 

red. 

A slight shock, the dull thud of three balls penetrating the 
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flesh, a last cry, a convulsion of agony, proved to D’Artagnan 
that the man who had just tried to assassinate him had saved 
his life. 

D’Artagnan regained the trench, and threw the body 
down by the wounded man, who was as pale as death. 

He instantly began the search. A leather pocket-book, a 
purse in which was evidently a part of the sum which the 
bandit had received, a dice-box and dice, formed the dead 
man’s heritage. 

He left the box and dice where they fell, flung the purse 
to the wounded man, and eagerly opened the pocket-book. 

Among some unimportant papers he found the following 
letter, the one which he had gone to get at the risk of his 
life :— 

‘ Since you have lost track of that woman, and she is now 
in safety in the convent, which you should never have 
allowed her to reach, try, at least, not to miss the man. 
If you do, you know that my hand reaches far, and that you 
shall repay me very dearly the hundred louis you have had 
of me.” 

No signature. Nevertheless it was plain the letter came 
from milady. He consequently kept it as a piece of evi- 
dence, and as he was in safety behind the angle of the trench, 
he began to question the wounded man, He confessed that 
he had undertaken, with his comrade, the man just killed, 
to abduct a young woman about to leave Paris by the gate 
of La Villette ; but having stopped to drink at a saloon, they 
had missed the carriage by ten minutes, 

‘ But what were you to have done with the woman ? ” 
asked D’Artagnan, in great agitation. 

“We were to have conveyed her to a hôtel in the Place 
Royale,” said the wounded man. 

“Yes, yes,” murmured D’Artagnan ; “ that’s the place— 
milady’s own residence.” 

Then the young man, shuddering, felt what a terrible 
thirst of vengeance impelled this woman to destroy him. as 
well as those who loved him, and how well acquainted she 
must be with affairs of the court, since she had discovered 
everything. Doubtless she owed this information to the 
cardinal, 

But he also perceived, with a feeling of genuine joy, that 
the queen must have at last discovered the prison in which 
poor Madame Bonacieux was expiating her dewotion, and 
that she had freed her from that prison. And the letter 
he had received from the young woman, and her passing 
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along the Chaillot road like an apparition, were now ex- 
plained. 

Hereafter, as Athos had predicted, it was possible that he 
should find Madame Bonacieux, and a convent was not im- 
pregnable. 

This idea completely restored clemency to his heart. He 
turned to the wounded man, who had watched with intense 
anxiety all the varying expressions of his countenance, and 
holding out his arm to him,— 

“Come,” said he; “I will not abandon you thus. Lean 
upon me, and let us return to camp.”’ 

“ Yes,” said the man, who could scarcely believe in such 
magnanimity ; ‘‘ but is it not to have me hanged ?” 

“You have my word,” said he. “For the second time 
I give you your life.” 

The wounded man sank upon his knees, and again kissed 
his preserver’s feet; but D’Artagnan, who no longer had 
a motive for staying so near the enemy, cut short the 
evidences of his gratitude. 

The guardsman who had returned at the first discharge 
had announced the death of hisfour companions. There was 
therefore much astonishment and delight in the regiment 
when the young man was seen to come back safe and sound. 

D’Artagnan explained the sword-wound of his companion 
by a sortie which he improvised. He told of the other 
soldier’s death and the perils they had encountered. This 
recital was for him the occasion of a veritable triumph. 
The whole army talked of this expedition for a day, and 
Monsieur sent him his compliments on it. 

Moreover, as every great action brings its own recompense, 
D’Artagnan’s resulted in the restoration of the tranquillity 
he had lost. In fact, D’Artagnan believed that he might 
indulge in a little tranquillity since one of his two enemies 
was killed, and the other devoted to his interests. 

This tranquillity proved one thing, which was, that 
D’Artagnan did not yet know milady. 


GHAP LER. XU, 
THE ANJOU WINE. 


AFTER almost hopeless news of the king’s health, the report 
of his convalescence began to prevail in the camp; and as 
he was very anxious to be at the siege in person, it was 
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said that as soon as he could mount on horseback he would 
set forward. 

Meantime Monsieur, who knew that from one day to àn- 
other he might be superseded in his command by the Duc 
d'Angoulême, or Bassompierre, or Schomberg, who were all 
eager for the post, did but little, wasted his time in idle 
experiments, and dared not risk any great enterprise to 
drive the English from the Isle of Ré, where they still 
besieged the citadel of St. Martin and the fort of La Prée, 
while on their side the French were besieging Rochelle. : 

D’Artagnan, as we have said, had become more tranquil. 
He felt only one uneasiness, and that was at not hearing 
from his three friends. 

But one morning early in November everything was ex- 
plained to him by this letter, dated from Villeroi :— 


““MoNsIEUR D’ARTAGNAN,—MM. Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis, after giving an entertainment at my house, and 
having a very gay time, created such a disturbance that the 
provost of the castle, a very rigid man, has had them con- 
fined for some days; but I fulfil the order they have given 
me by forwarding to you a dozen bottles of my Anjou wine, 
with which they are much taken. They are desirous that 
you should drink to their health in their favourite wine. I 
have done so, and am, sir, with great respect, your very 
humble and obedient servant, 

‘ GODEAU, Steward of the Musketeers.” 


“ That’s good ! ”” cried D’Artagnan ; “ they think of mein 
their pleasures, as I thought of them in my troubles. Well, 
I will certainly drink to their health with all my heart, but 
I will not drink alone.” 

And D’Artagnan went after two guardsmen with whom he 
had formed greater intimacy than with the others, to invite 
them to drink with him this delicious Anjou wine which had 
just been sent him from Villeroi. 

One of the two guardsmen was engaged that evening, and 
the other for the next. So the meeting was fixed for the day 
after that. 

D’Artagnan, on his return, sent the twelve bottles of wine 
to the messroom of the guards, enjoining that great care be 
taken of it. Then at nine in the morning of the day ap- 
pointed, as the dinner was fixed for twelve o’clock, D’ Artag- 
nan sent Planchet to assist in making the preparations. 

Planchet, very proud of being raised to the dignity of 
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outler, thought he would get everything ready, like an in- 
elligent man; and with this object in mind called in the 
assistance of the lackey of one of his master’s guests, named 
Fourreau, and the sham soldier who had tried to kill D’Ar- 
-agnan, and who, belonging to no corps, had been in D’Ar- 
agnan’s service, or rather Planchet’s, ever since D’Artagnan 
nad saved his life. 

The hour of the banquet having come, the two guests ar- 
ived, took their places, and the dishes were served on the 
able. Planchet waited, towel on arm; Fourreau uncorked the 
bottles ; and Brisemont, as the convalescent was named, 
sarefully poured into glass decanters the wine, which seemed 
o be rather muddy after the joltings of the journey. As 
he first bottle of this wine was a little thick at the bottom, 
Brisemont poured the dregs into a glass, and D’Artagnan 
ullowed him to drink it, for the poor devil had not as yet 
nuch strength. 

The guests, after having eaten their soup, were on the 
Doint of touching the first glass of wine to their lips, when 
suddenly the cannon roared from Fort Louis and Fort Neuf. 
instantly the guardsmen, imagining this to be caused by 
some unexpected attack, either of the besieged or the Eng- 
ish, sprang to their swords. D’Artagnan, not less eager than 
hey, did the same, and all three ran out, in order to repair 
to their posts. 

But scarcely were they out of the messroom when they 
earned the cause of the noise. Cries of ‘“‘ Hurrah for the 
ang ! hurrah for the cardinal!’ were resounding on every 
ide, and drums were beating in all directions. 

In fact, the king, impatient, as we have said he was, had 
nade forced marches, and had just arrived with all his 
10usehold and a reinforcement of ten thousand troops. His 
nusketeers rode in front of him and behind him. D’Ar- 
agnan, standing with his company drawn up in line, saluted 
with an expressive gesture his friends, whom he followed 
with his eyes, and M. de Tréville, who instantly recognized 
him. i 

The ceremony of reception over, the four friends were soon 
n one another’s arms. 

“By Jove!” cried D’Artagnan, “you could not have 
rived more opportunely; the dinner cannot have had 
ime to cool.—Can it, gentlemen ?”’ added the young man, 
urning to the two guardsmen, whom he introduced to his 
riends. . 

“ Ah, ha!” said Porthos, ‘‘ so it seems we were feasting 
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“J hope,” said Aramis, ‘ there are no women at your 
dinner-party.” 

‘Is there any drinkable wine in your shanty ?”’ asked 
Athos. 

“Well, by Jove! there is your own, my dear friend,” 
replied D’Artagnan. 

“Our wine ! ” exclaimed Athos in astonishment, 

“Yes, the wine you sent me.” 

‘We sent you wine ? ” 

“Yes; you know what I mean—the wine from the slopes 
of Anjou.” 

“Yes, I know very well the wine you mean.” 

‘ The wine you prefer.” 

“ Doubtless, when I can get neither champagne nor cham- 
bertin.”’ 

“Well, in the absence of champagne and chambertin, you 
must be satisfied with this.” 

“And so, connoisseurs as we are, we have had some 
Anjou wine sent us, have we ? ”’ exclaimed Porthos. 

“No; it is the wine that was sent me with your compli- 
ments.” 

“With our compliments?” exclaimed the three mus- 
keteers. 

‘ Did you send this wine, Aramis ? ’”’ said Athos, 

“No; and you, Porthos ? ” 

“No; and you, Athos?” 

ce No ! LE 

“Well, but if it was not you, it was your steward,” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“ Our steward |’ 

“Yes, your steward—Godeau, the steward of the mus- 
keteers.”’ 

“?*Pon my word! never mind where it comes from,” said 
Porthos ; “‘let us taste it, and if it is good, let us drink 

“No,” said Athos; “ don’t drink wine which comes from 
an unknown source.”’ : 

“You are right, Athos,” said D’Artagnan. ‘“ Did none of 
you order Godeau to send me wine ? ” 

“No; and yet you say he has sent you some with our 
compliments ? ” 

‘“ Here is his letter,” said D’Artagnan, and he exhibited 
the note to his comrades. 

“That is not his writing !”’ said Athos; “I knowit. Be- 
fore we left Villeroi I settled the accounts of our crowd.” 
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“It is a forged letter,” said Porthos. ‘ We have not 
been under arrest.” 

*D’Artagnan,” said Aramis in a reproachful tone, ‘‘ how 
could you believe that we had made a disturbance ? ”’ 

D’Artagnan grew pale, and a convulsive trembling shook 
all his limbs. 

“Thou alarmest me!” said Athos, who never used thee 
and thou but upon very particular occasions. ‘ What has 
happened ? ” 

“Hasten! hasten, friends ! ”” cried D’Artagnan; ‘a hor- 
rible suspicion crosses my mind! Can this be another 
vengeance on that woman’s part ?”’ 

Athos now turned pale. 

D’Artagnan rushed towards the messroom, the three 
musketeers and the two guards following him. 

The first object that met D’Artagnan’s eyes on entering 
the dining-room was Brisemont stretched on the ground 
and rolling in horrible convulsions, 

Planchet and Fourreau, pale as death, were trying to aid 
him ; but it was plain that all assistance was useless—all 
the features of the dying man were distorted with the death 
struggle. 

“Ah!” cried he, perceiving D’Artagnan—“ ah! it is 
frightful! You pretend to pardon me, and you poison 
mie ly, 

‘1, cried D’Artagnan—‘“‘I, wretched man! What do 
you mean ? ” 

“I say that you gave me the wine; I say that you told 
me to drink it; I say you wished to avenge yourself on me, 
and I say that it is horrible!” 

: “Do not think so, Brisemont,” said D’Artagnan, ‘ do 
not think so. I swear to you—I protest + 

“Oh, but God is above! God will punish you !—My 
God, grant that he may one day suffer what I suffer!” 

‘ I swear to you on the Gospel,” said D’Artagnan, throw- 
ing himself down by the dying man, “that I didn’t know 
the wine was poisoned, and I was going to drink of it as 
you did.” 

“I do not believe you.” cried the soldier. 

And he expired under redoubled torments. 

“ Frightful! frightful! ’’? murmured Athos, while Porthos 
broke the bottles and Aramis gave orders, a little too late, 
to send for a confessor. 

‘Oh, my friends,” said D’Artagnan, ‘you come once 
more to save my life—not only mine, but the lives of these 
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gentlemen.—Gentlemen,”’ continued he, addressing the 
guardsmen, ‘ I request you say nothing about this adven. 
ture. Great personages may have had a hand in wha’ 
you have seen, and if talked about, the evil would only 
recoil on us.”’ 

“ Ah, sir,” stammered Planchet, more dead than alive— 
“ah, sir, what a narrow escape I have had! ” 

“ How, sirrah ! so you were going to drink my wine, were 

OUT 

“To the king’s health, sir; I was going to drink a smal 
glass of it, if Fourreau had not told me some one was call. 
ing me.’ 

te Alas ! ” said Fourreau, whose teeth chattered with terror 
“T wanted to get him out of the way that I might have < 
drink by myself. #1 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, addressing the guards 
men, ‘ you will easily see that such a feast can only be very 
melancholy after what has just taken place ; so I beg you t 
accept my excuses, and put off the party till another day.” 

The two guardsmen courteously accepted D’Artagnan’: 
excuses, and perceiving that the four friends desired to bi 
alone, they retired. 

When the young guardsman and the three musketeer: 
were without witnesses, they looked at each other with at 
air which plainly expressed that each of them realized thé 
seriousness of the situation. 

‘ In the first place,”’ said Athos, ‘‘let us leave this room 
a dead man, especially the victim of a violent death, is no 
agreeable company.” 

“ Planchet,”’ said D’Artagnan, ‘I commit this poor devil’ 
body to your care. Let him be interred in holy ground 
He committed a crime, it is true, but he repented of it.” 

And the four friends left the room. Planchet anc 
Fourreau undertook the duty of paying the mortuary} 
honours to Brisemont. 

The manager gave them another room, and served then 
with boiled eggs, while Athos went himself to draw wate: 
at the spring. In a few words Porthos and Aramis wert 
informed of all that had occurred. 

“Well,” said D’Artagnan to Athos, “you see, dea 
friend, that it is war to the death!” 

Athos shook his head. 

‘The fact is, we cannot remain in this way, with a swort 
hanging eternally over our heads,” said Athos ; ‘‘ we must 
get out of this position.” 
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‘But how ? ” 

“Listen! Try to have an interview with her, and make 
an agreement with her. Say to her : ‘ Peace or war, my 
word of honour as a gentleman never to say anything of 
you, never to do anything against you; on your part, a 
solemn oath to remain neutral with respect to me. If 
not, I will apply to the chancellor, I will apply to the 
king, I will apply to the hangman, I will move the courts 
against you, I will denounce you as branded, I will bring 
you to trial, and if you are acquitted—well, on the word 
of a gentleman, I will kill you, at the corner of some wall, 
as I would a mad dog.’ ” 

“T like the scheme well enough,” said D’Artagnan, 
‘but how meet her ?”’ 

à Time, dear friend, time brings opportunity; opportunity 
is man’s martingale. The more we venture, the more we 
gain, when we know how to wait.” 

“Yes, but to wait surrounded by assassins and poisoners.”? 

“Bah!” said Athos; ‘“ God has preserved us hitherto ; 
God will preserve us still.” 

“Yes, He has. Besides, we are men; and all things con- 
sidered, it is our lot to risk our lives. But she——’’ added 
he in an undertone. 

“She? Who ?” asked Athos. 

“ Constance.” : 

“Madame Bonacieux! Ah, that’s true!” said Athos. 
“My poor friend, I had forgotten.” 

“Well,” said Aramis, “‘ but have you not learned by 
the letter you found on the dead assassin that she is ina 
convent ? One may be very comfortable in a convent ; 
and as soon as the siege of Rochelle is over, I promise you, 
as far as I am concerned 

‘ It seems some time since he heard from his mistress,” 
said Athos, in alow voice. ‘‘ But take no notice of it; we 
know what that means.” 

“Well,” said Porthos, ‘it appears to me that there is a 
very simple way.” 

“What ?” asked D’Artagnan. 

“You say she is in a convent ?” replied Porthos. 

LES Ves 

é Well, as soon as the siege is over, we’ll carry her off 
from that convent.” 

“But we must find out what convent she is in.” 

“You are right,’”’ said Porthos. 

“But I think I have it,” said Athos. ‘‘ Do you not 
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believe, D’Artagnan, that it is the queen who has selectec 
the convent for her ? ” 

‘ At least I imagine so.” 

‘In that case, Porthos will assist us.” 

** And how, please ? ”’ 

“Why, by your marchioness, your duchess, your prin, 
cess ; she must have a long arm.” 

“Hush!” said Porthos, placing his finger on his lips 
“T believe she is of the cardinal’s party. She must know 
nothing of the matter.” 

re Then,” said Aramis, ‘‘I take upon myself to get new: 
of her.” 

“You, Aramis! ’’ cried the three friends. ‘‘ How?” 

“By the queen’s almoner, with whom I am very inti 
mately acquainted.” 

And with this assurance the four friends, having 
finished their modest repast, separated, promising t 
meet again that evening. D’Artagnan returned to the 
Minimes, and the three musketeers repaired to the king’ 
quarters, where they had to prepare their lodging. 


CHAPTER XELIT 
‘THE TAVERN OF THE RED DOVECOT. 


MEANWHILE the king, who, though he had so recently 
arrived, was in such haste to face the enemy, and, witl 
more reason than the cardinal, shared his hatred fo 
Buckingham, desired every disposition to be made, firs 
to drive the English from the Isle of Ré, and afterwards & 
press the siege of Rochelle. But in spite of himself, hi 
was delayed by the dissensions which broke out betwee 
Bassompierre and Schomberg against the Duc d’An 
goulême. 

Bassompierre and Schomberg were marshals of France 
and claimed their right to command the army under th 
king’s orders; but the cardinal, fearing that Bassom 
pierre, who was Huguenot at heart, might but feebly pres: 
the English and Rochellais, his co-religionists, supporte 
the Duc d’Angouléme, whom the king, at his instigation 
had named lieutenant-general. The result was that, t 
avoid seeing Bassompierre and Schomberg desert the army 
they had to give a separate command to each. Bassom 
pierre took up his quarters to the north of the city betweet 
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La Leu and Dompierre ; the Duc d’Angouléme to the east, 
between Dompierre and Perigny ; and M. de Schomberg 
to the south, between Perigny and Angoutin. 

Monsieur’s headquarters were at Dompierre. 

The king’s headquarters were sometimes at Etré, some- 
times at La Jarrie. 

The cardinal’s quarters were upon the downs, at the bridge 
of La Pierre, in a simple house without any entrenchment. 

Thus Monsieur watched Bassompierre ; the king, the Duc 
d’Angouléme ; and the cardinal, M. de Schomberg. 

As soon as this organization was effected, they set about 
driving the English from the island. 

The opportunity was favourable. The English, who 
require, above everything, good living in order to be good 
soldiers, having only salt meat and bad biscuit to eat, had 
many sick men in their camp. Furthermore, the sea was 
very rough at this period of the year on all the coasts of 
the ocean, and every day wrecked some vessel or other, 
and the shore from the point of L’Aiguillon to the trench 
was, at every tide, literally covered with flotsam and 
jetsam from pinnaces, row-barges, and feluccas. The 
consequence was, that even if the king’s troops should 
remain quietly in camp, evidently some day or other 
Buckingham, who only remained on the Isle of Ré out of 
obstinacy, would be obliged to raise the siege. 

But as M. de Toirac reported that everything in the 
enemy’s camp was getting ready for a fresh assault, the 
king judged that it would be best to put an end to the 
affair, and gave the necessary orders for a decisive action. 

As it is not our intention to write a journal of the siege, 
but, on the contrary, only to introduce such events of it 
as are connected with the story we are telling, we will con- 
tent ourselves with saying in a word or two that the expedi- 
tion succeeded, to the king’s great astonishment and the 
cardinal’s great glory. The English, driven back foot by 
foot, beaten in every skirmish, and overwhelmed in the 
passage of the Isle of Loix, were obliged to re-embark, 
leaving on the battlefield two thousand men, among 
whom were five colonels, three lieutenant-colonels, two 
hundred and fifty captains, and twenty gentlemen of 
rank, four pieces of cannon, and sixty colours, which were 
taken to Paris by Claude de St. Simon, and suspended with 
great pomp in the arches of Notre Dame. 

Te Deums were sung in the camp, and afterwards 
throughout France. 
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The cardinal was left free to carry on the siege without 
having, at least for the moment, anything to fear from the 
English. 

An envoy of the Duke of Buckingham, named Montague, 
was taken, and proof was obtained of a league between the 
Empire, Spain, England, and Lorraine. This league was 
directed against France. Furthermore, in Buckingham’s 
headquarters, which he had been forced to abandon more 
precipitately than he expected, papers were found con- 
firming this league, and, as the cardinal asserts in. his 
Memoirs, strongly compromising Madame de Chevreuse, 
and consequently the queen. 

All the responsibility rested on the cardinal, for one 
cannot be a despotic minister without responsibility ; 
therefore all the resources of his mighty genius were 
expended night and day engaged in listening to the 
slightest rumour heard in any of the great kingdoms of 
Europe. 

The cardinal was acquainted with Buckingham’s 
activity, and more particularly his hatred. If the league 
threatening France should triumph, all his influence 
would be lost. Spanish policy and Austrian policy would 
have their representatives in the cabinet of the Louvre, 
where they had only partisans as yet; he, Richelieu, the 
French minister, the really national minister, would be 
ruined. The king, who, while obeying him like a child, 
hated him as a child hates his master, would abandon him 
to the personal vengeance of Monsieur and the queen; so 
his ruin was perhaps the ruin of France. All this had to 
be guarded against. 

So couriers, constantly growing more numerous, were 
seen succeeding one another, day and night, in the little 
house of the bridge of La Pierre, where the cardinal had 
established his residence. 

These were monks wearing the frock with such an ill 
grace that it was easy to see they belonged especially to the 
church militant; women, rather awkward in their cos- 
tume of pages, while their large breeches could not entirely 
conceal their rounded forms ; and peasants with blackened 
hands but fine limbs, who smacked of the man of quality 
a league off. In addition to these there were less agree- 
able visitors, for two or three times it was bruited that the 
cardinal had narrowly escaped assassination. 

True, the cardinal’s enemies declared that it was he 
himself who set these bungling assassins to work, in 
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rder, if need were, to have the right of retaliation ; but 
vhat ministers say, or what their enemies say, is not to 
Je believed. 

The cardinal, to whom his most inveterate detractors 
lave never denied personal bravery, was not prevented, 
1owever, from making excursions by night, sometimes 
o communicate to the Duc d’Angouléme important 
yrders ; sometimes to go and confer with the king ; some- 
imes to have an interview with a messenger whom he 
lid not wish to receive at his headquarters. 

On their part, the musketeers, who had not much to do 
with the siege, were not under very strict orders, and led 
y jolly life. This was all the easier for them, and for our 
hree companions in particular, because, as they were M. 
le Tréville’s friends, they readily obtained from him special 
permission to remain outside after the closing of camp. 

Now, one evening, when D’Artagnan, who was in the 
trenches, was not able to accompany them, Athos, Porthos, 
and Aramis, mounted on their war-horses, enveloped in 
their military cloaks, with their hands on their pistol- 
butts, were returning from an ale-house called the Red 
Dovecot, which Athos had discovered two days before 
yn the road to La Jarrie. They were riding along on the 
‘oad leading to the camp, and quite on their guard, as we 
have stated, for fear of an ambuscade, when, about a 
juarter of a league from the village of Boinar, they fancied 
they heard the trampling of horses approaching them. 
All three instantly halted, closed in, and waited, occupy- 
ing the middle of the road. In an instant, just as the 
moon broke out from behind a cloud, they saw appear at a 
turn of the road two horsemen, who, on perceiving them, 
stopped in their turn, seemingly to deliberate whether they 
should continue their route or go back. Their hesitation 
aroused some suspicion in the three friends, and Athos, 
riding a few paces in advance of the others, cried in a firm 
voice,— 

“Who goes there ?” 

‘“ Who goes there, yourselves ?”’ replied one of the two 
horsemen. 

“That is not an answer,” replied Athos. ‘Who goes 
there ? Answer, or else we charge.” 

“Beware of what you are doing, gentlemen!” said a 
ringing voice, which appeared accustomed to command. 

“It is some superior officer making his night rounds,” 
said Athos. ‘‘ What do you mean to do, gentlemen ? ” 
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“Who are you ? ” said the same voice in the same com- 
manding tone. ‘ Answer in your turn, or you may repent 
of your disobedience.” 

“The king’s musketeers,’’ said Athos, more than ever con- 
vinced that he who questioned them had the right to do so. 

“What company ? ” 

SDrévillesé 

‘ Advance, and account for what you are doing here at 
this time.” 

The three companions advanced rather humbly, for all 
three were now convinced that they had to ao with some 
one more powerful than themselves, and leaving to Athos 
the post of spokesman. 

One of the two horsemen, the one who had spoken second, 
was ten paces in advance of his companion. Athos signed 
to Porthos and Aramis to remain behind, and went forward 
alone. 

“Your pardon, officer,” said Athos; ‘but we were 
ignorant of whom we were speaking to, and you see we 
were keeping good guard.” 

“Your name ? ’ demanded the officer, whose face was 
partly covered by his cloak. 

“But yourself, sir,’ said Athos, who began to be annoyed 
by this inquisition—“ I beg you to prove to me that you 
have the right to question me.” 

“Your name ?”’ insisted the horseman, letting his cloak 
fall, and leaving his face uncovered. 

“The cardinal !’’ cried the astonished musketeer. 

“Your name ?”’ cried his Eminence for the third time. 

« Athos,”’ said the musketeer. 

The cardinal made a sign to his attendant, who drew 
near to him. 

‘These three musketeers shall follow us,” said he in an 
undertone. ‘I do not wish it known I left the camp ; and 
by following us we shall be certain they will tell no one.’ 

‘We are gentlemen, monseigneur,” said Athos; “ put 
us on our honour, and give yourself no uneasiness. Thank 
God, we can keep a secret.” 

The cardinal fixed his keen eyes on the bold speaker. 

a You have a quick ear, Monsieur Athos,” said the car- 
dinal ; “but now listen to this: it is not from mistrust that 
I ask. you to follow me, but for my security. No toll 
your companions are MM. Porthos and Aramis.” 

“Yes, your Eminence,” said Athos, while the two muse 
keteers who had remained behind advanced, hat in hand, 1 
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‘I know you, gentlemen,” said the cardinal, “I know 
ou. I know you are not altogether my friends, and I am 
orry for it; but I know you are brave and loyal gentlemen, 
nd that confidence may be reposed in you. Monsieur 
\thos, do me the honour of accompanying me, you and your 
wo friends, and then I shall have an escort to excite envy 
n his Majesty, if we should meet him.” 

The three musketeers bowed to the necks of their horses. 

‘“ Well, on my honour,” said Athos, “your Eminence is 
ight in taking us with you; we have seen ill-looking faces 
n the road, and we have even had a quarrel at the Red 
Dovecot with four of them.” 

‘A quarrel! and what for, gentlemen?” asked the 
ardinal ; “ you know I don’t like quarrelsome persons.” 

‘And that is why I have the honour to inform your Emi- 
lence of what has happened ; for you might learn it from 
thers, and on a false report believe us to be in fault.” 

“ And what was the result of your quarrel ?’’ demanded 
he cardinal, knitting his brow. 

“My friend Aramis here received a slight sword-wound 
n his arm, but it will not prevent him, as your Eminence 
nay see, from mounting to the assault to-morrow, if your 
iminence orders an escalade.”’ 

“But you are not men to allow sword-wounds to be in- 
licted on you in this way,” said the cardinal. ‘ Come, be 
rank, gentlemen—you have given some in return; confess 
—you know I have the right of giving absolution.” 

““Monseigneur,” said Athos, “I did not even draw my 
word, but I took the man who offended me round the body, 
nd flung him out of the window. It seems that in falling,” 
ontinued Athos, with some hesitation, ‘he broke his hip.” 

‘Ah, ha!” said the cardinal.—" And you, Monsieur 
Porthos ? ” 

“JT, monseigneur, knowing that duelling is prohibited, I 
eized a bench, and gave one of these brigands a blow which 
believe broke his shoulder.” 

“Very well!” said the cardinal.—‘ And you, Monsieur 
\ramis ? ” 

‘“ Monseigneur, as I am of a very mild disposition, and as 
am likewise about to enter into orders (which mon- 
eigneur, perhaps, does not know), I was trying to appease 
ny comrades, when one of these wretches treacherously 
ave me a sword-thrust through my left arm. Then my 
atience failed me; I drew my sword in my turn, and 
vhen he came back to the charge, I fancied I felt that in 
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throwing himself on me he let it pass through his body. ] 
only know for a certainty that he fell, and it seemed to me 
he was carried off with his two companions.’ 

“The devil, gentlemen!” said the cardinal; ‘‘ three mer 
disabled in a saloon squabble! You don’t do your work by 
halves. And pray what was your quarrel about ? ” 

‘ These fellows were drunk,” said Athos, “and knowing 
that a lady had arrived at the tavern this evening, they were 
on the point of forcing her door.” 

“Forcing her door!” said the cardinal ; “and for what 
purpose ?” 

‘“ To do her violence. without doubt,” said Athos. “1 
have had the honour of informing your Eminence that these 
wretches were drunk.” 

“And was the lady young and handsome ?” asked the 
cardinal in some anxiety. 

‘‘We did not see her, monseigneur,”’ said Athos. 

“You did not see her! Ah, very well,” replied the 
cardinal quickly; ‘you acted quite right in defending a 
woman’s honour; and as I myself am going to the Red 
Dovecot, I shall know whether you have told me truth 
or not.” 

“Monseigneur,” said Athos haughtily, “‘ to save our lives, 
we would not tell a lie.” 

“Therefore I do not doubt what you say, Monsieur 
Athos, I do not doubt it for a single instant; but,” he 
added, to change the conversation, “the lady was alone, 
I suppose ? ” 

“The lady had a cavalier in the room with her,” said 
Athos, “ but as this cavalier did not show himself in spite 
of the noise, it is to be presumed that he is a coward.” 

““* Judge not rashly,’ says the Gospel,” replied the cardinal. 

Athos bowed. 

“And now, gentlemen, that’s all very well,” continued 
his Eminence. “IT know what I wanted to know. Follow 
me.’ 

The three musketeers fell behind his Eminence, who again 
enveloped his face in his cloak and started up his horse, 
keeping at from eight to ten paces in advance of his four 
companions. 

They soon reached the silent, solitary tavern. The tan 
lord doubtless knew what illustrious visitor was coming, 
and had consequently sent intruders away. 

At ten paces from the door the cardinal made a sign to 
his attendant and the three musketeers to halt. A saddled 
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orse was fastened to the window-shutter. The cardinal 
nocked three times in a peculiar manner. 

A man enveloped in a cloak immediately came out, and 
xchanged some rapid words with the cardinal ; after which 
e got on horseback and set off in the direction of Surgères, 
vhich was likewise that of Paris. 

“ Advance, gentlemen,” said the cardinal. 

“You have told me the truth, gentlemen,” said he, ad- 
ressing the three musketeers, “ and it will not be my fault 
f our meeting this evening be not advantageous to you ; 
neanwhile follow me.” 

The cardinal alighted ; the three musketeers followed his 
xample. The cardinal threw the bridle of his horse to 
iis attendant; the three musketeers fastened their horses 
o the shutters. 

The landlord stood at the door; for him, the cardinal 
vas only an officer coming to visit a lady. 

‘* Have you a room on the ground floor where these gentle- 
nen can wait, near a good fire ?’’ the cardinal asked. 

The landlord opened the door of a large room, in which a 
oor stove had just been replaced by a large and excellent 


ireplace. 
‘I have this, sir,’ said he. 
“ That will do,” replied the cardinal.—‘‘ Come in, gentle- 


nen, and be kind enough to wait for me; I shall not be 
nore than half an hour.” 

And while the three musketeers were going into the 
round-floor room, the cardinal, without asking further 
nformation, mounted the staircase like a man who has no 
eed of his way being pointed out to him. 


CHAPTER XLIV. 
THE UTILITY OF STOVE-PIPES. 


T was evident that without suspecting it, and actuated 
olely by their chivalric and adventurous characters, our 
hree friends had just rendered a service to some one whom 
he cardinal honoured with his special protection. 

Now who was that some one ? This was the question the 
hree musketeers put to each other. Then, seeing that none 
f the replies their wits could furnish was satisfactory, 
orthos called the landlord and asked for dice. 
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Porthos and Aramis sat down at the table and began to 
play. Athos walked about in a contemplative mood. 

While thinking and walking, Athos kept passing and re- 
passing before the stove-pipe, broken in half, the other end 
of which went into the upper chamber ; and every time he 
passed he heard a murmur of words, which at length at- 
tracted his attention. Athos went close to it, and dis- 
tinguished some words which undoubtedly seemed to deserve 
so deep an interest that he beckoned to his friends to be 
silent, remaining himself bent, with his ear placed against 
the opening of the lower orifice. 

‘Listen, milady,” said the cardinal; ‘the affair is im- 
portant. Sit down and let us talk.” 

“ Milady !”? murmured Athos. 

“T am listening to your Eminence with the greatest atten- 
tion,’ replied a woman’s voice that made the musketeer 
start. 

“A small vessel, with an English crew, whose captain is 
devoted to me, awaits you at the mouth of the Charente, 
at Fort de la Pointe. He will set sail to-morrow morning.” 

“IT must go there to-night, then ? ” 

“Instantly ! That is to say, as soon as you have received 
my instructions. Two men, whom you will find at the door 
on going out, will serve as your escort. You will let me 
leave first, and, half an hour after, you can go away in 
your turn.” 

“Yes, monseigneur. Now let us return to the mission in 
which you wish to employ me, and, as I desire to continue 
to merit your Eminence’s confidence, deign to explain it 
to me in clear and precise terms, so that I may not commit 
any error.” 

There was a moment of deep silence between the two 
speakers. It was evident the cardinal was weighing before- 
hand the terms in which he was about to speak, and that 
milady was collecting all the powers of her mind to under- 
stand the things he was about to say, and to engrave them 
in her memory when they were spoken. 

Athos took advantage of this moment to tell his two com: 
panions to fasten the door on the inside, and to beckon ther 
to come and listen with him. 

The two musketeers, who loved their ease, each brough’ 
a chair for himself and one for Athos. All three then sa 
down with their heads together and their ears alert. 

“ You will go to London,” pursued the cardinal ; “ whet 
you reach London you will seek out Buckingham.” 
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“TI must beg your Eminence to observe,” said milady, 
that since the affair of the diamond studs, about which 
he duke always suspected me, his Grace has been very 
aistrustful of me.” 

‘ Well, this time,” said the cardinal, ‘it is not a question 
f worming yourself into his confidence, but you will pre- 
ent yourself frankly and loyally as a negotiator.” 

“ Frankly and loyally,” repeated milady, in an unspeak- 
ble tone of duplicity. 

“Yes, frankly and loyally,” replied the cardinal, in the 
ame tone. “ This whole negotiation is to be carried on 
penly.”” 

‘ I will follow your Eminence’s instructions to the letter. 
only await your giving them.” 

“ You will go to Buckingham in my behalf, and you will 
ell him I am acquainted with all the preparations he has 
nade; but that they give me no uneasiness, since at the first 
tep he takes I will ruin the queen.” 

“Will he believe that your Eminence is in a position to 
ccomplish the threat you make him ?” 

‘“ Ves, for I have the proofs.” 

“I must be able to present these proofs so as to convince 
im.” 

“ Unquestionably. And you will tell him I will publish 
he report of Bois-Robert and of the Marquis de Beautru, 
egarding the interview with the queen which the duke 
ad at the constable’s residence, on the evening Madame la 
jonnétable gave a masked ball. You will tell him, in order 
hat he may not doubt anything, that he came there in the 
ostume of the Great Mogul, which the Chevalier de Guise 
vas to have worn, and which he bought for three thousand 
istoles.”’ 

“Very well, monseigneur.” 

“ Ail the details of his entrance and departure on the night 
vhen he was introduced into the palace in the character of 
n Italian fortune-teller you will tell him, in order that he 
nay not doubt the correctness of my information; that 
e wore under his cloak a large white robe dotted with black 
ears, Skulls, and cross-bones—for, in case of a surprise, 
e was to pass for the Phantom of the White Lady, who, 
s every one is aware, appears at the Louvre every time 
ny great event is about to happen.” 

“Is that all, monseigneur ? ” 

“Tell him also that I am acquainted with all the details 
f the adventure at Amiens; that I will have a little ro- 
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mance made of it, wittily turned, with a plan of the garden 
and portraits of the principal actors in that nocturnal 
romance.” 

“I will tell him that.” 

“Tell him, further, Montague is in my power; that 
Montague is in the Bastille; that no letters were found on 
him, it is true, but that torture may make him tell what he 
knows, and even what he does not know.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Then add that his Grace in his precipitation to quit the 
Isle of Ré forgot and left behind him in his lodging a letter 
from Madame de Chevreuse, which singularly compromises 
the queen, inasmuch as it proves not only that her Majesty 
can love the king’s enemies, but that she can conspire with 
the enemies of France. You recollect perfectly all I have 
told you, do you not ? ” 

“Your Eminence will judge: Madame la Connétable’s 
ball ; the night at the Louvre ; the evening at Amiens; the 
arrest of Montague ; the letter of Madame de Chevreuse.”’ 

“That's it,’ said the cardinal—“‘ that’s it. You have an 
excellent memory, milady.”’ 

“ But,” resumed the lady to whom the cardinal had just 
addressed this flattering compliment, “‘if, in spite of all these 
reasons, the duke does not yield, and continues to threaten 
France ? ” 

‘The duke is madly, or rather insanely, in love,”’ replied 
Richelieu, with great bitterness. ‘“‘ Like the paladins of old, 
he has undertaken this war merely to obtain a look from 
his lady-love. If he becomes certain that this war will 
cost the honour and perhaps the liberty of the lady of his 
thoughts, as he calls her, I will answer for it he will look 
at it twice.” 

‘ And yet,” said milady, with a persistence that proved 
she wished to see clearly to the end of the mission with 
which she was about to be charged—‘“‘and yet, if he per- 
sists ? ” 

“Tf he persists?” said the cardinal. “That is not 
probable.” 

“Tt is possible,” said milady. 

“Tf he persists ” His Eminence made a pause, and 
resumed: ‘‘ If he persists—well, then I shall hope for one 
of those events which change the destinies of states.” 

“If your Eminence would quote to me some one of these 
events in history,” said milady, ‘“ perhaps I should partake 
of your confidence in the future.” 
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‘ Well, here, then, for example,” said Richelieu. ‘“* When 
n 1610, for a cause almost similar to the one that moves 
the duke, King Henry IV. of glorious memory, was 
about to invade Flanders and Italy at the same time, in 
Drder to attack Austria on both sides—well, did there not 
happen an event which saved Austria ? Why should not 
the king of France have the same chance as the emperor ?”’ 

‘“ Your Eminence means the knife-stab of the Rue de la 
Ferronnerie ? ” 

“ Exactly so,” said the cardinal. 

‘ Does not your Eminence fear that the punishment in- 
flicted on Ravaillac may deter any one who might think 
of imitating him ?” 

“There will be, in all times and in all countries, particu- 
larly if religious divisions exist in those countries, fanatics 
who ask nothing better than to become martyrs. And 
observe, it just occurs to me that the Puritans are furious 
against the Duke of Buckingham, and their preachers 
designate him as Antichrist.” 

“Well ? ” said milady. 

“ Well,” continued the cardinal, in an indifferent tone, 
‘the only difficulty at this moment is to find some woman, 
handsome, young, and clever, who wants to get revenge on 
the duke. Such a woman may be found. The duke has 
had many love affairs, and if he has succeeded in many 
of his intrigues by his promises of eternal constancy, he 
must likewise have sown the seeds of many hatreds by his 
eternal infidelities.”’ 

“ No doubt,” said milady coolly, “such a woman may 
be found.” 

“ Well, such a woman, who would put Jacques Clement’s 
knife or Ravaillac’s in a fanatic’s hands, would save 
France.” 

“Yes ; but she would be implicated in an assassination.” 

“Were Ravaillac’s accomplices or Jacques Clement’s ever 
known ?”’ 

“No, for perhaps they were too high for any one to dare 
look for them where they were. The Palace of Justice would 
not be burnt down for every one, monseigneur.”’ 

“So you think the fire at the Palace of Justice was not 
caused by chance ?”’ asked Richelieu, in a tone such as he 
would have used in putting a question of no importance. 

“J, monseigneur ?”’ replied milady. ‘I think nothing; 
I quote a fact, that is all. Only I say that if my name were 
Mademoiselle de Montpensier or the Queen Marie de’ Medici, 
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I should take less precautions than I take, being simply 
called Lady Clarick.” 

“That is but just,” said Richelieu. “What do you 
require, then ?” 

‘I require an order which would ratify beforehand all 
that I should think proper to do for the greatest good 
of France.” 

“But, in the first place, we must find the woman I have 
described, who is anxious to avenge herself on the duke.” 

‘ She is found,” said milady. 

“Then we must find the miserable fanatic who will serve 
as an instrument of God’s justice.” 

“He will be found.” 

‘Well,’ said the cardinal, “then it will be time to 
demand the order which you just now asked for. 

“Your Eminence is right,” replied milady, ‘and I have 
been wrong in seeing in the mission with which you honour 
me anything but what it really is—that is to say, to an- 
nounce to his Grace, from your Eminence, that you are 
acquainted with the different disguises by means of which 
he succeeded in approaching the queen during the ball 
given at the constable’s; that you have proofs of the 
interview granted at the Louvre by the queen to a certain 
Italian astrologer, who was no one else than the Duke of 
Buckingham ; that you have ordered a little romance of a 
satirical nature to be written on the adventure of Amiens, 
with a plan of the gardens in which that adventure took 
place, and portraits of the actors who took part in it ; that 
Montague is in the Bastille, and that torture may make 
him say things he remembers, and even things he has 
forgotten; finally, that you have in your possession a 
letter from Madame de Chevreuse, found in his Grace’s 
headquarters, which singularly compromises not only her 
who wrote it, but also the lady in whose name it was 
written. Then if he persists, in spite of all this, inasmuch 
as what I have just said is the limit of my mission, I shall 
have nothing more to do but to pray God to work a miracle 
for the salvation of France. That is it, is it not, mon- 
seigneur, and I shall have nothing else to do ?” 

“That is it,” replied the cardinal dryly. 

‘ And now,” said milady, without appearing to remark 
the change of the duke’s tone toward her—“ now that I have 
received your Eminence’s instructions regarding your ene- 
mies, will monseigneur permit me to say a few words ta 
him of mine ?” 
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“Why, have you enemies ?”’ asked Richelieu. 

“Yes, monseigneur, enemies against whom you owe me 
all your support, for I made them by serving your Emi- 
nence.” 

‘“ Who are they ?”’ replied the duke. 

‘In the first place, there is a little intriguing woman 
named Bonacieux.”’ 

‘ She is in the prison of Nantes.” 

‘That is to say, she was there,” replied milady ; “ but 
the queen obtained an order from the king, by means of 
which she has been conveyed to a convent.” 

““To a convent ?”’ exclaimed the duke. 

“Yes, to a convent.” 

‘“ And what convent ?” 

‘“T don’t know ; the secret has been well kept.” 

* But I will know ! ” 

“And will your Eminence tell me in what convent this 
woman is ?”’ 

‘I see nothing improper in that,” said the cardinal. 

‘ Well, now I have an enemy much more to be dreaded by 
me than this little Madame Bonacieux.” 

“Who is that ?” 

‘Heroes. à 

‘What is his name ? ” 

“Oh, your Eminence knows him well,” cried milady, 
carried away by her anger. ‘He is the evil genius of 
both of us. In an encounter with your Eminence’s guards, 
ne decided the victory in favour of the king’s musketeers ; 
he gave three desperate wounds to De Wardes, your emis- 
sary, and he caused the affair of the diamond studs to 
fail; and he, knowing I had Madame Bonacieux abducted, 
has sworn my death.” 

“Ah, ha!” said the cardinal; “I know whom you 
mean.” é 

‘I mean that wretch D’Artagnan.” 

“ He is a bold fellow,” said the cardinal. 

‘ And because he is a bold fellow he is the more to be 
feared.” 

‘I must have,” said the duke, “ a proof of his connection 
with Buckingham.” 

“A proof!” cried milady ; ‘I will find you ten.” 

“Well, then, it is the simplest thing in the world. Get 
me your proof, and I will send him to the Bastille.” 

‘So far so good, monseigneur ; but afterwards ? ” 

“When one is in the Bastille there is no afterwards!” 
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said the cardinal in a low voice. ‘“ Ah, by God!” con- 
tinued he, ‘if it were as easy for me to get rid of my enemy 
as it is easy to get rid of yours, and if it were only against 
such people you | required impunity— 

“Monseigneur,” replied milady, ‘a fair exchange—life 
for life, man for man; give me one, I will give you the 
other.” 

“I don’t know what you mean, nor do I even wish to 
know what you mean,” replied the cardinal ; ‘but I wish 
to please you, and see nothing out of the way in giving 
you what you ask for with respect to so mean a creature— 
the more so as you tell me this petty D’Artagnan is a 
libertine, a duellist, a traitor.” 

‘An infamous scoundrel, monseigneur, an infamous 
scoundrel ! ” 

“Give me paper, a pen, and some ink, then,” said the 
cardinal. 

‘ Here they are, monseigneur.” 

There was a moment of silence, which proved that the 
cardinal was engaged in seeking the terms in which he should 
write the note, or else in writing it. Athos, who had not 
lost a word of the conversation, took his two companions 
by the hand and led them to the other end of the room. 

“Well,” said Porthos, “ what do you want, and why do 
you not let us listen to the end of the conversation ?.” 

“Hush!” said Athos, speaking in a low voice; “we 
have heard all it was necessary for us to hear; besides, I 
don't prevent you from listening, but I must be gone.” 

“You must be gone!” said Porthos; ‘and if the car- 
dinal asks for you, what answer can we make ? ” 

“You will not wait till he asks ; you will speak first, and 
tell him that I am gone as a scout, because certain expres- 
sions of our landlord: have made me think the road is not 
safe. I will say a word or two about it to the cardinal’s 
attendant likewise. The rest concerns myself; don’t be 
anxious about that.” 

‘ Be prudent, Athos,” said Aramis. 

‘“ Don't be worried,” replied Athos. 

Porthos and Aramis resumed their places by the stove-pipe. 

Athos went out without any mystery, took his horse, 
which was tied with those of his friends to the fastenings 
of the shutters, in four words convinced the attendant 
of the necessity of a vanguard for their return, carefull 
examined the priming of his pistol, drew his sword, and, 
like a forlorn hope, took the road to the camp. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 
A CONJUGAL SCENE. 


As Athos had foreseen, the cardinal soon came down. He 
opened the door of the room where the musketeers were, 
and found Porthos playing an earnest game at dice with 
Aramis. He cast a rapid glance round the room, and per- 
Seived that one of his men was missing. 

*“ What has become of Monsieur Athos ?”’ asked he. 

‘ Monseigneur,” replied Porthos, “he has gone on as a 
scout, owing to some expressions dropped by our landlord 
making him fear the road was not safe.” 

“ And how have you been amusing yourself, M. Porthos ? ” 

‘I have won five pistoles from Aramis, monseigneur.”’ 

‘Well; now will you return with me ?” 

‘We are at your Eminence’s orders.” 

“To horse, then, gentlemen, for it is getting late.” 

The attendant was at the door, holding the cardinal’s 
horse by the bridle. A short distance away a group of 
two men and three horses appeared in the shade; these 
were the two men who were to conduct milady to Fort de 
la Pointe, and superintend her embarkation. 

The attendant confirmed to the cardinal what the two 
musketeers had already said regarding Athos. The cardinal 
made an approving gesture, and started to return with the 
same precautions he had used in coming. 

Let us leave him to follow the road to the camp, pro- 
tected by his attendant and the two musketeers, and 
return to Athos. 

For a hundred paces he maintained the gait with which 
ae started, but when once out of sight, he turned his horse 
to the right, made a circuit, and came back to within twenty 
paces, where, shielded by a coppice, he might watch the 
passage of the little troop. Having recognized his com- 
Janions’ laced hats and the golden fringe of the cardinal’s 
sloak, he waited till the horsemen had turned the angle of 
the road, and having lost them from sight, he returned at 
1 gallop to the tavern, which was opened to him without 
1esitation. 

The landlord recognized him. 

“My officer,” said Athos, “‘ has forgotten to give a piece 
of very important information to the lady, and has sent 
me back to repair his forgetfulness.” 

“Go up,” said the host; ‘‘ she is still in her room.” 
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Athos availed himself of the permission, mounted the 
stairs with his lightest step, gained the landing, and through 
the open door saw milady putting on her hat. 

He went straight into the chamber and closed the door 
behind him. 

At the noise he made in bolting it milady turned round. 

Athos was standing before the door, enveloped in his 
cloak, with his hat pulled down over his eyes. On seeing 
that figure, mute and motionless like a statue, milady was 
startled. 

“Who are you, and what do you want ?”’ cried she. 

‘There now !’’? murmured Athos ; “it is certainly she!” 

And dropping his cloak and raising his hat, he advanced 
toward milady. 

“Do you know me, madame ?”’ said he. 

Milady took one step forward, and then grew pale, as 
though she saw a serpent. 

“Come,” said Athos. ‘Good! I see you know me.” 

““The Comte de la Fére!’’ murmured milady, drawing 
back till the wall prevented her going any farther. 

“Yes, milady,” replied Athos; “the Comte de la Fère in 
person, who comes expressly from the other world to have 
the pleasure of seeing you. Sit down, then, and let us talk, 
as the cardinal said.” 

Milady, under the influence of inexpressible terror, sat 
down without uttering a word. 

‘“ Vou are a demon sent to earth!” said Athos. ‘ Yout 
power is great, I know; but you also know that with God’s 
aid men have often conquered the most terrible demons. 
You have once before crossed my path. I thought I had 
crushed you, madame; but either I was deceived, or hell 
has brought you to life again.” 

Milady at these words, which recalled frightful remem- 
brances, hung her head, with a suppressed groan. 

“Yes, hell has brought you to life again,” continued 
Athos, “‘ hell has made you rich, hell has given you another 
name, hell has almost made you another countenance; 
but it has effaced neither the stains from your soul nor 
the brand from your body!” 

Milady started up as if moved by a spring, and her eyes 
flashed lightning. Athos remained sitting. 

“You believed me to be dead, did you not, as I believed 
you to be? And the name of Athos as well concealed the 
Comte de la Fére as the name of Lady Clarick concealed 
Anne de Bueil! Were you not so called when your hon- 
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oured brother married us? Our position is truly strange,” 
pursued Athos, laughing. ‘‘ We have lived up to the present 
time only because we believed each other to be dead, and 
because a remembrance is less oppressive than a living 
creature, though sometimes a remembrance is a devouring 
thing ! ” 

“ But,” said milady, in a hollow, faint voice, ‘ what 
brings you back to me? and what do you want with me?” 

“I wish to tell you that, though I have remained in- 
visible to your eyes, I have not lost sight of you. I can tell 
you of your actions day by day from the time you entered 
the cardinal’s service until this evening.” 

A smile of incredulity passed over milady’s pale lips. 

“Listen! You cut off the two diamond studs from the 
Duke of Buckingham’s shoulder ; you had Madame Bona- 
cieux abducted ; you were in love with De Wardes, and, 
thinking to pass the night with him, opened the door to 
M. d@’Artagnan; you believed that De Wardes had deceived 
you, and tried to have him killed by his rival; when his 
rival had discovered your infamous secret, you tried to have 
him killed in his turn by two assassins, whom you sent in 
pursuit of him; finding the balls had missed their mark, 
you sent poisoned wine with a forged letter, to make your 
victim believe that the wine came from his friends; and 
lastly, you have just now been sitting in this chamber, in 
this very chair where I am now, and have entered into an 
engagement with Cardinal Richelieu to have the Duke of 
Buckingham assassinated, in exchange for the promise he 
made you to have D’Artagnan assassinated for your sake.” 

Milady was livid. 

“You must be Satan !”’ cried she. 

“Perhaps,” said Athos. ‘But, at least, listen to what 
I say. Assassinate the Duke of Buckingham, or have him 
assassinated ; it makes no difference to me. I don’t know 
him; besides, he is an Englishman. But do not touch 
with the tip of your finger a single hair of D’Artagnan, who 
is a faithful friend, whom I love and defend, or I swear to 
you by my father’s life the crime which you shall have 
committed shall be your last.” 

‘M. d’Artagnan has cruelly insulted me,” said milady, 
in a hollow voice ; “‘M. d’Artagnan shall die!” 

“Indeed! Is it possible to insult you, madame ?” said 
Athos, laughing. ‘He has insulted you, and he shall die!” 
‘ He shall die!’ replied milady ; ‘she first, then he.” 

Athos was seized with a kind of vertigo. The sight of 
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this creature, who had nothing womanly about her, recalled 
devouring remembrances. He recalled how one day, in a 
less dangerous situation than the one in which he was 
now placed, he had already tried to sacrifice her to his 
honour. His desire for her death returned, burning, and 
pervaded him like a raging fever. He arose, put his hand 
to his belt, drew out a pistol, and cocked it. 

Milady, pale as a corpse, struggled to cry out; but he 
frozen tongue could utter only a hoarse sound, which had 
nothing human in it, and seemed a wild beast’s rattle. 
Clinging to the dark tapestry, she appeared, with her hai 
in disorder, like the frightful image of terror. 

Athos slowly raised his pistol, stretched out his arm, sc 
that the weapon almost touched milady’s forehead; and 
then, in a voice the more terrible from having the supreme 
calmness of an inflexible resolution,— 

“Madame,” said he, “ you will this instant deliver to me 
the paper the cardinal signed ; or, on my soul, I will blow 
your brains out.” 

With another man, milady might have preserved some 
doubt ; but she knew Athos, yet she remained motionless. 

“You have one second to decide,’’ said he. 

Milady saw by the contraction of his countenance that 
he was about to pull the trigger ; she put her hand quickly 
into her bosom, pulled out a paper, and held it toward Athos. 

“ Take it,’’ said she, ‘‘ and be damned !”’ 

Athos took the paper, returned the pistol to his belt, 
approached the lamp to be assured that it was the right 
paper, unfolded it, and read,— 

August 5, 1628. 

“By my order, and for the good of the State, the bearer 
hereof has done what he has done. RICHELIEU.” 


‘ And now,” said Athos, taking up his cloak again and 
putting on his hat—‘‘now that I have drawn your teeth, 
viper, bite if you can.” 

And he left the chamber without once looking behind him. 

At the door he found the two men, and the horse which 
they held. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, ‘you know monseigneur’s order 
is for you to conduct that woman, without losing time, to 
Fort de la Pointe, and not to leave her till she is on board.” 

As his words agreed exactly with the order they had re- 
ceived, they bowed in sign of assent. 

Athos leaped lightly into his saddle, and set out at full 
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rallop ; only, instead of following the road, he took across 
he fields, urging his horse to the utmost, and stopping 
ccasionally to listen. 

In one of his halts he heard the trampling of several 
lorses on the road. He had no doubt it was the cardinal 
nd his escort. He immediately galloped on ahead, rubbed 
is horse down with some heather and leaves of trees, and 
hen placed himself in the middle of the road, about two 
1undred paces from the camp. 

“Who goes there ? ” cried he, as soon as he saw the horse- 
nen coming. 

“That is our brave musketeer, I think,’’ said the cardinal. 

“Yes, monseigneur,”’ said Porthos, “it is he.” 

“Monsieur Athos,” said Richelieu, “‘ receive my thanks 
or the good guard you have kept. Gentlemen, we are 
ere ; take the gate on the left. The watchword is ‘ King 
MCE EE 

On saying these words the cardinal bent his head in 
alutation of the three friends, and took the right hand, 
ollowed by his attendant, for that night he himself was 
o sleep in camp. 

‘“ Well,” said Porthos and Aramis together, as soon as 
he cardinal was out of hearing—“ well, he signed the paper 
he asked for!” 

“ T know he did,”’ said Athos, ‘‘ and here it is.”” 

And the three friends did not exchange another word till 
hey got to their quarters, except to give the watchword to 
he sentinels. 

But they sent Mousqueton to tell Planchet that his 
naster was requested to come to the quarters of the mus- 
eteers the instant he left the trenches. 

Milady, as Athos had foreseen, on finding the two men 
waiting her, made no objection to going with them. She 
ad indeed for an instant felt an inclination to be taken 
ack to the cardinal and relate everything to him; but a 
evelation on her own account would bring about a revela- 
ion from Athos. She might say that Athos had hanged her ; 
ut then Athos would tell that she was branded. She 
hought it was therefore best to preserve silence, to set off 
iscreetly, to accomplish her difficult mission with her 
sual skill; and then, all things being performed to the 
ardinal’s satisfaction, to come back and claim her vengeance. 

Consequently, after travelling all night, she was at seven 
’clock at Fort de la Pointe; at eight o’clock she had em- 
arked ; and at nine the vessel, which, with letters of 
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marque from the cardinal, was supposed to be going to 
Bayonne, raised anchor and set sail toward England. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 
THE BASTION ST. GERVAIS. 


ON rejoining his three friends, D’Artagnan found them 
assembled in the same room. Athos was meditating, 
Porthos was twirling his moustache, Aramis was reading 
prayers in a charming little Book of Hours, bound in blue 
velvet. 

‘“ By Jove,” said he, “‘ gentlemen, I hope what you have 
to tell me is worth the trouble ; or else, I warn you, I will 
not pardon you for making me come here instead of getting 
a little rest, after a night spent in taking and dismantling 
a bastion. Ah! why were you not there, gentlemen : 
It was warm work.” 

“We were in a place where it was not very cold!” 
replied Porthos, giving his moustache a twirl that was 
peculiar to him. 

‘ Hush ! ” said Athos. 

“Oh, ho!” said D’Artagnan, comprehending the mus- 
keteer’s slight frown; ‘‘it appears there is something new 
on hand.” 

‘ Aramis,”’ said Athos, “‘ you went to breakfast the da 
before yesterday at the tavern of the Infidel,* I believe ?’ 

66 Yes.”’ 

“How did you fare ? ” 

“For my part, I ate but little. The day before yesterday 
was a fast-day, and they had nothing but meat.” 

“What!” said Athos; “no fish at a seaport P ” 

“They say,” said Aramis, resuming his pious reading, 
“that the dike which the cardinal is making drives them 
all out into the open sea.”’ 

“But that is not quite what I asked you,” replied Athos, 
“I want to know if you were left alone, and nobody inter- 
rupted you.” | 

* ‘Le Parpaillot.” Parpaillot was an opprobrious term applied ta 
Calvinists. It is derived either from papillon, a butterfly; or from 
parpillote, a small piece of money used by the religious partisans of the 
16th century; or from the Sieur Parpaille, a native of Orange, who, 
after propagating Protestantism in the Comptat, was put to death in 
1562. The word came to mean, in familiar language, a man who had 
no religion. | 
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“Why, I think there were not many intruders. Yes, 
Athos, I know what you mean; we shall do very well at 
the Infidel.” 

“Let us go to the Infidel, then ; for here the walls are 
like sheets of paper.” 

D’Artagnan, who was accustomed to his friend’s manner 
of acting, and perceived immediately by a word, a gesture, 
or a sign from him that the circumstances were serious, 
took Athos’s arm, and went out with him without saying 
anything. Porthos followed, chatting with Aramis. 

On their way they fell in with Grimaud. Athos beckoned 
him to come with them. Grimaud, as usual, silently obeyed ; 
the poor lad had nearly come to the pass of forgetting how 
to speak. 

They arrived at the taproom of the Infidel; it was seven 
o’clock in the morning, and daylight began to appear. The 
three friends ordered breakfast, and went into a room in 
which, the host said, they were not likely to be disturbed. 

Unfortunately, the hour was badly chosen for a private 
conference. Reveille had just been beaten; every one was 
shaking off the drowsiness of night, and, to dispel the humid 
morning air, came to take a drop at the bar. Dragoons, 
Swiss, guardsmen, musketeers, light-horsemen succeeded 
one another with a rapidity which might answer the land- 
lord’s purposes very well, but agreed badly with the views 
of the four friends. Thus they replied very curtly to the 
salutations, healths, and jokes of their companions. 

“Come,” said Athos; ‘we shall get into some pretty 
quarrel or other, and we don’t need one just now. D’Ar- 
tagnan, tell us what sort of a night you had, and we will 
describe ours afterwards.”’ 

“Ah, yes!” said a light-horseman, lolling about with a 
glass of brandy in his hand, which he was leisurely sipping 
— ah, yes! You gentlemen of the guards were in the 
trenches last night, and you had a bone to pick with the 
Rochellais.” 

D’Artagnan looked at Athos to know if he ought to reply 
to this intruder, who mixed unasked in their conversation. 

“Well,” said Athos, “‘ don’t you hear M. de Busigny, who 
does you the honour of asking you a question ? Relate 
what has passed during the night, since these gentlemen 
wish to know.” 

“Did you not take a bastion ?”’ asked a Swiss, who was 
drinking rum out of a beer-glass. 

“Yes, sir,” said D’Artagnan, bowing; “we had that 
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honour. As you may have heard, we even put a barrel 
of powder under one of the angles, which, when it blew up, 
made a very pretty breach — without reckoning that, as 
the bastion was not built yesterday, all the rest of the 
building was much shaken.” 

“ And which bastion was it ?”’ asked a dragoon, with his 
sabre run through a goose, which he was taking to have 
_ cooked, 

“The bastion St. Gervais,” replied D’Artagnan, “ from 
behind which the Rochellais have been annoying our work- 
men.” 

“Was the affair hot ? ” 

“Yes, moderately so. We lost five men, and the Rochellais 
eight or ten.” 

‘ Balzempleu ! ” said the Swiss, who, notwithstanding 
the admirable stock of oaths possessed by the German lan- 
guage, had acquired the habit of swearing in French. 

“ But,”’ said the light-horseman, ‘ probably they will send 
pioneers this morning to repair the bastion.” 

“Yes, probably,” said D’ Artagnan. 

‘“ Gentlemen,” said Athos, “I have a wager to propose.” 

“Ah, ha! a vager!”’ cried the Swiss. 

“What is it ?”’ said the light-horseman. 

“Stop axbit,’’ said the dragoon, placing his sabre like a 
spit upon the two large iron dogs which held the firebrands 
on the hearth—“ stop a bit ; I am in it.— You dog of a land- 
lord! a dripping-pan instantly, that I may not lose a drop 
of the fat of this estimable bird.” 

“You are quite right,” said the Swiss ; ‘‘ koose-krease is 
koot vith bastry.”’ 

‘There ! ” said the dragoon. ‘‘ Now for the wager. We 
are all attention, M. Athos.”’ 

“Ah, now for the wager ! ” said the light-horseman. 

“Well, Monsieur de Busigny, I will bet you,” said 
Athos, “that my three companions, MM. Porthos, Aramis, 
and D’Artagnan, and myself, will go and breakfast in the 
bastion St. Gervais, and will remain there an hour, by 
the watch, whatever the enemy may do to dislodge us.” 

Porthos and Aramis looked at each other ; they began to 
understand. 

“Well, but,” said D’Artagnan, in Athos’s ear, ‘‘ you are 
going to get us all killed without mercy.” 

‘We are much more likely to be killed,” said Athos, ‘if 
we do not go.” 

“’Pon my word, gentlemen!’’ said Porthos, turning 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 423 
round upon his chair and twirling his moustache, “ that’s 
à fine bet, I hope.” 

‘I take it,” said M. de Busigny. ‘Now let us fix the 
stake.” 

“Why, you are four, gentlemen,” said Athos, ‘and we 
are four: a dinner for eight. Will that do ? ” 

“ Capitally,” replied M. de Busigny. 

‘€ Perfectly well,” said the dragoon. 

“Dat suits me,’ said the Swiss. 

The fourth auditor, who during all this conversation had 
played a mute part, nodded to show that he acquiesced in 
the proposition. 

“The breakfast for these gentlemen is ready,’ said the 
landlord. 

“Well, bring it in,” said Athos. 

The landlord obeyed. Athos called Grimaud, pointed to a 
large basket standing in a corner, and made a sign to him 
to wrap the food up in the napkins. 

Grimaud perceived that it was to be a breakfast on the 
grass, packed the viands into the basket, added the bottles, 
and then took the basket on his arm. 

“But where are you going to eat my breakfast ?”’ said 
the landlord. 

- “ Of what consequence is that to you, if you are paid for 
it ?’’ said Athos, and he threw two pistoles majestically on 
the table. 

“Shall I give you the change, officer ? ” said the host. 

_ “No; only add two bottles of champagne, and the differ- 
ence will be for the napkins.” 

The landlord had not quite so good a bargain as he at 
first hoped for, but he made up for it by slipping in two 
bottles of Anjou wine instead of two bottles of champagne. 

“Monsieur de Busigny,” said Athos, “will you be so 
kind as to set your watch with mine, or permit me to 
regulate mine by yours ?”’ 

“Certainly, sir,” said the light-horseman, drawing from 
his fob a very handsome watch set in diamonds. “ Half- 
past seven,” said he. 

“Thirty-five minutes after seven,” said Athos; ‘‘ we shall 
know that I am five minutes faster than you, sir.” 

And bowing to all the astonished spectators, the young 
men started off for the bastion St. Gervais, followed by 
Grimaud carrying the basket, ignorant of where he was 
going, but, in the passive obedience which Athos had 
taught him, not even thinking of asking. 
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As long as they were within the camp the four friends did 
not exchange a word; besides, they were followed by in- 
quisitive loungers, who, hearing of the wager, were anxious 
to know how they would succeed. But when once they had 
passed the line of circumvallation, and found themselves in 
the open field, D’Artagnan, who was completely ignorant of 
what was going on, thought it was time to demand an 
explanation. 

“And now, my dear Athos,” said he, “do me the kindness 
to tell me where we are going.” 

“Why, you see plainly enough we are going to the 
bastion.” 

‘ But what are we going to do there ?” 

“Why, you know well enough we are going to breakfast 
there.” 

“But why did we not breakfast at the Infidel ? ” 

“Because we have some very important things to talk 
over, and it was impossible to talk five minutes in that 
tavern without being annoyed by all those importunate 
fellows, who keep coming in, saluting you, and addressing 
you. Yonder, at least,” said Athos, pointing to the bastion, 
“they will not come and disturb us.” 

‘It seems to me,” said D’Artagnan, with that prudence 
which was so naturally allied with his extreme bravery— 
“it seems to me that we could have found some retired place 
on the downs or by the seashore.”’ 

‘“ Where we should have been seen all four conferring 
together, so that at the end of a quarter of an hour the 
cardinal would have been informed by his spies that we 
were holding a council.” 

“Yes,” said Aramis, ‘‘ Athos is right: Amimadvertuntur 
in desertis.” 

‘ A desert would not have been amiss,” said Porthos; 
“but the question was where to find it.” 

‘There is no desert where a bird cannot fly over one’s 
head, where a fish cannot leap out of the water, where a 
rabbit cannot come out of its burrow; and I believe that 
bird, fish, and rabbit would all be the cardinal’s spies, 
Better, then, carry out our undertaking, from which, 
besides, we cannot retreat without shame. We have made 
a wager, a wager which could not be foreseen, and of which 
I defy any one to guess the true cause. In order to win it, 
we are going to stay an hour in the bastion. We shal 
either be attacked, or we shall not be. If we are not, we 
shall have all the time to talk, and nobody will hear us, 
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for I will answer for it the walls of the bastion have no ears. 
If we are attacked, we will talk of our affairs just the same, 
and while defending ourselves we shall cover ourselves 
with glory. You see that everything is to our advantage.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan; ‘“ but undoubtedly we shall 
receive a bullet.” 

“Well, my dear,’’ replied Athos, ‘‘ you know well that the 
bullets most to be dreaded are not from open enemies.”’ 

“But for such an expedition we surely ought to have 
brought our muskets.”’ 

“You are stupid, friend Porthos. Why load ourselves 
with a useless burden ? ” 

“T think a good musket, a dozen cartridges, and a 
powder-flask are not very useless things in face of an 
enemy.” 

“Well,” replied Athos, “didn’t you hear what D’Ar- 
tagnan said ? ” 

“What did D’Artagnan say ?” 

“ D’Artagnan said that in the attack last night eight or 
ten Frenchmen were killed and as many Rochellais.”’ 

‘ What then ? ” 

“They did not have time to plunder the bodies, did 
they, seeing that for the moment they had something 
more urgent to do?” 

LES Well ? LE 

“Well, we shall find their muskets, their cartridges, and 
their powder-flasks ; and instead of four musketoons and a 
dozen balls, we shall have fifteen guns and a hundred 
charges to fire.” 

“O Athos!” said Aramis, ‘‘truly thou art a great 
man.” 

Porthos bowed in sign of acquiescence. D’Artagnan 
alone did not appear to be quite satisfied. 

Grimaud, no doubt, shared the young man’s misgivings, 
for seeing that they continued to advance toward the 
bastion, a thing which he had not at first suspected, he 
pulled his master by the skirt of his coat. 

‘ Where are we going ?”’ asked he by a gesture. 

Athos pointed to the bastion. 

‘ But,” said the silent Grimaud, still in the same dialect, 
we shall leave our hides there.” 

Athos raised his eyes and his finger toward heaven, 

Grimaud put his basket on the ground and sat down, 
shaking his head. 

Athos took a pistol from his belt, looked to see if it 
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was properly primed, cocked it, and placed the muzzle 
close to Grimaud’s ear. 

Grimaud was on his legs again, as if moved by a spring. 
Athos then made him a sign to take up his basket, and to 
walk on first. Grimaud obeyed. All that Grimaud gained 
by this moment’s pantomime was that he was promoted 
from the rear-guard to the vanguard. 

When they reached the bastion the four friends turned 
round. 

More than three hundred soldiers of all kinds were assem- 
bled at the gate of the camp ; and in a separate group they 
could distinguish M. de Busigny, the dragoon, the Swiss, and 
the fourth wagerer. 

Athos took off his hat, put it on the end of his sword, 
and waved it in the air. All the spectators returned him 
his salute, accompanying this politeness with a loud hurrah, 
which they plainly heard. After which they all four dis- 
appeared in the bastion, where Grimaud had already pre- 
ceded them. 


CHAPTER XLVII. 
THE COUNCIL OF THE MUSKETEERS. 


As Athos had foreseen, the bastion was occupied only by a 
dozen dead bodies, French and Rochellais. 

‘* Gentlemen,’ said Athos, who had assumed the com- 
mand of the expedition, ‘“ while Grimaud is laying out the 
breakfast, let us begin by getting together the guns and 
cartridges ; we can talk while performing that task. These 
gentlemen,” added he, pointing to the bodies, “ will not 
hear us.” 

“But still we might throw them into the ditch,” said 
Porthos, ‘after assuring ourselves they have. nothing in 
their pockets.” 

“Yes,” said Athos; ‘‘ that’s Grimaud’s business.” 

“Well, then,’ cried D’Artagnan, “let Grimaud searck 
them, and throw them over the walls.” 

‘* By no means,” said Athos ; “ they may be useful to us.’ 

“ These dead bodies useful to us ?”’ exclaimed Porthos. 
nig Why, you are crazy, my dear friend.” 

‘ Judge not rashly,’ say the Gospels and the cardinal,” 
replied Athos. “How many guns, gentlemen ?” 

“Twelve,” replied Aramis. 

“How many cartridges ?” 
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* A hundred.” 
“ That’s quite as many as we shall want. Let us load the 
uns.” 
7 The four musketeers went to work. As they were loading 
the last musket Grimaud signified that breakfast was ready. 

Athos replied, still by gestures, that it was all right, and 
showed Grimaud a kind of pepper-box, making him under- 
stand that he was to stand as sentinel. Only, to alleviate 
the tedium of the duty, Athos allowed him to take a loaf, 
two cutlets, and a bottle of wine. 

‘ And now, to table,” said Athos. 

The four friends sat down on the ground, with their legs 
crossed, like Turks or tailors. 

“There now,” said D’Artagnan; “as there is no longer 
any fear of being overheard, I hope you are going to let us 
into your secret.” 

“TI hope at the same time to provide you with amuse- 
ment and glory, gentlemen,” said Athos. ‘I have taken 
you on a very pleasant walk; here is a most delicious 
breakfast ; and five hundred people yonder, as you may 
see through the loopholes, are taking us for heroes or mad- 
men—two classes of imbeciles sufficiently alike.”’ 

“But the secret ?”’ said D’Artagnan. 

‘“ The secret is,” said Athos, ‘ that I saw milady last 
night.” 

D’Artagnan was lifting a glass to his lips, but at the 
mention of milady his hand shook so that he put the glass 
on the ground again, for fear of spilling the contents. 

i“ You saw your wi 

“Hush!” interrupted Athos; ‘you forget, my dear, 
that these gentlemen have not been initiated, as you have, 
into the secrets of my family affairs. I saw milady.” 

“ And where ?”’ demanded D’Artagnan. 

‘* About two leagues from here, at the tavern of the Red 
Dovecot.” 

“In that case I am lost,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘ No, not quite so yet,” replied Athos, “for by this time 
she must have left the shores of France.” 

' “But, after all,” asked Porthos, ‘‘ who is milady ? ” 

‘A very charming woman ! ” said Athos, sipping a glass 
of sparkling wine. ‘‘ That rascally landlord!” cried he ; 
“he has given us Anjou wine instead of champagne, and 
fancies we know no better! Yes,’”’ continued he, ‘a very 
charming woman, who bestowed her favours on our friend 
D’Artagnan, while he, on his part, has given her some 
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offence for which she tried to pay him off, a month ago, by 
having him killed by two musket-shots; a week ago by 
attempting to poison him; and yesterday by demanding 
his head of the cardinal.” 

“What! by demanding my head of the cardinal?” 
cried D’Artagnan. 

“Yes, that is as true as the gospel,” said Porthos ; “I 
heard her with my own ears.” 

“So did I,” said Aramis. 

‘ But I can never escape,” said D’Artagnan, “ with such 
enemies. First, there is my unknown man of Meung; then 
De Wardes, on whom I have inflicted three wounds ; next, 
milady, whose secret I have discovered; and last, the 
cardinal, whose vengeance I have balked.” 

‘“ Well,” said Athos, ‘‘ that only makes four ; and we are 
four—one for one. By Jove! if we may believe the signs 
Grimaud is making, we are about to have to do with a much 
greater number of people.” 

‘What's the matter, Grimaud ?” said Athos. “ Con- 
sidering the seriousness of the case, I permit you to speak, 
my friend ; but be brief, I beg of you. What do you see ? ” 

“ A troop.” 

“How many persons ?” 

“Twenty men.” 

‘What sort of men ? ” 

‘* Sixteen pioneers, four soldiers.” 

* How far distant ? ” 

“Five hundred paces.” 

“Good! We have just time to finish this fowl, and to 
drink one glass of wine to your health, D’Artagnan ! ” 

“To your health,” repeated Porthos and Aramis. 

“Well, then, to my health, though I do not believe that 
your good wishes will be of much service to me.” 

“Bah!” said Athos; ‘ ‘God is great,’ as the followers 
of Mahomet say, and the future is in His hands.” 

Then swallowing the contents of his glass, which he 
put down close to him, Athos arose carelessly, took the 
nearest musket, and went to one of the loopholes. 

Porthos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan did the same. Grimaud 
was ordered to place himself behind the four friends, in 
order to reload their guns. 

In a moment the troop appeared ; they were advancing 
along a sort of branch trench, which gave communication 
between the bastion and the city. 

“By Jove!” said Athos, “it was hardly worth while 
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to disturb ourselves for twenty fellows armed with pick- 
axes, mattocks, and shovels! Grimaud needed only make 
them a sign to go away, and I am sure they would have 
left us alone.” 

“I doubt that,” replied D’Artagnan, ‘‘for they are 
advancing very resolutely. Besides, in addition to the 
pioneers, there are four soldiers and a corporal armed with 
muskets.” 

“ That’s because they didn’t see us,” said Athos. 

“Faith!” said Aramis, ‘‘I vow it goes against my grain 
to fire on these poor devils of bourgeois.” 

“ He is a bad priest,”’ said Porthos, “‘ who pities heretics.” 

“In truth,” said Athos, ‘‘ Aramis is right. I will warn 
them.” 

“What the devil are you going about?” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan ; “ you will be shot, my dear!” 

But Athos took no heed of his advice ; and mounting on 
the breach, with his musket in one hand and his hat in the 
other,— 

“ Gentlemen,” said he, bowing courteously, and address- 
ing the soldiers and the pioneers, who, astonished to see 
him, stopped at fifty paces from the bastion—“ gentlemen, a 
few friends and myself are engaged at breakfast in this 
bastion. Now, you know nothing is more disagreeable 
than being disturbed when one is at breakfast. We request 
you, then, if you really have business here, to wait till we 
have finished our repast, or to come later on—unless you 
are wisely desirous of deserting the rebels, and will come 
and drink with us to the health of the king of France.” 

“Take care, Athos!” cried D’Artagnan; ‘don’t you 
see they are aiming at you ? ” 

“Yes, yes,” said Athos; ‘‘ but they are only bourgeois— 
very bad marksmen ; they will be sure to miss me.” 

In fact, at the same instant four shots were fired, and 
the bullets flattened against the wall round Athos, but not 
one hit him. Four shots replied to them, almost in- 
stantaneously, but much better aimed than those of the 
aggressors. Three soldiers fell dead, and one of the 
pioneers was wounded. 

‘ Grimaud,’ said Athos, still on the breach, ‘‘ another 
musket.” 

Grimaud instantly obeyed. The three friends had re- 
loaded their arms ; another discharge followed the second. 
The corporal and two pioneers fell dead; the rest of the 
troop took to flight. 
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‘Now, gentlemen, for a sortie! ’’ cried Athos. 

And the four friends rushed out of the fort, gained the 
field of battle, picked up the muskets of the four soldiers, 
and the corporal’s half-pike; and, convinced that the 
fugitives would not stop till they got to the city, turned 
again toward the bastion, bearing with them the trophies 
of their victory. 

“ Reload the muskets, Grimaud,”’ said Athos; “‘ and we, 
gentlemen, will go on with our breakfast and resume our 
conversation. Where were we ?”’ 

‘I remember,” said D’Artagnan ; “‘ you were saying that 
after demanding my head of the cardinal, milady left the 
shores of France. Where is she going ?’’ added he, con- 
siderably interested in the itinerary which milady was 
following. 

‘ She is going to England,” said Athos. 

“What for ?” 

‘“ To assassinate the Duke of Buckingham, or cause him 
to be assassinated.”’ 

D’Artagnan uttered an exclamation of surprise and in- 
dignation. 

“ But this is infamous !”’ cried he. 

“TI beg you to believe,” said Athos, “that I care very 
little about that.—Now you have done, Grimaud, take our 
corporal’s half-pike, tie a napkin to it, and plant it at the 
top of our bastion, that these rebels of Rochellais may see 
that they have to deal with brave and loyal soldiers of the 
king.” 

Grimaud obeyed without replying. 

An instant afterwards the white flag was floating over the 
heads of the four friends. A thunder of applause saluted 
its appearance ; half the camp was at the barrier. 

‘ But why do you care so little whether she kills Bucking- 
ham or not? The duke is our friend.” 

“The duke is an Englishman, the duke is fighting against 
us. Let her do what she likes with the duke; I care no 
-more for him than for an empty bottle.” 

“One moment!” said D’Artagnan. “I will not give up 
Buckingham in this way ; he gave us some very fine horses.” 

“And, above all, some very handsome saddles,” said 
Porthos, who at that very moment was wearing the lace of 
his on his cloak. 

“ Besides,”’ said Aramis, ‘‘God desires the conversion 
and not the death of a sinner.” 

“Amen!” said Athos; ‘‘and we will return to that 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 431 


subject later, if such be your pleasure. But what I was 
most anxious about at the moment—and I am sure you 
will understand me, D’Artagnan—was to secure from this 
woman a kind of carte-blanche, which she had extorted 
from the cardinal, and by means of which she could with 
impunity get rid of you and perhaps of us.” 

“ But this creature must be a demon!”’ said Porthos, 
holding out his plate to Aramis, who was carving a fowl. 

“And this carte-blanche,’’ asked D’Artagnan—“ this 
carte-blanche, has she it still ? ”’ 

“No, I got it; I will not say without trouble, for if I 
did I should tell a lie.”’ 

“My dear Athos, I shall give up counting the number of 
times you have saved my life.” 

“So you left us to go to her! ’’ exclaimed Aramis. 

“Exactly so.” 

“ And you have that letter of the cardinal’s ? ”’ 

“ Here it is,’ said Athos. 

And he took the precious paper from his coat pocket. 

D’Artagnan unfolded it with a hand the trembling of 
which he did not even attempt to conceal, and read,— 


“August 5, 1628. 
“By my order, and for the good of the State, the bearer 
hereof has done what he has done. RICHELIEU.” 


‘ 


‘* In fact,” said Aramis, ‘‘ it is an absolution in all its 
forms.” 

'“ That paper must be torn in pieces,” said D’Artagnan, 
who fancied he read in it his death sentence. 

‘ On the contrary,’ said Athos, ‘it must be preserved 
carefully. I would not give this paper for as many gold 
pieces as would cover it.” 

“ And what is she going to do now ?”’ asked the young 
man. 

“Well,” replied Athos carelessly, ‘ she is probably going 
to write to the cardinal that a damned musketeer, named 
Athos, has taken her safe-conduct from her by force. She 
will advise him, in the same letter, to get rid of his two 
friends, Aramis and Porthos, at the same time he disposes 
of him. The cardinal will remember that these are the same 
men who are always crossing his path. Then, some fine 
morning, he will have D’Artagnan arrested, and for fear he 
should feel bored in his loneliness, he will have us sent to 
keep him company in the Bastille.” 
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“There, now! It seems to me you are making but very 
dull jokes, my dear,” said Porthos. 

“Tam not joking,” said Athos. 

“Do you know,” said Porthos, ‘that to twist that 
damned milady’s neck would be less of a sin than to twist 
the necks of these poor Huguenot devils, who have com- 
mitted no other crimes than singing in French the Psalms 
that we sing in Latin ? ” 

“What says the abbé ?”’ asked Athos quietly. 

“I say I am entirely of Porthos’s opinion,” replied 
Aramis. 

“And I too,” said D’Artagnan. 

“‘ Fortunately, she is a good way off,” said Porthos, ‘for 
I confess she would make me very uncomfortable if she 
were here.”’ 

‘“ She makes me uncomfortable in England as well as in 
France,’ said Athos. 

‘She makes me uncomfortable wherever she is,” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“ But when you had her in your power, why did you not 
drown her, or strangie her, or hang her ?”’ said Porthos. 
“Tt is only the dead who don’t come back again.” 

“ You think so, do you, Porthos ? ” replied the musketeer, 
, with a sad smile, which D’Artagnan alone understood. 

“T have an idea,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘What is it ? ” cried the musketeers. 

“To arms !”’ shouted Grimaud. 

The young men sprang up and seized their muskets, 

This time a small troop advanced, consisting of from 
twenty to twenty-five men; but this time they were not 
pioneers, but soldiers of the garrison. 

‘ Shall we return to the camp ?”’ suggested Porthos. “I 
don’t think the sides are equal.” 

‘Impossible, for three reasons,” replied Athos. ‘“ The 
first is, that we have not finished breakfast ; the second is, 
that we have still some very important things to talk about 5 
and the third is, that it yet lacks ten minutes before the hour 
will be over.” 

“Well, then,” said Aramis, ‘‘ we must form a plan of 
battle.” 

“It’s very simple,” replied Athos. ‘As soon as the 
enemy are within range, we must fire on them. If they 
continue to advance, we must fire again. We must fire as 
long as we have loaded guns. Then, if the rest of the troop 
persist in mounting to the assault, we will allow the be“ 
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siegers to reach the ditch, and then we will push down on 
their heads that strip of wall which seems to stand only 
by a miracle of equilibrium.” 

“Bravo!” cried Porthos. ‘‘ Decidedly, Athos, you were 
born to be a general, and the cardinal, who fancies himself a 
great captain, is nothing to you.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “no divided attention, I beg. 
Let each one pick out his man.” 

‘I cover mine,” said D’ Artagnan. 

** And I mine,’ said Porthos. 

** And I idem,” said Aramis. 

“ Fire, then! ”’ said Athos. 

The four muskets made but one report, but four men 
fell. 

The drum immediately beat, and the little troop advanced 
double-quick. 

Then the musket-shots were repeated without regularity, 
but always aimed with the same correctness. Nevertheless, 
as if they had been aware of the numerical weakness of the 
friends, the Rochellais continued to advance on the run. 

At every three shots at least two men fell; but the ap- 
proach of those who remained was not slackened. 

On reaching the foot of the bastion, there were still more 
than a dozen or fifteen of the enemy. A last discharge wel- 
comed them, but did not stop them. They leaped into the 
ditch, and prepared to scale the breach. 

“Now, my friends,” said Athos, “finish them at a blow. 
To the wall! to the wall!” 

And the four friends, aided by Grimaud, pushed with the 
barrels of their muskets an enormous side of the wall, which 
bent over as if swayed by the wind, and giving way from 
its base, fell with a horrible crash into the ditch. Then a 
fearful cry was heard, a cloud of dust mounted toward the 
sky, and all was over ! 

“Can we have destroyed them all, from the first to the 
last ? ”’ said Athos. 

“Faith, it seems so,” said D’Artagnan. 

“No,” cried Porthos ; “there go three or four, limping 
away.” 

In fact, three or four of these unfortunate men, covered 
with dirt and blood, were escaping along the hollow way, 
and were making for the city. These were all that were 
left of the little troop. 

Athos looked at his watch. 

‘ Gentlemen,” said he, ‘‘ we have been here an hour, and 
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our wager is won; but we will be fair players. Besides, 
D’Artagnan has not told us his idea yet.” 

And the musketeer, with his usual coolness, went and sat 
down again before the remains of the breakfast. 

“My idea ?”’ said D’Artagnan. 

“Yes; vou said you had an idea,” said Athos. 

“Oh, I remember now,” said D’Artagnan. ‘‘ Well, I will 
go to England again ; I will go and find Buckingham.” 

“You shall not do that, D’Artagnan,”’ said Athos coolly. 

‘ And why not ? Have I not been there once ? ” 

“Yes ; but at that period we were not at war. At that 
period Buckingham was an ally, and not an enemy. What 
you now contemplate doing would amount to treason.” 

D’Artagnan perceived the force of this reasoning, and was 
silent. 

‘ But,” said Porthos, “I think I have an idea in my turn.” 

“Silence for M. Porthos’s idea ! ” said Aramis. 

‘I will ask leave of absence of M. de Tréville, on some 
pretext or other, which you must find out, as I am not very 
clever at pretexts. Milady does not know me. I will get 
access to her without her suspecting who I am; and when 
I catch my beauty, I will strangle her.” 

“Well,” replied Athos, ‘I am not far from approving 
M. Porthos’s idea.” 

“For shame!’ said Aramis—‘“‘killawoman! No. Listen 
to me; I have a genuine idea.” 

“Let us have your idea, Aramis,” said Athos, who enter- 
tained great deference for the young musketeer. 

“We must inform the queen.” 

“Ah, ’pon my word, yes,” said Porthos and D’Artagnan 
at the same time. ‘I think we are getting at the proper 
means.” 

“Inform the queen!” said Athos. “And how? Have 
we any friends at court ? Can we send any one to Paris 
without its being known in the camp ? It is a hundred and 
forty leagues from here to Paris; before our letter reached 
Angers we should be in a dungeon.” 

“As to sending a letter safely to her Majesty,” said 
Aramis, ‘‘I will take that on myself. I know a clever per- 
son at Tours——”’ 

Aramis stopped on seeing Athos smile. 

‘Well, do you not adopt this means, Athos ?” asked 
D’Artagnan. 

‘I do not reject it altogether,” said Athos, “but I wish to 
remind Aramis that he cannot quit the camp, and that no 
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one Dut one of us can be trusted ; that two hours after the 
messenger has set out, all the capuchins, all the alguazils, 
all the black caps of the cardinal, will know your letter by 
heart, and you and your clever person will be arrested.”’ 

“ Without reckoning that the queen would save Bucking- 
ham, but would take no heed of us at all.” 

‘ Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, ‘ what Porthos says is 
full of sense.”’ 

“Ah, ha! but what’s going on in the city ?’’ exclaimed 
Athos. 

‘ They are beating the alarm.” 

The four friends listened, and all heard distinctly the 
sound of the drum. 

“You will see they are going to send a whole regiment 
against us,” said Athos. 

“You don’t think of holding out against a whole regi- 
ment, do you ?”’ inquired Porthos. 

“ Why not ? ” said the musketeer. ‘I feel myself quite 
in a humour for it; and I would hold out before an army 
if we had only taken the precaution to bring a dozen more 
bottles of wine.” 

“°Pon my word, the drum is approaching,’’ said D’Ar- 
tagnan. 

“Let it come,” said Athos. ‘It is a quarter of an hour’s 
journey from here to the city, consequently a quarter of an 
hour’s journey from the city here. That is more time than 
we need to devise a plan. If we go from this place, we 
shall never find another so suitable. Ah, stop! I have 
it, gentlemen; the right idea has just occurred to me.”’ 

‘Tell us, then.’’ 

“ Allow me to give Grimaud some indispensable orders.” 

Athos made a sign for his lackey to draw near. 

“Grimaud,” said Athos, pointing to the bodies which lay 
in the bastion, ‘‘take those gentlemen, set them up against 
the wall, put their hats on their heads, and their guns in 
their hands.” 

“Oh, great man!” cried D’Artagnan, ‘I understand 
now.” 

“You understand ?” said Porthos. 

“And do you understand, Grimaud ? ” said Aramis. 

Grimaud made a sign in the affirmative. 

Bs ““That’s all that’s necessary,’”’ said Athos ; “ now for my 
idea.”’ 

‘ I should like, however, to understand,” said Porthos. 

“It is not necessary.” 
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“Yes, yes ! Athos’s idea ! ” cried Aramis and D’Artagnan 
at the same time. 

‘This milady —this woman—this creature— this de- 
mon has a brother-in-law, as I think you have told me, 
D’Artagnan ?” 

“Yes, I know him very well ; and I also believe that he 
has not a very warm affection for his sister-in-law.” 

‘There is no harm in that; if he detested her, it would 
be all the better,” replied Athos. 

‘ In that case, we are as well off as we could wish.” 

** And now,” said Porthos, ‘ I should like to understand 
what Grimaud is up to.” 

‘“ Silence, Porthos!” said Aramis. 

** What is her brother-in-law’s name ? ” 

“Lord Winter.” 

** Where is he now ? ” 

** He returned to London at the first rumour of war.” 

“Well, he’s just the man we want,” said Athos; “we 
must warn him. We will send him word that his sister-in- 
law is on the point of assassinating some one, and we will 
beg of him not to lose sight of her. There is in London, I 
hope, some establishment like that of the Magdalens, or of 
the Repentant Women. He will place his sister in one of 
these, and we are in peace.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “ until she gets out again.” 

* Ah, ’pon my word!” said Athos, ‘you require too 
much, D’Artagnan; I have given you all I had, and I beg 
leave to tell you that this is the end of my rope.” 

“ But I think it would be still better,” said Aramis, “to 
inform the queen and Lord Winter at the same time.” 

“Yes ; but who is to carry the letter to Tours, and wha 
the letter to London ? ” 

‘I answer for Bazin,’ said Aramis. 

* And I for Planchet,”’ said D’Artagnan. 

“That is so,” said Porthos; ‘‘if we cannot Ieave the 
camp, our lackeys may.” 

“To be sure they may,” said Aramis; “and this very day 
we write the letters, we give them money, and they set 
out.” 

“We will give them money?” replied Athos. “ Have 
you any money, then ?” 

The four friends looked at one another, and a cloud 
came over the brows which had been for an instant so 
cheerful. 

“Quick!” cried D’Artagnan; “I see black points and 
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‘ed points moving yonder. What did you say about a 
‘egiment, Athos ? Itis a whole army!” 

“°*Pon my word,” said Athos; “yes, there they are. 
Do you see the sneaks coming without drums or trumpets ? 
—Ah! have you finished, Grimaud ?” 

Grimaud made a sign in the affirmative, and pointed to 
2 dozen bodies which he had set up in the most picturesque 
vttitudes—some carrying arms, others seeming to aim, and 
he rest sword in hand. 

“Bravo!” said Athos; “that does honour to your 
magination.” 

“Very good,” said Porthos. ‘I should like, however, 
o understand.” 

“ Let us get away first,” said D’Artagnan ; ‘and you can 
inderstand afterwards.” 

“One moment, gentlemen, one moment; give Grimaud 
‘ime to clear away the things.” 

‘“ Ah, ha ! ” said Aramis ; “‘ the black points and the red 
Joints are visibly growing larger. I agree with D’Artagnan: 
| believe we have no time to lose to regain our camp.” 

“Faith!” said Athos, “I have nothing more to say 
wainst a retreat. Our wager called for an hour: we have 
stayed an hour and a half. Nothing can be said; let us 
ye off, gentlemen, let us be off!” 

Grimaud had already gone on with the basket and the 
lessert. The four friends followed, and had gone about 
en paces. 

““ Ah!” cried Athos. ‘ What the devil shall we do now, 
yentlemen ? ” 

“ Have you forgotten something ?”’ said Aramis. 

“ The flag, ’sdeath! We must not leave a flag in the 
nemy’s hands, even though that flag be but a napkin.” 

And Athos ran back to the bastion, mounted the plat- 
orm, and brought off the flag ; but as the Rochellais had 
‘ome within musket range, they opened a terrible fire on 
his man, who appeared to be exposing himself for the 
oleasure of it. 

But Athos might be said to bear a charmed life: the balls 
whistled all around him; not one hit him. He waved his 
lag, turning his back to the guards of the city and saluting 
hose of the camp. On both sides loud shouts arose—on 
he one side cries of anger, on the other shouts of enthusiasm. 

A second discharge followed the first, and three balls, 
yy passing through it, made the napkin really a flag. Shouts 
were heard from the camp—‘‘ Come down! come down!” 
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He Athos came down ; his friends were anxiously waiting for 
im. 

‘“ Come on, Athos, come on ! ” cried D’Artagnan ; ‘now 
we have found everything except money, it would be stupid 
to be killed.” 

But Athos continued to march majestically, in spite of 
all the remarks his companions made to him; and they, 
finding their remarks idle, regulated their pace by his. 

Grimaud and his basket had got far in advance, and both 
were out of reach of the balls. 

An instant later a furious firing was heard. 

“What's that ?”’ asked Porthos ; ‘‘ what are they firing 
at now ? I hear no balls, and I see no one!” 

‘“ They are firing on our dead men,”’ replied Athos. 

“But our dead men will not return their fire.” 

“You are right. Then they will fancy it is an ambus- 
cade, they will deliberate ; and by the time they find out 
the joke we shall be out of range. That’s why it is useless to 
get a pleurisy by going too fast.” 

‘ Oh, I understand now,” said the astonished Porthos. 

“ That’s very lucky,’’ said Athos, shrugging his shoulcers. 

The French, seeing the four friends returning leisurely, 
uttered shouts of enthusiasm. 

At length a fresh discharge was heard, and this time the 
balls came ‘rattling among the stones around the four 
friends, and whistling sharply in their ears. The Rochel- 
lais had just taken possession of the bastion. 


“What bunglers!’’ said Athos. “How many have we 
killed of them—a dozen ?” 
(,Or difteent? 


“How many did we crush under the wall ?” 

“ Bight! or ten’? 

‘And in exchange for ail that, not a scratch! Ah! but 
what is the matter with your hand, D’Artagnan? It 
seems to me it is bleeding.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘ A spent ball ? ” 

“Not even that.” 

“What is it, then ?” 

We have said that Athos loved D’Artagnan as though 
te was his son, and this sombre and inflexible character 
sometimes felt a parent’s anxiety for the young man. 

‘Only grazed a little,” replied D’Artagnan. “ My 
fingers were caught between the stone of the wall and the 
stone of my ring, and the skin was broken.” { 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 439 


‘That comes of wearing diamonds, my master,” said 
\thos disdainfully. 

““Ah, to be sure,” cried Porthos; “there is really a 
liamond. Why the devil, then, do we plague ourselves 
bout money when there is a diamond ? ”’ 

‘Come, that’s a fact ! ” said Aramis. 

% Well thought of, Porthos; this time you have an 
ea.” 

“Certainly I have,” said Porthos, drawing himself up 
roudly at Athos’s compliment. ‘Since there is a dia- 
nond, let us sell it.” 

“ But,” said D’Artagnan, “it is the queen’s diamond.” 

“All the more reason why it should be sold,’ replied 
Athos. “‘ As the queen is saving Buckingham, her lover, 
1iothing could be more just; the queen is saving us, her 
riends—nothing more moral. Let us sell the diamond. 
What says Monsieur Abbé ? I don’t ask Porthos; his 
ypinion has been given.”’ 

“Why, I think,” said Aramis, “‘ that since his ring does 
10t come from a mistress, and consequently is not a love- 
oken, D’Artagnan may sell it.”’ 

“My dear Aramis, you speak like theology personified. 
your opinion, then, is 3 

‘ Sell the diamond.”’ 

“Well, then,” said D’Artagnan gaily, ‘let us sell the 
liamond, and say no more about it.” 

The fusillade was still going on ; but the friends were out 
yf range, and the Rochellais only fired to soothe their 
onsciences. 

“Faith ! it was time that idea came into Porthos’s head. 
tere we are in camp; therefore, gentlemen, not a word 
nore of this affair. We are observed; they are coming to 
neet us ; we shall be borne in in triumph.” 

In fact, as we have said, the whole camp was in commo- 
ion. More than two thousand persons had been present, 
is at a play, at this fortunate escapade of the four friends 
—an escapade of the real motive of which no one had a 
suspicion. Nothing was heard but cries of ‘‘ Hurrah for the 
nusketeers ! Hurrah for the guards!” M. de Busigny 
was the first to come and shake Athos by the hand, and 
icknowledge that the wager was lost. The dragoon and 
he Swiss followed him, and all their comrades followed the 
lragoon and the Swiss. There was no end to the congratula- 
ions, pressures of the hand, and embraces; there was in- 
xtinguishable laughter at the Rochellais. The tumult at 
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length became so great that the cardinal fancied there was 
a riot, and sent La Houdiniére, his captain ot the guards, tc 
find out what was going on. 

The affair was described to the messenger with all the 
effervescence of enthusiasm. 

‘ Well ?”’ asked the cardinal, on seeing La Houdiniére 
return. 

“Well, monseigneur,” replied the latter, “three mus- 
keteers and a guardsman laid a wager with M. de Busigny 
that they would go and breakfast in the Bastion St. 
Gervais, and while breakfasting they held it for two hours 
against the enemy, and have killed I don’t know how many 
Rochellais.” 

‘Did you inquire the names of the three musketeers ?” 

** Yes, monseigneur.”’ 

‘What are their names ? ” 

‘MM. Athos, Porthos, and Aramis.” 

‘Always my three brave fellows!’’ murmured the car- 
dinal. ‘ And the guard ?” 

“M. d’Artagnan.” 

“Still my young scapegrace. Positively, these four men 
must be mine.” 

That same evening the cardinal spoke to M. de Tréville 
of the morning’s exploit, which was the talk of the whole 
camp. M. de Tréville, who had received the account o: 
the adventure from the very mouths of the heroes of it, 
related it in all its details to his Eminence, not forgetting 
the episode of the napkin. 

“Very well, Monsieur de Tréville,” said the cardinal 
“pray let me have that napkin. I will have three fleurs: 
de-lis embroidered on it in gold, and will give it to you 
company as a standard.” 

‘ Monseigneur,” said M. de Tréville, “ that will hardly be 
doing justice to the guards. M. d’Artagnan is not mine; he 
serves under M. des Essarts.”’ 

“Well, then, take him,” said the cardinal; ‘when fout 
men are so much attached to one another, it is only fair that 
they should serve in the same company.” 

That same evening M. de Tréville announced this gooc 
news to the three musketeers and D’Artagnan, inviting al 
four to breakfast with him next morning. 

D’Artagnan was beside himself with joy. We know that 
the dream of his life had been to become a musketeer. 

The three friends were likewise greatly delighted. 

“Faith!” said D’Artagnan to Athos, “that was a 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. AAI 


tiumphant idea of yours! As you said, we have acquired 
rlory, and were enabled to carry on a conversation of the 
steatest importance.” 

“Which we can resume now without anybody suspect- 
ng us, for, with God’s aid, we shall henceforth pass for car- 
linalists.”’ 

That evening D’Artagnan went to present his compli- 
ments to M. des Essarts, and to inform him of his pro- 
notion. 

M. des Essarts, who esteemed D’Artagnan, offered to aid 
aim in any way, as this change of corps would entail ex- 
penses for outfit. 

D’Artagnan respectfully declined, but thinking the op- 
portunity a good one, he begged him 1o have the diamond 
ne put into his hand valued, as he wished to turn it into 
money. 

By eight o’clock next morning M. des Essarts’s valet 
same to D’Artagnan’s lodging, and gave him a purse con- 
taining seven thousand livres. 

This was the price of the queen’s diamond. 


CHAPTER .XLVIII. 
A FAMILY AFFAIR. 


ATHOS had invented the phrase, family affaiy. A family 
iffair was not subject to the cardinal’s investigation; a 
family affair concerned no one; people might employ them- 
selves in a family affair before all the world. 

Thus Athos had discovered the words, family affair. 

Aramis had discovered the idea, the lackeys. 

Porthos had discovered the means, the diamond. 

D’Artagnan alone had discovered nothing—he, ordinarily, 
the most inventive of the four; but it must also be said 
that the mere mention of milady paralyzed him. 

Oh no! we were mistaken ; he had discovered a pur- 
chaser for his diamond. 

The breakfast at M. de Tréville’s was delightfully gay. 
D’Artagnan was already in his uniform, for as he was 
nearly of the same size as Aramis, and as Aramis had been 
30 liberally paid by the bookseller who purchased his poem, 
4S we remember, he had bought two of everything, and so 
ne furnished his friend with a complete outfit. 

D’Artagnan would have been at the height of his wishes 
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if he had not constantly seen milady, like a dark cloud, on 
the horizon. 

After breakfast it was agreed that they should meet 
again in the evening at Athos’s lodging, and would there 
end the affair. 

D’Artagnan passed the day in exhibiting his musketeer’s 
uniform in every street of the camp. 

In the evening, at the appointed hour, the four friends 
met. There remained only three things to be decided on— 
what they should write to milady’s brother; what they 
should write to the clever person at Tours; and which 
should be the lackeys to carry the letters. 

Each one offered his own. Athos talked of the discretion 
of Grimaud, who never spoke a word but when his master 
unlocked his mouth. Porthos boasted of the strength of 
Mousqueton, who was big enough to thrash four men of 
ordinary size. Aramis, confiding in Bazin’s skill, delivered 
a pompous eulogy of his candidate ; and finally, D’Artagnan 
had entire faith in Planchet’s bravery, and reminded them 
of the manner in which he had conducted himself in the 
ticklish affair at Boulogne. 

These four virtues disputed the prize for a long time, 
and gave opportunity for magnificent speeches, which we 
will not repeat here, lest they should be deemed wearisome. 

“Unfortunately,” said Athos, “‘the one we send must 
possess in himself alone the four qualities united.” 

‘“ But where is such a lackey to be found ?” 

“Not to be found!’ cried Athos. ‘I know that; so 
take Grimaud.” 

“Take Mousqueton ! ” 

“ Take Bazin ! ” 

“Take Planchet. Planchet is brave and shrewd ; that’s 
two qualities out of the four.” 

‘’ Gentlemen,” said Aramis, “the chief point is not to 
know which of our four lackeys is the discreetest, the 
strongest, the cleverest, or the bravest; the thing is to 
know which loves money the best.” 

“What Aramis says is very sensible,” replied Athos: 
‘we must speculate on people’s faults, and not on their 
virtues. Abbé, you are a great moralist.” 

‘ Doubtless,” said Aramis ; “for we not only require to 
be well served in order to succeed, but, still more, in order 
not to fail; for in case of failure, heads are at stake, not 
for our lackeys 1 

‘ Speak lower, Aramis,” said Athos. 
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“You are right. Not the lackey’s,’’ resumed Aramis, 
“but the master’s. And even the masters’! Are our 
ackeys sufficiently devoted to us to risk their lives for 
hs 7 NOs 

‘ Faith!” said D’Artagnan, ‘I would almost answer 
for Planchet.”’ 

“Well, my dear friend, add to his natural devotion a 
zood sum of money which may give him some comfort, and 
then, instead of answering for him once, answer for him 
twice.” 

‘Why, good Heavens! vou will be deceived just the 
same,” said Athos, who was an optimist when things were 
concerned, and a pessimist when men were in question. 
“ They will promise everything for the sake of the money, 
and on the road fear will prevent them from acting. Once 
taken, they will be put to the torture ; when put to the tor- 
ture they will confess everything. What the devil! we are 
pot children. To go to England’ (Athos lowered his 
voice) “they must cross all France covered with the car- 
dinal’s spies and creatures; a pass must be obtained to set 
sail; and one ought to know English in order to inquire the 
way to London. Really, I consider the thing very difficult ! ” 

“Not at all,” cried D’Artagnan, who was very anxious 
the thing should be done. ‘‘ On the contrary, I think it 
is very easy. It would be, no doubt. Ofcourse, by Jove! 
f we write to Lord Winter about affairs of vast importance, 
of the cardinal’s horrors 

‘ Speak lower ! ”’ said Athos. 

“Of state intrigues and secrets,” continued D’Artagnan, 
complying with the recommendation, “no doubt we shall 
be all broken on the wheel; but, for God’s sake, do not 
forget, as you yourself said, Athos, that we only write to 
him concerning a family affair—that we only write to him 
to entreat that as soon as milady arrives in London, he 
will put it out of her power to injure us. I will write to 
him, then, nearly i in the following terms.’ 

“Let us see,” said Athos, assuming a critical look. 

‘Sir, and dear friend 

‘“ Ah, yes! ‘dear friend’ to an Englishman,” interrupted 
Athos—“‘a fine beginning! Bravo, D’Artagnan! With 
that one word you would be quartered instead of broken 
on the wheel.” 

“Well, so be it. I will say, then, ‘ Sir,’ quite short.” 

“You may even say ‘Milord, ” replied Athos, who 
tickied for propriety. 
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“* Milord, do you remember the little goat pasture of 
the Luxembourg ?’ ” 

“Good! the Luxembourg, now! They will suppose i 
is an allusion to the queen-mother! That’s ingenious,” 
said Athos. 

“Well, then, we will put simply, ‘Milord, do you re- 
member a certain little inclosure where your life was 
spared ? ? ” 

“My dear D’Artagnan, you will never make anything 
but a very bad secretary. ‘ Where your life was spared ! ’ 
For shame! that’s unworthy. A man of spirit is not tc 
be reminded of such services. To reproach a person with 
a benefit conferred is an insult.” 

“Oh, my dear ! ” said D’Artagnan, “ you are insupport- 
able! If the letter must be written under your censure, 
’pon my word, I renounce the task.” 

“ And you do right. Handle the musket and the sword, 
my dear fellow; you come off splendidly at these two 
exercises. But hand the pen over to the abbé; that’s his 
province.” 

“ Ay, ay,” said Porthos ; “‘hand the pen over to Aramis ; 
he writes theses in Latin.” 

“Well, so be it,” said D’Artagnan. ‘“‘ Draw up this note 
for us, Aramis; but, by our holy father the Pope, be con- 
cise, for I shall pluck you in my turn, I warn you.” 

‘I ask nothing better,”’ said Aramis, with that ingenuous 
self-confidence which every poet has; “but let me know 
what I am about. I have heard, in one way and another, 
that Lord Winter’s sister-in-law was vile. It was even 
proved to me when I overheard her conversation with the 
cardinal.” 

“Worse than vile, ye gods!” said Athos. 

‘“ But,” continued Aramis, “ the details escape me.” 

“* And me also,” said Porthos. 

D’Artagnan and Athos looked at each other for some time 
in silence. At length Athos, after reflection, and growing 
paler than usual, gave an affirmative nod. D’Artagnan 
understood by it he was at liberty to speak. 

“Well, this is what you have to say,” said D’Artagnan: 
“‘Milord, your sister-in-law is an infamous woman, who 
has wished to have you killed, that she might inherit your 
wealth. But she could not be your brother’s wife, as she 
had already been married in France, and had been i 

D’Artagnan stopped, as if seeking for the word, and looked 
at Athos. 
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‘ Repudiated by her husband.” 

“Because she had been branded,” continued D’Artagnan. 

“Bah!” cried Porthos, ‘impossible! She wanted to 
have her brother-in-law killed ?”’ 

“ec Yess 

8 And she had been married ? ”’ asked Aramis. 

Yesr’ 

‘ And her husband found out that she had a fleur-de-lis on 
ner shoulder ?”’ cried Porthos. 

“ce Yes.” 

Three times Athos had said “ yes,” and each time with a 
Jeeper intonation. 

“And who has seen this fleur-de-lis ?’? asked Aramis. 

“D’Artagnan and I;-or rather, to observe the chrono- 
logical order, I and D’Artagnan,”’ replied Athos. 

‘ And does this frightful creature’s husband still live ? ” 
asked Aramis. 

“ He still lives.” 

‘ Are you quite sure of it ?”’ 

cc I am.’’ 

There was a moment of chilling silence, during which 
very one was affected, according to his nature. 

“This time,” said Athos, first breaking the silence, 
“D’Artagnan has given us an excellent programme, and this 
must be written at once.” 

“The devil! you are right, Athos,” said Aramis; ‘and 
the wording of it is difficult. The chancellor himself 
would be puzzled how to write such a letter, and yet the 
shancellor draws up a report very agreeably. Never mind! 
Be silent ; I will write it.” 

Aramis accordingly took the pen, reflected for a few 
moments, wrote eight or ten lines in a charming little 
feminine hand, and then, in a soft, slow voice, as if each word 
aad been scrupulously weighed, he read the following :— 


*“MiLtorD,—The person who writes these lines had the 
1onour of crossing swords with you in a little yard near 
he Rue d’Enfer. As you have several times since been 
<ind enough to call yourself that person’s friend, he thinks 
t his duty to respond to your friendship by sending you 
mportant information. Twice you have almost been the 
victim of a near relative whom you believe to be your 
reir, because you do not know that before she contracted 
1 marriage in England she was already married in France. 
But the third time, which is this, you may succumb. Your 
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relative left Rochelle for England during the night. Be 
on the watch for her arrival, for she has great and terriblk 
projects. If you absolutely insist on knowing what she is 
capable of, read her past history upon her left shoulder.” 


“Well, now, that’s wonderfully well done,” said Athos. 
“really, my dear Aramis, you have the pen of a secretary 
of state. Lord Winter will now be upon his guard, if the 
letter should reach him; and even if it should fall into the 
cardinal’s hands, we shall not be compromised. But as the 
lackey who goes may make us believe he has been to Londor 
and may stop at Chatellerault, let us give him only half the 
sum with the letter, promising that he shall have the othe 
half in exchange for the reply. Have you the diamond ?” 
continued Athos. 

‘I have what is still better: I have the value of it.” 

And D’Artagnan threw the purse on the table. At the 
sound of the gold Aramis raised his eyes and Porthos 
started ; Athos remained unmoved. 

“ How much is there in that purse ? ” 

“Seven thousand livres, in louis of twelve francs.” 

‘“ Seven thousand livres!” cried Porthos—“ that wretched 
little diamond was worth seven thousand livres ? ” 

‘It seems so,”’ said Athos, “ since here they are. I don’t 
suppose that our friend D’Artagnan has added any of his 
own.” 

“ But, gentlemen, in all this,” said D’Artagnan, ‘ we 
have no thought of the queen. Let us look a little after her 
dear Buckingham’s health. That is the least we owe her.” 

“ You are right,” said Athos; ‘‘ but that falls to Aramis.” 

“Well,” replied the latter, ‘‘ what must I do?” 

“Oh, it’s simple enough,” replied Athos. “Write a 
second letter for that clever personage who lives at Tours.” 

Aramis resumed his pen, reflected a little more, and wrote 
the following lines, which he immediately submitted to his 
friends’ approbation, — 

“My dear cousin. 

“Ah, ha!” said Athos; “this clever lady is your relative, 
then ? ” 

‘“ She’s my cousin-german.” 

“‘ Good—tfor your cousin, then!” 

Aramis continued :— 


“My DEAR Coustn,—His Eminence the cardinal, whom 
God preserve for the happiness of France and the confusion 
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of the enemies of the kingdom, is on the point of finishing 
up with the heretic rebels of Rochelle ; it is probable that 
the aid of the English fleet will never even arrive in sight 
of the place. I will even venture to say that I am certain 
the Duke of Buckingham will be prevented from starting 
for there by some great event. His Eminence is the most 
illustrious politician of times past, of times present, and 
probably of times to come. He would extinguish the sun, 
if the sun incommoded him. Give these happy tidings to 
your sister, my dear cousin. I have dreamed that that 
cursed Englishman was dead. I cannot recollect whether 
it was by steel or by poison; only I am sure of this: I 
have dreamed he was dead, and you know my dreams never 
deceive me. Be assured, then, of seeing me soon return.” 


“ Capital,” cried Athos; ‘you are the king of poets, 
my dear Aramis. You speak like the Apocalypse, and you 
are as trueas the gospel. There is nothing now for you to 
do but to put the address on your letter.”’ 

‘ That’s easily done,” said Aramis. 

He folded the letter coquettishly, took it, and wrete,— 

“To Mademoiselle Michon, seamstress, Tours.”’ 

The three friends looked at each other and laughed ; 
they were caught. 

“Now,” said Aramis, “ you understand, gentlemen, that 
Bazin is the only person who can carry this letter to Tours. 
My cousin knows no one but Bazin, and places confidence in 
no one else; any other person would fail. Besides, Bazin 
is ambitious and learned ; Bazin has read history, gentle- 
men. He knows that Sixtus V. became pope after having 
tended pigs. Then, as he means to enter holy orders at 
the same time as myself, he does not despair of becoming 
a pope in his turn, or at least a cardinal. You understand 
that a man who has such views will never allow himself to 
be taken, or if taken, will undergo martyrdom rather than 
speak.” 

‘“ Well, well,” said D’Artagnan, “I grant you Bazin with 
all my heart, but let me have Planchet. Milady one day 
had him turned out of doors, with a sound caning. Now 
Planchet has an excellent memory, and I will be bound that 
if he can see possible means of vengeance, he will let him- 
sclf be beaten to death rather than fail. If your affairs of 
Tours are your affairs, Aramis, those of London are mine. 
[ beg, then, that Planchet may be chosen, especially as he 
has already been to London with me, and knows how te 


448 ‘ THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


say very correctly, London, sir, if you please, and, My master 
Lord d Artagnan. With that, you may be satisfied, he car 
make his way, both going and returning.” 

‘In that case,’ said Athos, ‘“‘ Planchet must receive 
seven hundred livres for going, and seven hundred livres 
for coming back; and Bazin, three hundred livres for going, 
and three hundred livres for coming back. That wil 
reduce the sum to five thousand livres. We will each take 
a thousand livres, to be employed as seems good to each, 
and we will leave a fund of a thousand livres, in the guardian- 
ship of the abbé here, for extraordinary occasions or common 
necessities. Does that suit you ?”’ 

“My dear Athos,”’ said Aramis, ‘“ you speak like Nestor. 

Planchet was sent for, and instructions were given him. 
He had already been notified by D’Artagnan, who had 
shown him first the glory, next the money, and then the 
danger. 

; + will carry the letter in the lining of my coat,” said 
Planchet, ‘‘ and if I am taken I will swallow it.” 

“Well, but then you will not be able to fulfil your com- 
mission,” said D’Artagnan. 

“You will give me a copy of it this evening, and I will 
know it by heart before morning.” 

D’Artagnan looked at his friends, as if to say, “ Well, 
what did I promise you ?” 

“Now,” continued he, addressing Planchet, “you have 
eight days to get to Lord Winter, you have eight days to 
return in—in all sixteen days; if on the sixteenth day 
after your departure, at eight o’clock in the evening, you 
are not here, no money, even if it be but five minutes past 
eight.” 

“ Then, sir,” said Planchet, ‘‘ buy me a watch.” 

“Take this,” said Athos, with his usual careless gener- 
osity, giving him his own, “and be a good lad. Remem- 
ber, if you talk, if you babble, if you get drunk, you risk 
your master’s head—your master, who has so much con- 
fidence in your fidelity that he is responsible to us for you. 
But remember, also, that if, by your fault, any evil happens 
to D’Artagnan, I will find you, wherever you are, and for 
the express purpose of disembowelling you.” 

“O sir!” said Planchet, humiliated by the suspicion, 
and, above all, terrified at the musketeer’s calm air. 

“’And I,” said Porthos, rolling his big eyes—‘“‘ remember, 
I will skin you alive.” 
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‘And I,” said Aramis, in his soft, melodious voice— 
“remember that I will roast you at a slow fire, like a 
savage.” 

{CA hicsin 12 

And Planchet began to weep. We will not venture to say 
whether it was from terror caused by the threats, or from 
tenderness at seeing four friends so closely united. 

D’Artagnan took his hand and kissed him. 

“See, Planchet,” said he, “ these gentlemen only say all 
this out of affection for me, but at heart they all respect 
you.” 

‘ Ah, sir!” said Planchet, ‘I will succeed, or I will 
consent to be quartered ; and if they quarter me, be assured 
that not a morsel of me will speak.” 

It was decided that Planchet should set out at eight 
© clock the next morning, in order, as he had said, that he 
might learn the letter by heart during the night. He 
gained just twelve hours by this arrangement; he was 
to be back on the sixteenth day, by eight o’clock in the 
evening. 

In the morning, as he was mounting his horse, D’Artagnan, 
who felt at the bottom of his heart a partiality for the 
duke, took Planchet aside. 

“Listen,” said he to him. “When you have given the 
letter to Lord Winter, and he has read it, you will further 
say to him, ‘ Watch over his Grace, Lord Buckingham, for 
there is a plot to assassinate him.’ But, Planchet, you see 
this is so serious and important that I have not informed 
my friends that I would entrust this secret to you; and 
for a captain’s commission I would not write it.” 

“ Be at rest, sir,” said Planchet ; ‘ you shall see whether 
confidence can be placed in me or not.” 

And mounted on an excellent horse, which he was to 
leave at the end of twenty leagues to take the post, Plan- 
chet set off at a gallop, a little anxious by the threefold 
threat made him by the musketeers, but otherwise as 
light-hearted as possible. 

Bazin set out the next day for Tours, and was allowed 
a week in which to perform his commission. 

The four friends, all the while these two were away, had, 
as may well be supposed, their eyes more than ever on the 
watch, their ears pricked up, and every sense alert. Their 
days were spent in trying to catch whatever was said, in 
observing the cardinal’s proceedings, and in looking out 
for all the couriers who arrived. More than once an in- 
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surmountable trembling seized them when called upon fo: 
any unexpected service. They had, besides, to look con: 
stantly to their own safety ; milady was a phantom which 
when it had once appeared to people, did not allow them 
to sleep very quietly. 

On the morning of the eighth day Bazin, fresh as evel 
and smiling as usual, entered the tavern of the Infidel: as 
the four friends were sitting down to breakfast, saying, 
as had been agreed upon,— 

“Monsieur Aramis, here is your cousin’s answer.” 

The four friends exchanged a joyful glance. Half of the 
work was done. It is true, however, that it was ‘the 
shortest and the easiest half. 

Aramis took the letter, which was in a large, coarse 
hand, and ill-spelt. 

“Good gracious!” cried he, laughing, “‘I really despair oi 
my poor Michon ; she will never write like M. de Voiture.” 

““Vot do you mean by your boor Migeon ?” asked the 
Swiss, who was chatting with the four friends when the 
letter arrived. 

“Oh, by Jove! less than nothing,” said Aramis; “a 
little charming seamstress, whom I love dearly, and from 
whom I requested a few autograph lines as a sort of keep- 
sake.”’ 

“Ze teffil!’’ said the Swiss; ‘if ze lady is as kreat as 
her writing is large, you are lucky fellow, gomrat ! ” 

Aramis read the letter, and passed it to Athos. 

“See what she writes to me, Athos,” said he. 

Athos cast a glance over the epistle, and, to dissipate all 
the suspicions that might have been created, read aloud,— 


“My Cousin,—My sister and I are very skilful in inter- 
preting dreams, and even entertain great fear of them : 
but of yours it may be said, I hope, every dream is an 
illusion. Farewell! Take care of yourself, and act so that 
we may, from time to time, hear you spoken of. 

“Marie MicHoN.” 


‘And what dream does she mean ?”’ asked the dragoon, 
who had approached during the reading. 

“Ves ; what’s the tream ?”’ said the Swiss. 

“Well, by Jove!’ said Aramis, “it was only this: 1 
had a dream, and I related it to her.’’ 

‘Oh yes, py Kot, yes; it’s simple enough to dell a 
tream ven you haff vun ; but I neffertream.”  - } 
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‘“Vou are very fortunate,” said Athos, rising; ‘I wish 
I could say as much ! ” 

‘ Neffer ! ” replied the Swiss, enchanted that a man like 
Athos could envy him anything. “ Neffer ! neffer!”’ 

D’Artagnan, seeing Athos rise, did the same, took his 
arm, and went out. 

Porthos and Aramis remained behind to encounter the 
jokes of the dragoon and the Swiss. 

Bazin went and lay down on a truss of straw; and as 
he had more imagination than the Swiss, he dreamed that 
Aramis had become a pope, and was adorning his head 
with a cardinal’s hat. 

But as we have said, Bazin, by his fortunate return, had 
removed only a part of the uneasiness which weighed on 
the four friends. Days of expectation are long, and D’Ar- 
tagnan in particular would have wagered that these days 
contained forty-eight hours. He forgot the necessary slow- 
ness of navigation ; he mentally exaggerated milady’s power. 
He came to believe that this woman, who seemed to him 
like a demon, had auxiliaries as supernatural as herself. 
At the least noise he imagined that he was about to be 
arrested, and that Planchet was being brought back to be 
confronted with himself and his friends. Moreover, his 
confidence in the worthy Picard, at one time so great, grew 
less each day. His anxiety became so great that it even 
extended to Aramis and Porthos. Athos alone remained 
calm, as though no danger hovered over him, and as though 
he were breathing his usual atmosphere. 

On the sixteenth day in particular these signs of anxiety 
were so manifest in D’Artagnan and his two friends that 
they could not remain quiet in one place, and they wandered 
about like ghosts on the road by which Planchet was ex- 
pected. | 

‘ Really,” said Athos, “you are not men, but children, 
to let a woman terrify you so! And what is it all about 
after all? Being imprisoned ? Well, but we should be 
got out of prison; Madame Bonacieux got out. Being 
beheaded ? Why, every day in the trenches we go cheer- 
fully to expose ourselves to worse than that, for a bullet 
may break a leg, and I am convinced a surgeon would give 
us more pain in cutting our thighs than an executioner 
would in cutting off our heads. Wait quietly, then; in 
two hours, in four, in six hours at the latest, Planchet will 
be here.. He promised to be here, and I have very great 
faith in Planchet’s promises ; I think him a very good lad.” 
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“ But if he does not come ? ” said D’Artagnan. 

“Well, if he does not come, it will be because he ha 
been delayed, that’s all. He may have fallen from hi 
horse ; he may have slipped down on the deck; he may 
have travelled so fast as to get inflammation of the lungs 
Eh, gentlemen, let us reckon upon accidents! Life is « 
chaplet of little miseries, which the philosopher, with : 
smile, tells off one at a time. Be philosophers, as I am 
gentlemen ; sit down at the table and let us drink. Nothin; 
makes the future look so bright as surveying it through : 
glass of chambertin.”’ 

“That’s very well,” replied D’Artagnan, “ but I am tirec 
of fearing, when I open a fresh bottle, that the wine ma; 
come from milady’s cellar.” 

“You are hard to suit,’ said Athos; “ such a beautifu 
woman!” 

““A woman of mark ! ” said Porthos, with his loud laugh 

Athos started, passed his hand over his brow to wipe of 
the drops of perspiration, and rose in his turn with < 
nervous movement he could not repress. 

The day, however, passed away, and the evening came ot 
slower than ever, but it came. The taprooms were fillec 
with drinkers. Athos, who had pocketed his share of th 
diamond, seldom quitted the Infidel. He had found i 
M. de Busigny—who, by the way, had given them a mag 
nificent dinner—a partner worthy of his company. They 
were playing together as usual when seven o’clock struck 
the patrols were heard passing to double the posts. At half 
past seven tattoo was sounded. 

“We are lost,’’ said D’ Artagnan in Athos’s ear. 

“You mean we have lost,” said Athos quietly, drawin; 
four pistoles from his pocket and flinging them on th 
table. ‘Come, gentlemen,” said he, “they are beatin; 
the tattoo; to bed, to bed!” 

And Athos went out of the Infidel, followed by D’Ar 
tagnan. Aramis came behind, giving his arm to Porthos 
Aramis mumbled verses, and Porthos from time to tim 
pulled a hair or two from his moustache, as a sign of despair 

But behold! suddenly a shadow appears in the dark 
ness, the outline of which is familiar to D’Artagnan, and ¢ 
well-known voice says,— 

“Sir, I have brought your cloak, for it is chilly thi 
evening.” 

“ Planchet ! ” cried D’Artagnan, intoxicated with joy. 

“ Planchet !”’ repeated Aramis and Porthos. 
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“Well, certainly Planchet,” said Athos; ‘what is 
there astonishing in that ? He promised to be back by 
eight o’clock, and eight is just now striking. Bravo, 
Planchet ! you are a lad of your word, and if ever you 
leave your master I promise you a place in my service.” 

‘Oh no, never!” said Planchet. ‘I will never leave 
M. d’Artagnan.” 

At the same time D’Artagnan felt Planchet slipping a 
note into his hand. 

D’Artagnan was strongly inclined to kiss Planchet on 
his return as he had kissed him on his departure; but he 
feared lest such effusiveness lavished on his lackey in the 
open street might appear extraordinary to some spectator, 
and he restrained himself. 

‘I have a note,” said he to Athos and his friends. 

“Very well,” said Athos; “let us go home and we will 
read it.” 

The note burned in D’Artagnan’s hand. He wished to 
hasten ; but Athos took his arm and passed it under his 
own, and the young man was obliged to regulate his pace 
by his friend’s. 

At length they reached the tent, lit a lamp, and whilst 
Planchet stood at the entrance, so that the four friends 
might not be surprised, D’Artagnan with a trembling 
hand broke the seal and opened the letter so anxiously 
expected. 

It contained half a line in a thoroughly British hand, and 
of thoroughly Spartan brevity :— 


“Thank you. Be easy.” 


Athos took the letter from D’Artagnan’s hands, drew 
near to the lamp, set fire to it, and did not let it go till it 
was reduced to ashes. | 

Then calling Planchet,— 

“Now, my lad,” said he, “you may claim your seven 
hundred livres; but you did not run much risk with such 
a note as that.” 

“°Twas not from lack of trying every means to compass 
it,” said Planchet. 

“Well,” cried D’Artagnan, “ tell us about it.” 

“ Ah, sir, it’s a very long story.” 

“You are right, Planchet,” said Athos ; “ besides, tattoo 
has been sounded, and we should be observed if we kept 
a light burning longer than the others.” 
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‘So be it,” said D’Artagnan. ‘Let us go to bed 
Planchet, sleep soundly.” 

“Faith, sir, it will be the first time I have done si 
these sixteen days ! ” 

‘ Or I either ! ”” said D’Artagnan. 

“Or I either ! ” said Porthos. 

‘ Or I either ! ”” said Aramis. 

“Well, if I must tell you the truth—or I either!” sai 
Athos, 


CHAPTER XLIX. 
FATALITY. 


MEANTIME milady, drunk with rage, roaring on the dec! 
of the vessel like a lioness embarked, had been temptec 
to leap into the sea in order to regain the coast, for sh 
could not get rid of the idea that she had been insulted by 
D’Artagnan and threatened by Athos, and after all wa: 
leaving France without being revenged on either. 

This idea soon became so insupportable to her that, at thi 
risk of whatever terrible consequences might result to her 
self from it; she implored the captain to put her on shore 
but the captain, anxious to escape from his false positio1 
—placed between French and English cruisers like the ba 
between the rats and the birds—was in great haste to reacl 
the English coast, and positively refused to obey what he 
considered a woman’s whim, though he promised his pas 
senger, since she had been particularly recommended tc 
him by the cardinal, to land her at one of the ports o 
Brittany, either at Lorient or Brest, if the sea and th 
French permitted. But the wind was contrary, the se: 
rough; they kept beating to windward and tacking about 
Nine days after leaving the Charente, milady, pale witl 
anger and annoyance, saw only the blue coasts of Finisterr 
appear. 

She calculated that to cross this corner of France anc 
return to the cardinal would take her at least three days 
add another day for landing, and that made four; adc 
these four days to the others, that would be thirteen day: 
lost—thirteen days, during which so many importan 
events might happen in London. She reflected, likewise 
that the cardinal would be angry at her return, and, con 
sequently, would be more disposed to listen to the com 
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plaints made against her than to the accusations she 
brought against others. 

She therefore allowed the vessel to pass Lorient and 
Brest without repeating her request to the captain, and he 
took care not to remind her of it. So milady continued her 
voyage, and on the very day that Planchet embarked at 
Portsmouth for France, his Eminence’s messenger entered 
the port in triumph. 

All the city was stirred by an extraordinary commotion ; 
four large ships, recently built, had just been launched. 
Standing on the jetty, his clothes bedizened with gold, 
glittering as usual with diamonds and precious stones, his 
hat ornamented with a white feather which drooped on his 
shoulder, Buckingham was seen, surrounded by a staff 
almost as brilliant as himself. 

It was one of those rare and beautiful winter days when 
England remembers that there is a sun. The orb, pale, but 
nevertheless splendid still, was declining toward the horizon, 
tingeing at once the heavens and the sea with bands of 
purple fire, and casting on the towers and the old houses of 
the city a last golden ray, making the windows sparkle 
like the reflection of a fire. Milady, on breathing that sea 
air, which grows more and more invigorating and balsamic 
according as one nears the land, on contemplating all the 
power of that army which she was to combat alone—she, a 
woman, with a few bags of gold—compared herself mentally 
to Judith, the terrible Jewess, when she penetrated into the 
camp of the Assyrians, and beheld the enormous mass of 
chariots, horses, men, and arms, which a gesture of her 
hand was to dissipate like a cloud of smoke. 

They entered the roadstead; but as they were making 

ready to cast anchor, a little cutter, formidably armed and 
purporting to be a coastguard, approached the merchant 
vessel, and dropped into the sea its gig, which directed its 
course to the ladder. The gig contained an officer, a boat- 
swain, and eight oarsmen. The officer alone got on board, 
where he was received with all the deference inspired by a 
uniform. 
_ The officer conversed a few moments with the captain, had 
him read several papers of which he was the bearer; and 
on the merchant-captain’s order, all on board, both pas- 
sengers and crew, were called on deck. 

After this kind of summons had been given, the officer 
inquired aloud about the place of the brig’s departure, of 
her route, of her landings; and all these questions the 
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captain answered without hesitation and without diffi, 
culty. | 

Then the officer began to pass in review all the individuals, 
one after the other ; and stopping in front of milady, surveyed 
her very closely, but without addressing a single word to her. 
He then went up to the captain, again said a few words to 
him, and, as if from that moment the vessel was under his 
command, he ordered a manceuvre which the crew im- 
mediately executed. 

Then the vessel resumed her course, still escorted by the 
little cutter, which sailed side by side with it, threatening 
her side with the mouths of its six cannon, while the boat 
followed in the wake of the ship. 

While the officer made his scrutiny of milady, milady, as 
may well be imagined, had been sharply eyeing him. But 
great as was the power of this woman, with eyes of flame, 
in reading the hearts of those whose secrets she wished to 
divine, she met this time with a face so impenetrable that 
no discovery followed her investigation. The officer who 
had stopped before her and silently studied her with so 
much care might have been twenty-five or twenty-six years 
old. He had a pale complexion, with clear blue eyes, 
rather deeply set ; his mouth, fine and well cut, remained 
motionless in its correct lines; his chin, strongly set, de- 
noted that strength of will which, in the ordinary Britannic 
type, usually stands only for obstinacy ; a brow a little re- 
ceding, as is proper for poets, enthusiasts, and soldiers, 
was scarcely shaded by short thin hair, which, like the 
beard covering the lower part of his face, was of a beau- 
tiful deep-chestnut colour. 

When they entered the port it was already nightfall. 
The fog made the darkness still denser, and formed round 
the beacons and the lantern of the jetty a circle like that 
which surrounds the moon when the weather threatens to 
become rainy. The air they breathed was gloomy, damp, 
and cold. 

Milady, courageous as she was, shivered in spite of 
herself. 

The officer desired to have milady’s luggage pointed out 
to him, ordered it to be placed in the boat; and when this 
operation was completed, he offered her his hand and 
invited her to descend. 

Milady looked at the man and hesitated. 

““ Who are you, sir,” she asked, ‘ that you are so kind as 
to busy yourself so particularly on my account ?” 
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“Vou must see, madame, by my uniform, that I am an 
fficer in the English navy,” replied the young man. 

“ But is it the custom for officers in the English navy 
o give their services to their female compatriots who land 
t a port of Great Britain, and to carry their gallantry so 
ar as to bring them ashore ? ” 

“Yes, madame, it is our custom, not from gallantry, but 
rudence, in time of war, to bring foreigners to certain 
.otels, in order that they may be under the eye of the 
rovernment until full information can be obtained about 
hem.” 

These words were spoken with the most exact politeness 
ind the most perfect calmness. Nevertheless, they had 
10t the power of convincing milady. 

“But I am not a foreigner, sir,” said she, with an accent 
iS pure as ever was heard between Portsmouth and Man- 
shester ; “ my name is Lady Clarick, and this measure te 

‘This measure is general, madame, and you would not 
ucceed in escaping from it.” 

“T will follow you, then, sir.” 

And accepting the officer’s hand, she began to climb 
lown the ladder, at the foot of which the gig was awaiting 
1er. The officer followed her. A large cloak was spread 
n the stern. The officer had her sit down on the cloak, and 
laced himself beside her. 

‘ Give way ! ” said he to the sailors. 

The eight oars fell at once into the sea, making but a 
ingle sound, giving a single stroke, and the gig seemed to 
ly over the surface of the water. 

At the end of five minutes they reached shore. 

The officer sprang on the quay and offered milady his 
land. 

A carriage was in waiting. 

‘Is this carriage for us ?”’ asked milady. 

“Ves, madame,” replied the officer. 

** So the hotel is at some distance ? ” 

‘ At the other end of the town.” 

“Very well,” said milady ; and she got resolutely into 
he carriage. 

The officer saw that the baggage was fastened carefully 
yehind the earriage ; and when this operation was over, he 
ook his place beside milady, and shut the door. 

Instantly, without any order being given, or place of 
lestination indicated, the coachman set off at a gallop, and 
lunged into the streets of the town. 


458 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


Such a strange reception naturally gave milady ampli 
matter for reflection ; so, seeing that the young officer dit 
not seem at all disposed to talk, she reclined in her corné 
of the carriage, and passed in review all the supposition: 
which presented themselves, one after the other, to he 
mind. 

At the end of a quarter of an hour, however, surprisec 
at the length of the road, she leaned forward toward the 
window to see where she was going. No houses were tc 
be seen ; trees appeared in the darkness like great black 
phantoms running after one another. 

Milady shuddered. 

‘ But we are no longer in the town, sir,’’ said she. 

The young officer was silent. 

‘I will go no farther unless you tell me where you ar 
taking me. I warn you, sir.” 

This threat brought no reply. 

“Oh, but this is too much,” cried milady. “ Help 
help!” 

No voice replied to hers. The carriage continued to rol 
rapidly on. ‘The officer seemed like a statue. 

Milady looked at the officer with one of those terribl 
expressions characteristic of her face, and which so rarel 
failed of their effect. Anger made her eyes flash in thi 
darkness. 

The young man remained unmoved. 

Milady tried to open the door and throw herself out. 

‘Take care, madame,” said the young man coldly 
“you will kill yourself if you attempt to jump out.” 

Milady sat down again, foaming with rage. The office 
leaned forward, looked at her, and seemed surprised to se 
that face, but just before so beautiful, distorted with passiot 
and become almost hideous. 

The artful creature realized that she was injuring hersel 
by allowing him thus to read her soul. She composed he 
features, and in a complaining voice said,— 

““In the name of Heaven, sir, tell me if I am to attribut: 
the violence that is done me to you, or to your government 
or to an enemy.” 

“No violence is done you, madame; and what happen 
to you is the result of a very simple measure which we ar 
compelled to take with all who land in England.” 

“Then you don’t know me, sir ? ” 

“Tt is the first time I ever had the honour of seein; 
you.” 
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‘ And, on your honour, you have no cause of hatred 
against me ?” 

‘ None, I swear to you.” 

There was so much serenity, coolness, mildness even, in 
the young man’s voice that milady felt reassured. 

At length, after nearly an hour’s ride, the carriage 
stopped before an iron gate, which shut in a sunken 
avenue leading to a castle severe in form, massive, and 
isolated. Then, as the wheels rolled over a fine gravel, 
milady could hear a dull roar, which she recognized 
as the noise of the sea dashing against a rock- bound 
coast. 

The carriage passed under two arched gateways, and at 
length stopped in a dark, square court. Almost immedi- 
ately the carriage door was opened, the young man sprang 
lightly to the ground, and gave milady his hand. She 
leaned on it, and in her turn alighted quite calmly. 

“ Still, the fact is I am a prisoner,” said milady, looking 
around her, and then fixing her eyes on the young officer 
with a most gracious smile ; “ but I feel assured it will not 
be for long,’ added she. “My own conscience and your 
politeness, sir, are the guarantees of that.” 

Flattering as this compliment was, the officer made no 
reply, but drawing from his belt a little silver whistle, such 
as boatswains use in ships of war, he whistled three times, 
with three different modulations. Several men then ap- 
peared, unharnessed the smoking horses, and put the 
carriage into a coach-house. 

The officer, always with the same calm politeness, invited 
his prisoner to enter the house. She, always with the same 
smiling countenance, took his arm, and passed with him 
under a low arched door, which, by a vaulted passage, 
lighted only at the farther end, led to a stone staircase 
turning round a stone column. Then they paused before 
a massive door, which, after the young officer had inserted 
a key into the lock, turned heavily on its hinges, and disclosed 
the chamber destined for milady. 

With a single glance the prisoner took in the apartment 
in its minutest details. 

It was a chamber the furniture of which was at once 
suited to a prison or the dwelling of a free man; yet the 
bars at the windows and the outside bolts on the door 
decided the question in favour of the prison. For an instant 
all. this creature’s strength of mind abandoned her. She 
sank into an armchair, with her arms folded, her head hang- 
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ing down, and expecting every instant to see a judge enter, 
to question her. 

But no one entered except two marines, who brought 
in her trunks and packages, deposited them in a corner of 
the room, and retired without speaking. 

The officer presided over all these details with the same 
calmness milady had always observed in him, never utter- 
ing a word, and making himself obeyed by a gesture of his 
hand or a sound of his whistle. 

One might have said that between this man and his in- 
feriors spoken language did not exist, or had become useless. 

At length milady could hold out no longer. She broke 
the silence. 

‘In the name of Heaven, sir,” cried she, ‘‘ what is the 
meaning of all this? Put an end to my doubts. I have 
courage enough for any danger I can foresee, for any 
misfortune I can comprehend. Where am I, and why am 
I here? If I am free, why these bars and these doors? 
If I am a prisoner, what crime have I committed ?” 

“You are here in the apartment destined for you, 
madame. I received orders to go and take charge of you 
at sea, and to conduct you to this castle. This order, I 
believe, I have accomplished with all a soldier’s strictness, 
but also with all the courtesy of a gentleman. Here ends, 
at least for the present, the duty I had to fulfil toward you; 
the rest concerns another person.” 

“And who is this other person ?”’ asked milady. ‘Can 
you not tell me his name ? ” 

At that moment a great jingling of spurs was heard on 
the stairs. People talking together went by, the sounds 
of voices died away, and the noise made by a single foot- 
step approached the door. 

‘Here he is, madame,” said the officer, leaving the 
entrance clear, and drawing himself up in an attitude of 
respect and submission. 

At the same time the door opened ; a man appeared on 
the threshold. 

He had no hat on, wore a sword at his side, and was 
crushing a handkerchief in his hand. 

Milady thought she recognized this shadow in the gloom ; 
she leaned with one hand on the arm of the chair, and pro- 
truded her head as if to meet a certainty 

Then the stranger advanced slowly, and as he advanced 
into the circle of light projected by the lamp, milady in- 
voluntarily drew back. 
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Then, when she had no longer any doubt,— 

“What! my brother!” cried she, at the culmination of her 
amazement; “is it you ? ” 

“Yes, fair lady,” replied Lord Winter, making a bow, 
half courteous, half ironical; “it is I, myself.” 

“Then this castle ? ” 

‘Is mine.” 

‘ This room ?” 

“Ts yours.” 

‘I am your prisoner, then ? ” 

“Nearly so.” 

“But this is a frightful abuse of power!” 

“No high-sounding words. Let us sit down and talk 
calmly, as brother and sister ought to do.” 

Then turning toward the door, and seeing that the 
young officer was waiting for his last orders,— 

“Tt is ail right,” said he; “I thank you. Now leave us 
alone, Mr. Felton.” 


CHAPTER,-L. 
BROTHER AND SISTER. 


Ware Lord Winter was shutting the door, closing a 
shutter, and drawing a chair near to his sister-in-law’s arm- 
chair, milady was thoughtfully plunging her glance into the 
depths of possibility, and discovered the whole plot, not 
even a glimpse of which she could get so long as she was 
ignorant into whose hands she had fallen. She knew 
her brother-in-law was a worthy gentleman, a bold hunts- 
man, an intrepid player, enterprising with women, but with 
less than average skill in intrigues. How could he have dis- 
covered her arrival and caused her to be seized? Why 
did he detain her ? 

Athos had indeed said some words which proved that the 
conversation she had had with the cardinal had fallen 
into others’ ears ; but she could not suppose that he had dug 
‘a counter-mine so promptly and so boldly. She feared, 
rather, that her preceding operations in England had been 
discovered, Buckingham might have guessed that it was 
she who had cut off the two studs, and avenged himself for 
that little treachery. But Buckingham was incapable of 
going to any excess against a woman, particularly if that 
woman was supposed to have acted from a feeling of jealousy. 

This supposition appeared to her the most reasonable: 
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it seemed to her that they wanted to revenge the past, | 
and not to anticipate the future. At all events, she con- 
gratulated herself on having fallen into the hands of her 
brother-in-law, with whom she reckoned she could come 
off easily, rather than into the hands of an avowed and 
intelligent enemy. 

“Yes, let us talk, brother,” said she, with a kind of 
sprightliness, now that she had decided to get from the 
conversation, in spite of all dissimulation Lord Winter 
could bring to it, the information of which she stood in 
need for regulating her future conduct. 

‘“ So you decided to come to England again,” said Lord 
Winter, ‘in spite of the resolutions you so often manifested 
in Paris never to set your foot again on British soil ?”’ 

Milady replied to this question by another question. 

“Before everything,” said she, “tell me how you had 
me watched so closely as to be aware in advance not only 
of my arrival, but, still more, of the day, the hour, and the 
port at which I should arrive ?” 

Lord Winter adopted the same tactics as milady, thinking 
that as his sister-in-law employed them they must be good. 

“ But tell me, my dear sister,” replied he—** what have 
you come to do in England ? ” 

“Why, to see you,” replied milady, without knowing how 
much she aggravated by this reply the suspicions which 
D’Artagnan’s letter had given birth to in her brother-in- 
law’s mind, and only desiring to gain her auditor’s good- 
will by a falsehood. 

‘© Ah, to see me ? ”” said Lord Winter craftily. 

“Certainly, to see you. What is there astonishing in 
that ?” 

“And you had no other object in coming to England 
but to see me ? ” 

ce No.”’ 

“So it was for my sake alone you took the trouble to 
cross the Channel ? ” 

“For your sake only.” 

““The deuce! What affection, my sister!” 

“Why, am I not your nearest relative ? ” demanded 
milady, in a tone of the most touching ingenuousness. 

“And my only heir, are you not ? ” said Lord Winter 
in his turn, fixing his eyes on milady’s. 

In spite of herself milady could not help starting; and 
as in pronouncing the last words Lord Winter laid his 
hand on his sister’s arm, this start did not escape him. 
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“In fact, the blow was direct and deep. The first idea 
that occurred to milady’s mind was that she had been 
betrayed by Kitty, and that she had told the baron about 
her interested aversion toward him, of which she had im- 
prudently allowed some marks to escape her before her 
servant ; she also recollected the furious and imprudent 
attack she had made upon D’Artagnan when he spared 
her brother’s life. 

‘I do not comprehend, my lord,” said she, to gain time 
and make her adversary speak out. ‘‘ What do you mean ? 
Is there any secret meaning concealed beneath your 
words ?” 

“Oh, dear me, no!” said Lord Winter, with apparent 
good-nature. “You wish to see me, and you come to Eng- 
land. I learn of this desire, or rather I suspect that you 
feel it, and in order to spare you all the annoyances of an 
arrival at night in a port, and all the fatigues of landing, 
I send one of my officers to meet you, I place a carriage 
at his orders, and he brings you here to this castle, of which 
I am governor, where I come every day, and where, in 
order to satisfy our mutual desire of seeing each other, I 
have prepared a chamber for you. What is there in all 
that I have said to you more astonishing than in what 
you have told me ? ” 

‘No; but what I find astonishing is that you should be 
informed of my coming.” 

“ And yet that is the most simple thing in the world, my 
dear sister. Did you not observe that the captain of your 
little vessel, on entering the road, sent forward, to obtain 
permission to enter the port, a small gig bearing his log- 
book and the register of his crew ? I am commandant of 
the port ; they brought me that book. I recognized your 
name in it. My heart told me what your mouth has just 
confirmed—that is to say, with what view you have exposed 
yourself to the dangers of such a perilous sea, or at least 
a sea sO wearisome just at this time—and I sent my cutter 
to meet you. You know the rest.”’ 

Milady comprehended that Lord Winter lied, and was 
only the more alarmed. 

“Brother,” continued she, “was not that my Lord 
Buckingham whom I saw on the jetty this evening as we 
entered the port ? ” 

“It was indeed. Ah, I can understand how the sight 
of him struck you,” replied Lord Winter. ‘You come 
from a country where he must be very much talked about, 
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and I know that his armaments against France greatly 
engage your friend the cardinal’s attention.” 

“My friend the cardinal!” cried milady, seeing that on 
this point as well as on the other Lord Winter seemed 
perfectly well informed. 

“Ts he not your friend ?”’ replied the baron negligently. 
“Ah! I beg your pardon; I thought he was. But we will 
return to my lord duke presently. Let us not depart from 
the quite sentimental turn our conversation had taken. 
You said you came to see me ? ” | 

ce es 2) 


“Well, I reply that your every wish should be fulfilled, 
and that we should see each other every day.” 

“Am I, then, to remain here eternally ? ” demanded 
milady in some terror. 

“Do you find yourself poorly lodged, sister? Ask for 
anything you lack, and I will hasten to have you furnished 
with it.” 

“ But I have neither my women nor my people.” 

“You shall have all that, madame. Tell me on what 
footing your household was established by your first hus- 
band, and though I am only your brother-in-law, I will 
arrange it on a similar one.” 

“My first husband!” cried milady, looking at Lord 
Winter with startled eyes. 

“Yes, your French husband; I don’t speak of my 
brother. However, if you have forgotten, as he is still 
living, I could write to him, and he would send me informa- 
tion on the subject.” 

A cold sweat started from milady’s brow. 

“You are joking !”’ said she, in a hollow voice. 

“Do I look as if I were ?”’ asked the baron, rising and 
taking a step backward. 

“Or, rather, you insult me,” continued she, pressing 
with her contracted hands the two arms of her chair, and 
raising herself up on her wrists. 

‘I insult you!” said Lord Winter contemptuously. 
“In truth, madame, do you think that is possible ? ” 

“In truth, sir,” said milady, ‘you are either drunk or 
mad. Leave the room, sir, and send me a woman.” 

‘ Women are very indiscreet, sister. Couldn’t I serve 
you as a waiting-maid ? By that means, all our secrets 
would be kept in the family.” 

“TInsolent wretch!” cried milady. And as if moved 
by a spring, she sprang toward the baron, who was waiting 
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her attack with his arms folded, but with one hand on the 
hilt of his sword. 

“Come, come!” said he; “ I know you have the habit 
of assassinating people; but I shall defend myself, I warn 
you, even against you.” 

“No doubt you would,” said she; “you have every 
appearance of being coward enough to lift your hand 
against a woman.” 

“Perhaps I am. Besides, I have an excuse, for mine 
would not be the first man’s hand that has been placed 
upon you, I imagine.” 

And the baron pointed with a slow and accusing gesture 
to milady’s left shoulder, which he almost touched with 
his finger. 

Milady uttered a muffled roar, and retreated to a corner 
of the room, like a panther when she draws back to leap. 

“Oh, roar as much as you please,” cried Lord Winter, 
“but don’t try to bite, for I warn you the thing would 
be to your prejudice. Here there are no solicitors who 
regulate successions beforehand; there is no knight- 
errant to come and seek a quarrel with me on account of 
the fair lady I detain a prisoner; but I have judges all 
ready who will quickly dispose of a woman so shameless 
as to come and steal, a bigamist, into the bed of my oldest 
brother, Lord Winter; and these judges, I warn you, will 
give you over to a hangman, who will make both your 
shoulders alike.” 

: He continued, but with increasing warmth,— 

“Yes, I understand how, after inheriting my brother’s 
fortune, it would have been very agreeable to you to be my 
heir likewise; but know beforehand, if you kill me, or 
cause me to be killed, my precautions are taken: not a 
penny of what I possess will pass into your hands. Are 
you not already rich enough, possessing now nearly a 
million ? And could you not stop your fatal career, if 

ou did not do evil only for the infinite and supreme 
delight of doing it? Oh, be assured, if my brother’s 
memory were not sacred to me, you should rot in a state 
dungeon, or satisfy the curiosity of sailors at Tyburn. 
I will be silent, but you must endure your captivity quietly. 
In fifteen or twenty days I shall set out for Rochelle with 
the army; but before my departure, a vessel which I 
shall see set sail will take you away and convey you to 
our southern colonies. And be assured I will give you a 
companion who will blow your brains out at the first at- 
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tet Ph you may make to return to England or the Conti- 
nent 

Milady listened with an attention that dilated her in- 
flamed eyes. 

“Yes, at present,” continued Lord Winter, ‘you will 
remain in this castle. The walls of it are thick, the doors 
strong, and the bars solid. Moreover, your window opens 
immediately over the sea. The men of my crew, who are 
devoted to me for life and death, mount guard around this 
apartment, and watch all the passages leading to the castle 
yard. Even if you gained the yard, there would still be 
three iron gates for you to pass through. The order given 
is positive: a step, a gesture, a word, on your part, implying 
an effort to escape, and you will be fired upon. If they kill 
you, English justice will be under obligations to me for 
saving it trouble. Ah! your features are resuming their 
calmness, your countenance is recovering its assurance. 
‘ Fifteen days, twenty days!’ say you. ‘Bah! I have an 
inventive mind; before that has expired some idea will 
occur to me. I have an infernal spirit; I shall find some 
victim. Before a fortnight has gone by,’ you say to your- 
self, ‘I shall be away from here!’ Well, try! The 
officer who commands alone here in my absence you have 
seen, and therefore already know him. As you must have 
observed, he knows how to obey orders, for I am sure you 
did not come from Portsmouth here without trying to make 
him speak. What do you say to that ? Could a statue of 
marble have been more impassive and more mute? You 
have already tried the power of your seductions on many 
men, and, unfortunately, you have always succeeded. Try 
them on him. By God! if you succeed with him, I pro- 
nounce you the demon himself.” 

He went to the door and opened it hastily. 

“Call Mr. Felton,” said he.—‘‘ Wait a minute longer, 
and I will commend you to him.” 

Between these two people a strange silence ensued, 
during which the sound of a slow and regular step was 
heard approaching. Soon a human form appeared in the 
shade of the corridor, and the young lieutenant, whose 
acquaintance we have already made, stopped at the door 
to receive the baron’s orders. 

“Come in, my dear John,” said Lord Winter—‘“‘come in 
and shut the door.” 

The young officer entered. 

“Now,” said the baron, ‘‘ look at this woman. She is 
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young, she is beautiful, she has all earthly seductions. 
Well, she is a monster, who, at twenty-five, has been guilty 
of as many crimes as you could read of in a year in the 
archives of our tribunals. Her voice prejudices in her 
favour ; her beauty serves as a bait to her victims; her 
body even pays what she promises—I must do her that 
justice. She will try to seduce you, perhaps she will even 
try to kill you. I have extricated you from poverty, 
Felton ; Ihave had you made lieutenant ; I once saved your 
life—you know on what occasion. I am not only your 
protector, but your friend; not only a benefactor, but a 
father to you. This woman came back again into England 
for the purpose of conspiring against my life. I hold this 
serpent in my hands. Well, I call on you and say to you: 
Friend Felton, John, my son, guard me, and more par- 
ticularly guard thyself, against this woman. Swear by thy 
hopes of salvation to keep her safely for the punishment 
she has deserved. John Felton, I trust in thy word! John 
Felton, I believe in thy loyalty!” 

“My lord,” said the young officer, summoning to his 
mild countenance all the hatred he could find in his heart 
—‘‘my lord, I swear to you all shall be done as you 
desire.” 

Milady received this look like a resigned victim. It was 
impossible to imagine a more submissive or a milder ex- 
pression than that which prevailed on her beautiful counte- 
nance. Lord Winter himself could scarcely recognize the 
tigress whom, a minute before, he was preparing to fight. 

“She is never to leave this room, understand, John ; she 
is not to correspond with any one; she is to speak to no one 
but you—if, indeed, you wish to do her the honour of ad- 
dressing a word to her.” 

‘That is quite sufficient, my lord! I have sworn.” 

‘ And now, madame, try to make your peace with God, 
for you are judged by men ! ” 

‘Milady let her head sink, as if she felt herself crushed by 
this sentence. Lord Winter went out, making a sign to 
Felton, who followed him and shut the door. 

An instant after, the heavy step of a marine was heard 
in the corridor, serving on sentinel’s duty, with his axe in 
his girdle and his musket on his shoulder. 

Milady remained for some minutes in the same position, 
for she thought they might perhaps be watching her through 
the keyhole. Then she slowly raised her head, and assum- 
ing a formidable expression of menace and defiance, ran to 
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the door to listen, looked out of her window, and returning 
to bury herself again in her large armchair, she reflected. 


CHAPTER LI. 
OFFICER. 


MEANWHILE the cardinal was anxiously looking for news 
from England; but no news arrived, except what was 
annoying and threatening. 

Well as Rochelle was invested, certain as success might 
appear, owing to the precautions taken, and above all, to 
the dike preventing the entrance of any vessel into the 
besieged city, yet still the blockade might last for a long 
time; and this was a great affront to the king’s arms, and 
a great inconvenience to the cardinal, who had no longer, 
it is true, to embroil Louis XIII. with Anne of Austria, for 
that affair was done, but he had to reconcile M. de Bas- 
sompierre and the Duc d’Angouléme, who were engaged 
in a quarrel. 

Monsieur, who had begun the siege, now left to the car- 
dinal the task of finishing it. 

The city, notwithstanding its mayor’s incredible per- 
severance, had attempted a sort of mutiny in favour of 
surrendering; the mayor had hanged the ringleaders. 
This execution subdued the worst of the mutineers, who 
then resolved to allow themselves to die of hunger. This 
death always seemed to them slower and not so sure as 
death by strangulation. 

The besiegers from time to time took the messengers 
which the Rochellais sent to Buckingham, or the spies which 
Buckingham sent to the Rochellais. In either case the 
trial was soon over. The cardinal pronounced the single 
word “Hanged!” The king was invited to come and see 
the hanging. The king came languidly, placing himself in 
a good situation to see all the details. This always amused 
him a little, and made him endure the siege patiently ; but 
it did not prevent his getting very much bored, or from 
talking at every moment of returning to Paris ; so that if 
the messengers and the spies had failed, his Eminence, in 
spite of all his imagination, would have found himself very 
much embarrassed. 

‘Nevertheless, time went on, and the Rochellais did not 
surrender. The last spy taken was the bearer of a letter. 
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The letter, to be sure, informed Buckingham that the city 
was reduced to the last extremity ; but instead of adding, 
“Tf your aid does not arrive within a fortnight, we shall 
surrender,” it merely added, ‘ If your aid does not arrive 
within a fortnight, we shall all be dead of starvation when it 
does arrive.” 

The Rochellais, then, had no hope except in Bucking- 
ham ; Buckingham was their Messiah. It was evident that 
if they one day learned to a certainty that they could no 
longer count on Buckingham, their courage would fail with 
their hope. 

So the cardinal was most impatiently awaiting news 
from England that would announce to him that Bucking- 
ham would not come. 

The question of carrying the city by assault, though often 
debated in the king’s council, had always been rejected. 
In the first place, Rochelle appeared impregnable; then 
the cardinal, whatever he said, knew very well that the 
horrible bloodshed in this encounter, when Frenchmen would 
be fighting against Frenchmen, meant a retrograde move- 
ment of sixty years impressed on politics, and the cardinal 
was for those days what we now call a man of progress. 
In fact, the sacking of Rochelle, and the massacre of three 
or four thousand Huguenots who would allow themselves 
to be butchered, would resemble too closely, in 1628, the 
massacre of St. Bartholomew in 1572. And then, above 
all, this extreme measure, to which the king, being a good 
Catholic, felt no repugnance at all, always fell to the ground 
before the one argument of the besieging generals—Rochelle 
is impregnable except by famine. 

The cardinal could not drive from his mind the fear he 
entertained concerning his terrible emissary, for he well 
understood this woman’s strange qualities, now serpent- 
like, now lion-like. Had she betrayed him? Was she 
dead ? He knew her well enough in all cases to know that 
while acting for him or against him, as a friend or an 
enemy, she would not remain motionless unless blocked by 
great obstacles. But whence did such obstacles arise ? 
That was what he could not know. 

However, he reckoned, and rightly, on milady. He had 
divined in this woman’s past terrible things which his red 
cloak alone could cover; and he felt that, from one cause 
or another, this woman was his own, as she could find in 
no one but in him a support superior to the danger which 
threatened her, 
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He resolved, therefore, to carry on the war alone, and to 
look for any success foreign to himself only as we look for 
a fortunate chance. He continued to push the building 
of the famous dike which was to starve Rochelle. Mean- 
while he cast his eyes over that unfortunate city, which 
contained so much deep misery and so many heroic virtues, 
and recalling the saying of Louis XI., his political prede- 
cessor as he himself was Robespierre’s predecessor, he re- 
peated this maxim of Tristan’s royal gossip: “ Divide in 
order to reign.” 

Henry IV., when besieging Paris, had loaves and pro- 
visions thrown over the walls. The cardinal had little 
notes thrown over, in which he represented to the Rochel- 
lais how unjust, selfish, and barbarous was the conduct of 
their leaders. These leaders had corn in abundance, and 
would not let them partake of it. They adopted this 
maxim—for they, too, had maxims—that it was of very 
little consequence whether the women, the children, and 
the old men died, so long as the men who were to defend 
the walls remained strong and healthy. Up to that time, 
whether from devotion or from want of power to resist it, 
this maxim, without being generally adopted, had, never- 
theless, passed from theory to practice. But the notes did 
it injury. The notes reminded the men that the children, 
women, and old men who were allowed to die were 
their sons, their wives, and their fathers, and that it would 
be more just if every one were reduced to the common 
level of poverty, in order that one and the same position 
might give birth to unanimous resolutions. 

These notes had all the effect that he who wrote them 
could expect, for they induced a great number of the in- 
habitants to open private negotiations with the royal army. 

But just as the cardinal saw his scheme already bearing 
fruit, and was applauding himself for having put it in 
action, an inhabitant of Rochelle, who had succeeded 
somehow in passing the royal lines, in spite of the watchful- 
ness of Bassompierre, Schomberg, and the Duc d’Angou- 
léme, themselves watched by the cardinal—an inhabitant 
of Rochelle, we say, entered the city, coming from Ports- 
mouth, and said that he had seen a magnificent fleet ready 
to sail within a week. Moreover, Buckingham. announced 
to the mayor that at length the great league against France 
was about to be proclaimed, and that the kingdom would be 
at once invaded by the English, Imperial, and Spanish 
armies. This letter was read publicly in all the squares, 
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copies were posted at the corners of the streets, and even 
those who had begun to open negotiations interrupted them, 
determined to await the aid so pompously announced, 

This unexpected circumstance brought back Richelieu’s 
former anxieties, and forced him, in spite of himself, to 
turn his eyes once more to the other side of the sea. 

During this time, exempt from these anxieties of its 
only real leader, the royal army led a jolly life, there being 
no lack of provisions, or money either, in the camp. All 
the corps rivalled one another in audacity and gaiety. To 
take spies and hang them, to make hazardous expeditions 
upon the dike or the sea, to conjure up foolish plans and 
execute them coolly—such were the pastimes which made the 
army find these days short, which were so long not only to 
the Rochellais, a prey to famine and distress, but also to 
the cardinal, who was blockading them so closely. 

Sometimes when the cardinal, who was always on horse- 
back, like the lowest gendarme of the army, was casting 
a pensive glance over those works, which the engineers, 
brought from all the corners of France, were executing 
under his orders, though at a pace hardly commensurate 
with his desires, and met a musketeer of Tréville’s company, 
he would draw near and look at him in a peculiar manner ; 
but if he did not recognize in him one of our four com- 
panions, he would turn his keen eyes and mighty thoughts 
in some other direction. 

One day when the cardinal, oppressed by mortal weari- 
ness of mind, hopeless of the negotiations with the city, 
without news from England, had gone out with no other 
aim than to ride, accompanied only by Cahusac and La 
Houdiniére, skirting the beach and mingling the im- 
mensity of his dreams with the immensity of the ocean, 
he came ambling along to a hill, from the top of which he 
perceived, behind a hedge, reclining on the sand, in the 
sun so rare at this period of the year, seven men surrounded 
by empty bottles. Four of these men were our mus- 
keteers, preparing to listen to a letter one of them had 
just received. This letter was so important that it caused 
them to abandon their cards and their dice on a drum- 
head. 

The other three were occupied in uncorking an enormous 
demijohn of Collioure wine; they were the gentlemen’s 
lackeys. 

The cardinal was, as we have said, in very low spirits ; and 
when he was in that state of mind, nothing increased his 
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depression so much as gaiety in others. Besides, he had 
another strange fancy, which was always to believe that 
the causes of his sadness created the gaiety of others. 
Making a sign to La Houdiniére and Cahusac to stop, he 
alighted from his horse, and went toward these suspected 
merry-makers, hoping, by means of the sand which dead- 
ened the sound of his steps, and of the hedge which con- 
cealed his approach, to catch some words of a conversation 
which seemed so interesting. Ten paces from the hedge 
he recognized the Gascon prattle, and as he had already 
perceived that these men were musketeers, he had no doubt 
that the three others were those called ‘the inseparables ” 
—that is to say, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. 

As may well be supposed, his desire to hear the conversa- 
tion was increased by his discovery. His eyes took on a 
strange expression, and with the step of a cat he advanced 
toward the hedge. But he had not been able as yet to make 
out anything more than vague syllables without any posi- 
tive sense, when a short, sonorous cry made him start, and 
attracted the attention of the musketeers. 

“ Officer ! ”” cried Grimaud. 

“T believe you are speaking, you rascal!” said Athos, 
rising on his elbow, and fascinating Grimaud with his 
flashing eyes. 

Grimaud therefore said not a word more, but contented 
himself with pointing his index finger at the hedge, signify- 
ing by this gesture the presence of the cardinal and his 
escort. 

With a single bound the musketeers were on their feet, 
and saluted respectfully. 

The cardinal seemed furious. 

“It seems that the musketeers set sentinels for them- 
selves,” said he. ‘‘Are the English expected by land, or 
do the musketeers consider themselves officers of rank ? ” 

““Monseigneur,”” replied Athos, for amidst the general 
alarm he alone had preserved that calmness and sang froid 
which never forsook him—‘“ monseigneur, the musketeers, 
when they are not on duty, or when their duty is over, 
drink and play at dice, and they are officers of very high 
rank to their lackeys.” 

‘“Lackeys!”’ grumbled the cardinal. “Lackeys who are 
ordered to warn their masters when any one passes are not 
lackeys; they are sentinels.” 

“Your Eminence may perceive that if we had not taken 
this precaution, we should have been in danger of letting 
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you pass without presenting you our respects, or offering 
you our thanks for the favour you have done us in uniting 
us.—D’Artagnan,”’ continued Athos, ‘‘ you were only just 
now so anxious for such an opportunity for expressing your 
thanks to monseigneur. Here itis; avail yourself of it.” 

These words were pronounced with that perfect imper- 
turbability which distinguished Athos in the hour of danger, 
and with that excessive politeness which made of him at 
certain moments a king more majestic than kings by birth. 

D’ Artagnan came forward and stammered out a few words 
of thanks, which soon expired under the cardinal’s gloomy 
looks. 

“No matter, gentlemen,” continued the cardinal, with- 
out appearing to be in the least diverted from his first 
intention by the incident which Athos had raised—‘‘ no 
matter, gentlemen. I do not like simple soldiers, because 
they have the advantage of serving in a privileged corps, 
thus to play the great lords; and discipline is the same 
for them as for everybody else.” 

Athos allowed the cardinal to finish his sentence com- 
pletely, and bowing in sign of assent, he replied in his 
turn,— 

‘ Discipline, monseigneur, has in no way, I hope, been 
forgotten by us. We are not on duty, and we believe that, 
as we are not on duty, we are at liberty to dispose of our 
time as we please. If we are so fortunate as to have some 
particular command from your Eminence, we are ready 
to obey you. Your Eminence may perceive,” continued 
Athos, frowning, for such an investigation began to annoy 
him, “that we have come out with our arms, so as to be 
ready for the least alarm.” 

And he showed the cardinal the four muskets stacked 
near the drum, on which were the cards and dice. 

“We beg your Eminence to believe,’ added D’Artagnan, 
“that we should have come to meet you, if we could have 
supposed it was you coming toward us with so few at- 
tendants.” 

“Do you know what you look like, always together, as 
you are, armed, and sentinelled by your lackeys ?”’ said the 
cardinal. ‘‘ You look like four conspirators.” 

“Oh, so far, monseigneur, it’s true,’ said Athos; “we 
do conspire, as your Eminence might have seen the other 
day, only we conspire against the Rochellais.” 

“Eh, politicians !”’ replied the cardinal, frowning in his 
turn ; ‘the secret of many things unknown might perhaps 
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be found in your brains, if we could read in them as you 
were reading that letter which you concealed when you saw 
me coming.’ 

The colour mounted to Athos’s face, and he made‘a step 
toward his Eminence. 

“One would think that you really suspected us, mon- 
seigneur, and that we are undergoing a cross-examination. 
If it be so, we trust your Eminence will deign to explain 
yourself, and we shall then at least be acquainted with 
our real position.” 

“And if it were an examination,” replied the cardinal, 
“others beside you have undergone such, Monsieur Athos, 
and have replied to them.” 

‘So, monseigneur, I have told your Eminence that you 
had but to question us, and we are ready to reply.” 

“What was that letter you were about to read, Monsieur 
Aramis, and which you concealed ?” 

“A woman’s letter, monseigneur.”’ 

‘Oh, I understand. We must be discreet with such 
letters. But nevertheless we may show them to a confessor, 
and you know I have taken orders.” 

““Monseigneur,” said Athos, with a calmness all the more 
terrible that he risked his life when he made this reply, 
‘the letter is a woman’s, but it is neither signed Marion de 
Lorme nor Madame d’Arguillon.” 

The cardinal became as pale as death. A flash of fire 
darted from his eyes. He turned round as if to give an 
order to Cahusac and Houdiniére. Athos saw the move- 
ment; he took a step toward the muskets, on which the 
other three friends had fixed their eyes like men ill-disposed 
to allow themselves to be arrested. The cardinal’s party 
consisted of only three ; the musketeers, lackeys included, 
numbered seven. He judged that the match would be so 
much the less equal if Athos and his companions were 
really plotting ; and by one of those quick changes which 
he always had at command, all his anger faded away into 
a smile. 

‘Come, come!” said he, “you are brave young men, 
proud in daylight, faithful in darkness; no fault can be 
found with you for watching over yourselves when you 
watch so carefully over others. Gentlemen, I’ have not 
forgotten the night in which you served me as an escort 
to the Red Dovecot. If there were any danger to be 
apprehended on the road I am going, I should request you 
to accompany me ; but as there is none, remain where you 
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are, finish your bottles, your game, and your letter. Fare- 
well, gentlemen ! ” 

And remounting his horse, which Cahusac had led to him, 
he saluted them with his hand and rode away. 

The four young men, standing motionless, followed him 
with their eyes without speaking a single word until he 
had disappeared. 

Then they looked at one another. 

All showed their consternation and terror in their faces ; 
for notwithstanding his Eminence’s friendly farewell, they 
plainly perceived that the cardinal went away with rage 
in his heart. 

Athos alone smiled with a self-possessed, disdainful 
smile. 

When the cardinal was out of hearing and sight,— 

“That Grimaud kept but tardy watch !”’ cried Porthos, 
anxious to visit his ill-humour on some one. 

Grimaud was about to excuse himself. Athos lifted his 
finger, and Grimaud was silent. 

“Would you have given up the letter, Aramis ?” said 
D’Artagnan. 

“I,” said Aramis, in his most flute-like tone—‘ I had 
made up my mind. If he had insisted on the letter being 
given up to him, I would have presented the letter to him 
with one hand, and with the other I would have run my 
sword through his body.” 

“T expected as much,” said Athos ; “and that was why 
I interfered between you and him. Truly, this man is 
very unwise to talk in this way to other men; one would 
say he had never had to do with any but women and 
children.” 

“My dear Athos,” said D’Artagnan, “ I admire you very 
much, but, nevertheless, we were in the wrong, after all.” 

“How in the wrong?” exclaimed Athos. ‘‘ Whose, 
then, is the air we breathe ? Whose is the ocean on which 
we look? Whose is the sand on which we were reclining ? 
Whose is that letter of your mistress’s ? The cardinal’s ? 
’Pon my honour, this man fancies the world belongs to 
him. There you stood, stammering, stupefied, confounded. 
One might have supposed that the Bastille appeared before 
you, and that the gigantic Medusa was converting you into 
stone. Come, now, is to be in love conspiring ? You 
are in love with a woman whom the cardinal has caused 
to be shut up, and you wish to get her out of the cardinal’s 
hands. That’s a game you are playing with his Eminence : 
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this letter is your hand. Why should you show your hand 
to your adversary ? That is never done. If he finds it 
out, well and good. We are finding out his, aren’t we ? ” 

“Tn truth, what you say has sense in it, Athos,” saic 
D’Artagnan. 

‘In that case let there be no more question of what ha: 
just occurred, and let Aramis resume the letter from his 
cousin where the cardinal interrupted him.” 

Aramis took the letter from his pocket, the three friends 
surrounded him, and the three lackeys grouped themselves 
again near the demijohn. 

“You had only read a line or two,” said D’Artagnan 
‘so begin the letter over again.” 

‘“ Willingly,” said Aramis. 


“My DEAR Cousin,—I think I shall decide to set out for 
Béthune, where my sister has placed our little servant in the 
convent of the Carmelites. This poor child is resigned | 
she knows she cannot live elsewhere without risking the 
salvation of her soul. However, if the affairs of our family 
are settled, as we hope they will be, I believe she will rur 
the risk of being damned, and will return to those whom 
she misses, particularly as she knows they are always 
thinking of her. In the meanwhile, she is not altogethe1 
wretched ; what she most desires is a letter from her in- 
tended. I know that such commodities pass with difficulty 
through the gratings ; but after all, as I have proved tc 
you, my dear cousin, I am not unskilled, and I will take 
charge of the commission. My sister thanks you for yout 
good and eternal remembrance. She underwent for a 
moment considerable anxiety ; but she is now at length 
a little reassured, having sent her secretary yonder, in 
order that nothing may happen unexpectedly. 

“ Farewell, my dear cousin. Let us hear from you as 
often as possible—that is to say, whenever you can send 
with safety. I embrace you. Marie MicHon.” 


‘Oh, what do I not owe you, Aramis ?” cried D’Ar- 
tagnan. ‘Dear Constance! I have at length, then, news 
of her. She lives; she is in safety in a convent; she is at 
Béthune! Where do you suppose Béthune is, Athos ?” 

‘Why, upon the frontiers of Artois and of Flanders. 
When the siege is once over we shall be able to make a 
tour in that direction.” 

“And that will not be long, it is to be hoped,” said 
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Porthos ; “‘ for this morning they hung a spy who confessed 
that the Rochellais had come to the leather of their shoes. 
Supposing that after having eaten the leather they eat the 
soles, I cannot see what they have left, unless they eat one 
another.” 

“ Poor fools!” said Athos, emptying a glass of excellent 
Bordeaux wine, which, without having at that period the 
reputation it now enjoys, no less merited it—“ poor fools ! 
As if the Catholic religion was not the most agreeable of all 
religions! All the same,’’ resumed he, after having smacked 
his tongue against his palate, “they are brave fellows. 
But what the devil are you about, Aramis ?”’ continued 
Athos. ‘Why, you are squeezing that letter into your 
pocket ! ” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “ Athos is right; it must be 
burnt. Who knows whether the cardinal has not a secret 
for examining ashes ?”’ 

“He must have one,” said Athos. 

‘What are you going to do with the letter, then ? ”’ asked 
Porthos. 

‘* Come here, Grimaud,’’ said Athos, 

Grimaud got up and obeyed. 

‘ As a punishment for having spoken without permission, 
my friend, you will please eat this piece of paper. Then, 
to recompense you for the service you will have rendered 
us, you shall afterwards drink this glass of wine. Here is 
the letter. First, chew vigorously.” 

Grimaud smiled; and with his eyes fixed on the glass 
which Athos had just filled to the brim, he crushed the 
‘paper and swallowed it. 

“Bravo, Master Grimaud!”’ said Athos. “‘ And now take 
this. Good! I excuse you from saying ‘ Thank you.’ ” 

Grimaud silently swallowed the glass of Bordeaux wine ; 
but his eyes, raised toward heaven during the whole time 
this delicious occupation lasted, spoke a language which, 
though mute, was none the less expressive. 

“And now,’ said Athos, “unless the cardinal should 
form the ingenious idea of ripping up Grimaud, I think we 
may be almost free from anxiety.” 

Meantime his Eminence was continuing his melancholy 
ride, murmuring between his moustaches what he so often 
said before,— 

“These four men must positively be mine.” 
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CHAPTE RV Ei 
THE FIRST DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 


Let us return to milady, whom our eyes, turned toward 
the coast of France, have lost from sight for an instant. 

We shall find her in the despairing attitude in which we 
left her, plunged in an abyss of dismal reflections, a dismal 
hell, at the gate of which she has almost left hope behind: 
for now for the first time she doubts, for the first time she 
fears. 

On two occasions her fortune has failed her, on two 
occasions she has found herself discovered and betrayed ; 
and on both these occasions she failed before the fatal 
genius sent doubtlessly by Heaven to combat her: D’Ar- 
tagnan has conquered her—her, the invincible power oi 
evil. 

He has deceived her love, humbled her pride, thwarted 
her ambition; and now he is ruining her fortune, depriving 
her of liberty, and even threatening her life. Moreover, 
he has lifted the corner of her mask—that ægis with whick 
she covered herself, and which rendered her so strong. 

From Buckingham, whom she hates as she hates all she 
has loved, D’Artagnan averted the tempest with which 
Richelieu threatened him in the person of the queen. D’Ar- 
tagnan had passed himself off on her as De Wardes, for whom 
she had conceived one of those invincible tigress-like fancies 
common to women of her character. D’Artagnan knows 
the terrible secret which she has sworn no one should know 
without dying. Finally, just as she has obtained from Riche- 
lieu a signed permit by means of which she is going to take 
vengeance on her enemy, this paper is torn from her hands, 
and D’Artagnan holds her prisoner, and is about to send 
her to some filthy Botany Bay, some infamous Tyburn of 
the Indian Ocean. 

For all this, doubtless, D’Artagnan is responsible. From 
whom can come so many disgraces heaped on her head, if 
not from him ? He alone could have transmitted to Lord 
Winter all these frightful secrets, which he has discovered, 
one after another, in consequence of Fate. He knows her 
brother-in-law ; he must have written to him. 

What hatred she distils! There, motionless, with her 
burning, fixed eyes, in her lonely room, how well the par- 
oxysms of her muffled roaring, which at times escape with 
her breathing from the depths of her chest, accompany the 
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sound of the surge which rises, growls, roars, and breaks 
against the rocks on which is built this dark and haughty 
castle! By the light of the flashes with which her tem- 
pestuous passion illumines her mind, how many magnifi- 
cent projects of vengeance she conceives against Madame 
Bonacieux, against Buckingham, but above all, against 
D’ Artagnan—projects lost in the distances of the future ! 

Yes, but in order to avenge herself she must be free; and 
to be free, a prisoner has to pierce a wall, unfasten bars, 
cut through a floor—all undertakings which a strong, 
patient man may accomplish, but in which a woman’s 
feverish nervousness must fail. Besides, to do all this, 
time is necessary—months, years; and she has ten or 
twelve days, as Lord Winter, her fraternal and terrible 
jailer, told her. 

And yet if she were a man she would attempt all this, 
and perhaps would succeed. Why, then, did Heaven 
make the mistake of placing a masculine soul in her frail, 
delicate body ? 

The first moments of her captivity, therefore, were ter- 
rible ; but a few convulsions of rage which she could not 
overcome paid to nature her debt of feminine weakness. 
But by degrees she subdued the outbursts of her mad 
passion ; the nervous tremblings which agitated her frame 
disappeared, and now she remained folded back on herself, 
like a fatigued serpent reposing. 

“Come, come! I must have been mad to be carried 
away so,” says she, plunging into the glass, which reflects 
back the burning glance by which she seems to question 
herself. ‘No violence; violence is a proof of weakness. 
In the first place, I have never succeeded by that means. 
Perhaps if I employed my strength against women, I 
should have a chance to find them weaker than myself, 
and consequently to conquer them. But I battle with men, 
and for them I am only a woman. Let me battle like a 
woman, then. My strength is in my weakness.” 

Then, as if to render an account to herself of the changes 
she could impose upon her countenance, so mobile and so 
expressive, she made it assume successively all expressions, 
from passionate anger, which convulsed her features, to 
the sweetest, most affectionate, and most seducing smile. 
Then her hair in turn, under her skilful hands, took on all 
the undulations she thought might assist the charms of 
her face. At length she murmured, satisfied with her- 
self, — 3 i 
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“Come, nothing is lost. I am still beautiful.” 

It was then almost eight o’clock in the evening. Milady 
perceived a bed; she felt that a few hours’ repose woulc 
refresh not only her brain and her ideas, but, still further 
her complexion. A better idea, however, came into he 
mind before going to bed, She had heard something saic 
about supper. She had already been an hour in thi: 
apartment. It could not be long before her repast woulc 
be brought. The prisoner was anxious not to lose any time 
She resolved to make that very evening some attempts tc 
ascertain the lie of the land by studying the characters o: 
the people to whose guardianship she was committed, : 

A light appeared under the door. This light announced 
the reappearance of her jailers. Milady, who had arisen 
quickly sat down again in her armchair, her head throwr 
back, her beautiful hair unbound and dishevelled, her bosom 
half bare beneath her crumpled laces, one hand on her heart 
and the other hanging down. 

The bolts were drawn, the door creaked on its hinges 
steps sounded in the chamber and drew near. 

“ Stand that table there,’’ said a voice which the prisone! 
recognized as Felton’s. 

The order was obeyed. 

“You will bring lights and relieve the sentinel,” con- 
tinued Felton. 

This double order, which the young leutenant gave tc 
the same individuals, proved to milady that her servant: 
were the same men as her guards—that is to say, soldiers. 

Felton’s orders were, moreover, executed with a silent 
rapidity that proved the excellent state in which he main. 
tained discipline. 

At length Felton, who had not yet looked at milady 
turned toward her. 

“Ah, ha!” said he, ‘she is asleep; ’tis well. Wher 
she wakes she can sup.” 

And he took some steps toward the door, 

“But, lieutenant,” said a soldier a little less stoica 
than his officer, and who had approached milady, “ thi: 
woman is not asleep.” 

“What! not asleep!” said Felton. 

‘ She has fainted away. Her face is very pale, and I have 
listened in vain ; I can’t hear her breathe.” 

“You are right, ” said Felton, after looking at milady 
from the spot on which he stood, without moving a stef 
toward her. “Go and tell Lord Winter that his prisone 
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has fainted. The case not having been foreseen, I don’t 
know what to do.” 

The soldier went out to obey his officer’s orders. Felton 
sat down on an armchair which happened to be near the 
door, and waited without speaking a word, without making 
a.gesture. Milady possessed that great art, so much studied 
by women, of looking through her long eyelashes without 
appearing to open the lids. She perceived Felton, as he 
sat with his back to her. She continued to look at him 
during nearly ten minutes, and in these ten minutes the 
impassive guardian never once turned round. 

She then thought that Lord Winter would come, and by 
his presence give fresh strength to her jailer. Her first 
trial was lost ; she decided like a woman who reckons on 
her resources. Consequently she raised her head, opened 
her eyes, and sighed feebly. 

At this sigh Felton at last turned round. 

“Ah, you are awake again, madame,” he said; “then 
i have nothing more to do here. If you want anything, you 
can ring.” 

“Oh, my God, my God! how I have suffered,” mur- 
mured milady in her musical voice, which, like those of 
the ancient enchantresses, charmed all whom she wished to 
destroy. 

And as she sat up in the armchair, she assumed a still 
more graceful and voluptuous position than that she had 
exhibited when reclining. 

Felton rose. 

““You will be served thus, madame, three times a day,” 
said he. ‘In the morning at nine o’clock, in the day at 
one o’clock, and in the evening at eight. If that does not 
suit you, you can point out what other hours you prefer, 
and in this respect your wishes will be complied with.” 

“But am I to remain always alone in this vast and dismal 
chamber ?’’ asked milady. 

“A woman of the neighbourhood has been sent for, who 
will be at the castle to-morrow. She will come to you as 
often as you desire her presence.” 

‘I thank you, sir,” replied the prisoner humbly. 

Felton made a slight bow and started toward the door. 
Just as he was about to cross the threshold Lord Winter 
appeared in the corridor, followed by the soldier who had 
been sent to inform him of milady’s fainting. He heid 
a vial of salts in his hand. 

“Well, what’s going on here ? ”’ said he, in a jeering voice, 
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on seeing the prisoner sitting up and Felton about to g 
out. ‘Has this dead woman come to life again already 
By Jove! Felton, my lad, did you not see that she tool 
you for a novice, and that we have been seeing the firs 
act of a comedy of which we shall doubtless have th 
pleasure of following out all the developments ? ” 

““Timagined that might be the case, my lord,” said Felton 
‘“ But as the prisoner is a woman, after all, I wished to pa: 
her the attention that every man of gentie birth owes to : 
woman, if not on her account, at least on his own.”’ 

Milady shuddered through her whole frame. These word: 
of Felton’s passed like ice through her veins. 

“So,” replied Lord Winter, laughing, “that beautiful hair 
so skilfully dishevelled, that white skin and that languishin; 
look, have not yet seduced you, you heart of stone ? ” 

“No, my lord,”’ replied the unfeeling young man; “and 
believe me, it requires more than the tricks and coquetrie 
of a woman to corrupt me.” 

‘In that case, my brave lieutenant, let us leave milad; 
to invent something else, and let us go to supper. Bu 
don’t you worry. She has a fruitful imagination, and th 
second act of the comedy will follow not long after th 
first.” 

And at these words Lord Winter passed his arm througl 
Felton’s, and led him out, laughing. 

“Oh, I will be a match for you!” muttered milady 
between her teeth. ‘‘ Be assured of that, you miserabl 
would-be monk, you miserable converted soldier, who have 
cut your uniform out of a friar’s frock!” 

“By the way, milady,” resumed Lord Winter, stoppins 
at the door, ‘ you must not let this check take away you: 
appetite. Taste that fowl and those fish. ’Pon honour 
they are not poisoned. I agree very well with my cook 
and he is not to be my heir. I have full and perfect con 
fidence in him. Do as I do. Farewell, dear sister, till you 
next fainting fit.” 

This was all milady could endure, and when she wa: 
alone a fresh fit of despair seized her. She cast her eyes or 
the table, saw a knife glittering, rushed toward it anc 
clutched it. But her disappointment was cruel: the blade 
was blunt, and of flexible silver. 

A burst of laughter resounded from the other side of the 
half-closed door, and the door was reopened. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” cried Lord Winter; ‘ha, ha, ha 
Don’t you see, my brave Felton, don’t you see what I tolc 
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you? That knife was for you, my lad; she would have 
killed you. Observe, this is one of her eccentricities, to 
get rid thus, in one way or another, of all the people who 
inconvenience her. If I had listened to you, the knife 
would have been pointed and of steel. Then it would 
have been all over with Felton. She would have cut your 
throat, and afterwards that of every one else. See, John, 
how well she knows how to handle a knife.” 

In fact, milady still held the weapon of offence in her 
clenched hand; but these last words, this supreme insult. 
relaxed her hands, her strength, and even her will. 

The knife fell to the ground. 

“You are right, my lord,” said Felton, in a tone of pro- 
found disgust, which sounded to the very bottom of milady’s 
heart—“ you are right, my lord ; I was in the wrong.” 

And both left the room again. 

But this time milady lent a more attentive ear than she 
did the first time, and she heard their steps die away at the 
remotest end of the corridor. 

“Tam lost,” murmured she ; ‘ I am in the power of men 
on whom I can have no more influence than if they were 
bronze statues or granite. They know me by heart, and 
are hardened against all my weapons. Nevertheless it is 
impossible that this should end as they have decreed.” 

In fact, as was shown by this last reflection—this in- 
stinctive return to hope—sentiments of weakness or fear did 
not dwell long in that deep soul. Milady sat down to table, 
ate of several dishes, drank a little Spanish wine, and felt 
all her resolution return. 

Before she went to bed she had commented on, analyzed, 
turned on all sides, examined on all points, the words, the 
zestures, the signs, and even the silence of the two men; 
and the result of her commentary, her analysis, her study, 
was that Felton, everything considered, was decided to be 
the more vulnerable of her two persecutors. 

One expression above all kept recurring to the prisoner’s 
mind. 

“Tf I had listened to you,” Lord Winter had said to 
Felton. 

Felton, then, had spoken in her favour, since Lord Winter 
1ad not been willing to listen to Felton. 

“Weak or strong,” repeated milady, “that man has a 
spark of pity in his soul. Of that spark I will make a flame 
hat shall devour him. As to the other, he knows me, he 
ears me, and knows what he has to expect of me-if ever I 
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escape from his hands. So it is useless to attempt anythin 
with him. But Felton—that’s another thing. He is an ir 
genuous, pure, and apparently virtuous young man ; ther 
is a way of getting him.” 

And milady went to bed, and fell asleep with a smile o 
her lips. Any one who had seen her sleeping might hav 
said she was a young girl dreaming of the crown of flower 
she was to wear on her brow at the next fête. 


CHAPTERS Dine 
THE SECOND DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 


Mivapy dreamed that she at length had D’Artagnan in he 
power, that she was present at his execution ; the sight < 
his odious blood, flowing beneath the executioner’s axe 
spread that charming smile upon her lips. 

She slept as a prisoner sleeps who is rocked by ‘his firs 
hope. 

iE the morning when they entered her chamber she wa 
stillin bed. Felton remained in the corridor. He brough 
with him the woman of whom he had spoken the evenin 
before, and who had just arrived ; this woman entered, an 
approaching milady’s bed, offered her services. 

Milady was habitually pale. Her complexion might there 
fore deceive a person who saw her for the first time. 

‘I am in a fever,” said she; ‘‘ I have not slept a sing] 
instant during all this long night; I am in frightful pair 
Will you be more humane to me than others were to m 
yesterday ? Besides, all I ask is permission to stay in bed. 

“Would you like a physician sent for?” asked th 
woman. 

Felton listened to this dialogue without speaking a worc 

Milady reflected that the more people she had around he 
the more she should have to work upon, and the stricte 
would be the watch Lord Winter kept over her. Beside: 
the physician might declare the malady was feigned; an 
milady, having lost the first game, was not willing to lose th 
second. 

‘ Send for a physician!” said she. “ What would be th 
good of that ? These gentlemen declared yesterday tha 
my illness was a comedy ; it would be just the same to-day 
no doubt, for since yesterday evening they have ha 
plenty of time to send for a doctor.” 
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“Then,” said Felton, becoming impatient, “‘ say yourself, 
madame, what treatment you wish followed.” 

‘Eh! how can I tell? My God! I know that I am in 
pain, that’s all. Give me anything you like; it is of very 
little consequence to me.” 

“Go, get Lord Winter,” said Felton, tired of these eternal 
complaints. 

‘Oh no, no!” cried milady ; “no, sir, do not call him, 
I conjure you. I am well, I want nothing; do not call 
him.” 


She put such prodigious vehemence, such irresistible elo- 
quence, into this exclamation that Felton, in spite of him- 
self, advanced some steps into the room. 

“He has come ! ” thought milady. 

“Now, if you are really in pain,” said Felton, ‘a phy- 
sician shall be sent for ; and if you deceive us—well, why, 
it will be so much the worse for you. But at least we shall 
not have to reproach ourselves with anything.” 

Milady made no reply, but turning her beautiful head 
over on her pillow, she burst into tears, and sobbed as 
though her heart would break. 

Felton surveyed her for an instant with his usual cool- 
ness ; then, seeing that the crisis threatened to be pro- 
longed, he left the room. The woman followed him, and 
Lord Winter did not appear. 

ae? fancy I begin to see my way,” murmured milady, with 
a savage joy, burying herself under the clothes to conceal 
from anybody who might be watching her this burst of 
inward satisfaction. 

‘Two hours passed away, 

“Now it is time that the malady should be over,” said 
she; ‘let me get up and obtain some success this very day. 
I have but ten days, and this evening two will be gone.” 

On entering milady’s room in the morning they had 
brought her breakfast ; now she thought it could not be 
long before they would come to clear the table, and that 
she should see Felton. 

Milady was not mistaken. Felton reappeared again, and 
without observing whether she had or had not touched her 
repast, he made a sign for the table to be carried out of the 
room, as it was brought in all set. 

Felton remained behind ; he held a book in his hand. 

Milady, reclining in an armchair near the fireplace, 
beautiful, pale, and resigned, looked like a holy virgin 
awaiting martyrdom. 
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Felton approached her, and said,—- 

“Lord Winter, who is a Catholic, as well as yourself 
madame, thinking that the privation of the rites and cere: 
monies of your church might be painful to you, has con. 
sented that you should read every day the ordinary of yout 
mass, and here is a book which contains the ritual of it.” 

At the manner in which Felton laid the book on the 
little table near which milady was sitting, at the tone ir 
which he pronounced the two words “‘your mass,” at the 
disdainful smile with which he accompanied them, milady 
raised her head and looked more attentively at the officer. 

Then, by the plain arrangement of his hair, by his cos: 
tume of exaggerated simplicity, by his brow polished like 
marble, but hard and impenetrable like it, she recognizec 
one of those gloomy Puritans she had so often met with 
both at the court of King James and at the court of the 
king of France, where, in spite of the remembrance of St 
Bartholomew’s, they sometimes came to seek refuge. 

She then had one of those sudden inspirations which only 
people of genius have in great crises, in the supreme moment: 
which are to decide their fortunes or their lives. 

Those two words, “your mass,” and a simple glance cas! 
on Felton, revealed to her all the importance of the reply 
she was about to make. 

But with that rapidity of intelligence which was peculia: 
to her, this reply, ready arranged, presented itself to he: 
lips,— 

“I, said she, with an accent of disdain struck in unisor 
with that which she had remarked in the young officer’: 
voice—"" I, sir? My mass? Lord Winter, the corruptec 
Catholic, knows very well that I am not of his religion, anc 
this is a snare he wishes to set for me!” 

“And of what religion are you, then, madame ?”’ askec 
Felton. 

““T will tell,” cried milady, with a feigned enthusiasm 
“on the day when I shall have suffered sufficiently for ms 
faith.” 

Felton’s look revealed to milady the full extent of the 
space she had just opened for herself by this single word. 

The young officer, however, remained mute and motion 
less. His look alone had spoken. 

‘I am in the hands of mine enemies,’’ continued she 
with that tone of enthusiasm which she knew was familia: 
to the Puritans. ‘‘ Well, let my God save me, or let mt 
perish for my God! That is the reply I beg you to mak 
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to Lord Winter. And as to this book,” added she, pointing 
to the ritual with her finger, but without touching it, as 
though she would be contaminated by the touch, ‘ you may 
carry it back and make use of it yourself; for doubtless 
you are doubly Lord Winter’s accomplice—the accomplice 
in his persecutions, the accomplice in his heresies.” 

Felton made no reply, took the book with the same ap- 
pearance of repugnance which he had before manifested, 
and retired thoughtfully. 

Lord Winter came toward five o’clock in the evening. 
Milady had had time, during all that day, to lay out her 
plan of conduct. She received him like a woman who has 
already recovered all her advantages. 

“Tt seems,” said the baron, seating himself in the arm- 
chair opposite the one occupied by milady, and stretching 
out his legs carelessly on the hearth—“ it seems we have 
made a little apostasy !”’ 

‘“ What do you mean, sir?” 

‘I mean that, since we last met, we have changed our 
religion. Can you by chance have married a Protestant 
for a third husband ? ” 

“Explain yourself, my lord,” replied the prisoner majes- 
tically ; ‘“‘ for though I hear your words, I declare I do not 
understand them.” 

“Then you have no religion at all. I like that best,” 
replied Lord Winter, sneering. 

“Certainly, that is more accordant with your own prin- 
ciples,” replied milady coldly. 

‘ Well, I confess it makes no difference at all to me.” 

. “Oh, you need not avow your religious indifference, my 
lord ; your debaucheries and crimes would make it per- 
fectly credible.” 

“What! you talk of debaucheries, Madame Messalina, 
Lady Macbeth! Either I misunderstand you, or, by God, 
you are mighty impudent ! ” 

“You only speak so because you know you are listened to, 
sir,” replied milady coldly ; ‘‘and you wish to interest your 
jailers and your hangmen against me.” 

“My jailers and my hangmen! Heyday, madame! You 
are assuming quite a poetical tone, and yesterday’s comedy 
is turning this evening into a tragedy. As to the rest, in 
a week you will be where you ought to be, and my task 
will be completed.” 

“Infamous task ! impious task ! ” cried milady, with the 
exultation of a victim provoking the judge. 
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‘On my word of honour,” said Lord Winter, rising 
“J think the hussy is going mad ! Come, come, calm your 
self, Madame Puritan, or I’ll have you put in the dungeon 
By Jove! my Spanish wine has gone to your head, has i 
not ? But never mind; that sort of intoxication is no 
dangerous and will have no consequences.” 

And Lord Winter retired swearing, a habit at that perioc 
very cavalier-like. 

Felton was, in fact, behind the door, and had not lost on! 
word of the scene. 

Milady had guessed correctly. 

“Yes, go! go!’’ said she to her brother ; “on the con 
trary, the consequences are drawing near. But you, weal 
fool, will not see them until it will be too late to avoi 
them.” 

Silence was re-established. Two hours passed away 
Milady’s supper was brought in, and she was found deepl: 
engaged in saying her prayers aloud—prayers which sh 
had learned of an old servant of her second husband’s, : 
most austere Puritan. She appeared to be in an ecstasy 
and paid not the slightest attention to what was goin; 
on around her. Felton made a sign that she should not b 
disturbed, and when all was arranged he went out quieth 
with the soldiers. 

Milady knew she might be watched, so she continued he 
prayers to the end ; and it seemed to her that the soldier oi 
duty at her door no longer marched with the same step, bu 
seemed to be listening. 

For the moment she required nothing further. She rose 
placed herself at table, ate but little, and drank only water 

An hour after, her table was cleared; but milady re 
marked that this time Felton did not accompany the soldiers 

He feared, then, to see her too often. 

She turned toward the wall to smile, for there was in he 
smile such an expression of triumph that this single smil 
would have betrayed her. She allowed, therefore, half a1 
hour to pass away ; and as at that moment all was silent 11 
the old castle, as nothing was heard but the eternal murmu 
of the waves—that immense respiration of the ocean—witl 
her pure, harmonious, and powerful voice she began th 
first stanza of the psalm then in greatest favour with th 
Puritans ,— 

“Thou leavest still Thy servants, Lord, 
To see if they be strong ; 
But soon again Thou dost afford 
Thy hand to lead them on.” 
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These verses were not excellent—very far from it, even ; 
but as it is well known, the Puritans did not pique them- 
selves on their poetry. 

As she was singing milady listened. The soldier on guard 
at her door stopped, as if he had been changed into stone. 
Milady could therefore judge of the effect she had produced. 

Then she continued her singing with inexpressible fervour 
and feeling. It seemed to her that the sounds spread afar 
beneath the vaults, and carried with them a magic charm to 
soften her jailers’ hearts. It, however, seemed that the 
soldier on duty, a zealous Catholic no doubt, shook off the 
charm, for through the door,— 

‘ Be quiet, madame ! ” said he; ‘‘ your song is as dismal 
as a De profundis; and-if, besides the pleasure of being in 
garrison here, we must hear such things as these, no mortal 
can stand it.” 

“‘ Silence ! ” then said a stern voice, which milady recog- 
nized as Felton’s. ‘‘ What business is it of yours, you 
rascal? Have you been ordered to prevent this woman 
from singing ? No; you were told to guard her—to fire 
at her if she attempted to fly. Guard her. If she flies, kill 
her. But don’t exceed your orders.” 

An expression of unspeakable joy lightened milady’s 
countenance; but this expression was fleeting as the re- 
flection of lightning, and without appearing to have heard 
the dialogue, of which she had not lost a word, she began 
again, giving her voice all the charm, all the power, all the 
seduction the demon had bestowed upon it,— 


“For all my tears and all my cares, 
My exile and my chains, 
T have my youth, I have my prayers, 
And God, who counts my pains.” 


Her voice, of unusual range and of sublime expression, 
ave to the rude, unpolished poetry of these psalms a magic 
and an effect which the most exalted Puritans rarely found 
in the songs of their brethren. They were obliged, indeed, 
:o Ornament them with all the resources of their imagina- 
ion. Felton believed he heard the singing of the angel 
who consoled the three Hebrews in the furnace. 

Milady continued,— 


“But soon the day of our release, 
Almighty God, will come ; 
And if our earthly hope must cease, 
We'll go to martyrdom!” 
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This stanza, into which the terrible enchantress tried 
throw her whole soul, completed the trouble which hac 
entered the young officer’s heart. He quickly opened th 
door, and milady saw him appear, pale as usual, but witl 
his eyes inflamed and almost wild. 

Why do you sing thus, and with such a voice ? ”’ said he 

“T crave your pardon, sir,” said milady softly; “. 
forgot that my songs are out of place in this house. 
have perhaps offended you in your religious beliefs ; bw 
it was without meaning to do so, I assure you. Pardor 
me, then, a fault which is perhaps great, but which certainly 
was involuntary.” 

Milady was so beautiful at this moment, the religiou: 
ecstasy in which she appeared to be plunged gave such ai 
expression to her countenance, that Felton was dazzled 
and fancied he beheld the angel whom just before he though’ 
he heard. 

“Yes, yes,” said he, “you disturb, you agitate thi 
people who inhabit the castle.” 

And the poor fanatic was not himself aware of the in 
coherence of his words, while milady was reading with he! 
lynx’s eyes the very depths of his heart. 

“I will be silent,” said milady, casting down her eyes 
with all the sweetness she could give to her voice, with al 
the resignation she could express in her manner. 

“No, ro, madame,” said Felton; ‘only do not sing st 
loud, particularly at night.” 

And at these words Felton, feeling that he could not longs 
maintain his severity toward his prisoner, rushed out of th 
room. 

“You have done right, lieutenant,” said the soldier 
“Her songs disturb the mind ; and yet we get accustomec 
to them, her voice is so beautiful.” 


CHAPTER WEI. 
THE THIRD DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 


FELTON had come, but there was still another step to bi 
taken. He must be retained, or, rather, he must be left quit 
alone ; and milady as yet perceived but dimly the mean: 
which could bring her to this result. 

Still more must be done. He must be made to speak, it 
order that she might speak to him; for milady very wel 
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knew that her greatest charm was in her voice, which so 
skilfully ran over the whole gamut of tones, from human 
speech to celestial language. 

And yet, in spite of all this charm, milady might fail ; 
for Felton was forewarned, even against the least chance. 
From that moment she watched all his actions, all his words, 
to the simplest glance of his eyes, to his gestures, even to a 
respiration that might be interpreted as a sigh; in short, 
she studied everything like a clever actor to whom a new 
part has just been assigned in a line he has not been accus- 
tomed to follow. 

Toward Lord Winter her plan of conduct was more easy ; 
therefore she had determined on that the evening before. 
To remain silent and dignified in his presence ; from time 
to time to irritate him by an affected disdain, by a con- 
temptuous word ; to provoke him to threats and violence, 
which would contrast with her own resignation—such was 
her plan. Felton would see ; perhaps he would say nothing, 
but he would see. 

In the morning Felton came as usual ; but milady allowed 
him to preside over all the preparations for the breakfast 
without addressing a word to him. Just as he was on the 
point of retiring she was cheered by a ray of hope, for she 
thought he was about to speak; but his lips moved with- 
out any sound coming from his mouth, and making a power- 
ful effort over himself, he sent back to his heart the words 
that were about to escape from his lips, and went out. 

Toward noon Lord Winter came in. 

| It was quite a fine winter’s day, and a ray of that pale 
English sun, which lightens but does not warm, passed 
through the bars of her prison. 

Milady was looking out of the window, and pretended not 
to hear the door as it opened. 

“Ah, ha!” said Lord Winter, ‘‘after having played 
comedy, after having played tragedy, we are now playing 
melancholy, eh ?” 

The prisoner made no reply. 

“Yes, yes,” continued Lord Winter; ‘I understand. You 
would like very well to be at liberty on that shore! You 
would like very well to be in a good ship, ploughing the waves 
of that emerald-green sea! You would like very well, either 
on land or on the ocean, to lay for me one of those nice 
little ambuscades you are so skilful in planning! Patience, 
patience! Ina few days the shore will be at your command, 
the sea will be open to you—more open than will, perhaps, 
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be agreeable to you; for in a few days England will be 
relieved of your presence.” 

Milady clasped her hands, and raising her fine eyes toward 
heaven,— 

“Lord, Lord,” said she, with an angelic meekness of 
gesture and tone, “ pardon this man, as I myself pardon 
him.” 

“Yes, pray, accursed woman ! ” cried the baron; ‘ your 
prayer is so much the more generous from your being, I 
swear to you, in the power of a man who will never pardon 

ou!” 

And he left the room. 

At the moment he went out her piercing glance darted 
through the half-closed door, and she perceived Felton 
quickly stepping to one side lest he should be seen by her. 

Then she threw herself upon her knees and began to pray. 

“My God, my God!”’ said she, ‘“‘ Thou knowest in what 
holy cause I suffer ; give me, then, the strength to suffer.”’ 

The door opened gently; the beautiful suppliant pre- 
tended not to hear the noise, and in a voice broken by 
tears she continued,— 

‘* God of vengeance ! God of goodness! wilt Thou allow 
this man’s frightful projects to be accomplished ? ” 

Then only did she feign to hear the sound of Felton’s 
steps; and:rising quick as thought, she blushed, as if 
ashamed of being surprised on her knees. 

‘I do not like to disturb those who pray, madame,” said 
Felton seriously ; “do not disturb yourself on my account, 
I beseech you.” 

“ How do you know I was praying, sir ? ” said milady, in 
a voice choked by sobs. ‘ You were mistaken, sir; I was 
not praying.” 

‘Do vou think, then, madame,” replied Felton, in the 
same serious voice, but in a milder tone—‘‘ do you think I 
assume the right of preventing a creature from prostrating 
herself before her Creator ? God forbid! Besides, repent- 
ance is becoming to the guilty. Whatever crimes they may 
have committed, for me the guilty are sacred at the feet 
of God.” 

“Guilty !—I ?”’ said milady, with a smile which might 
have disarmed the angel of the last judgment. “‘ Guilty ! 
Oh, my God, Thou knowest whether I am guilty! Say I 
am condemned, sir, if you please ; but you know that God, 
who loves martyrs, sometimes permits the innocent to be 
condemned.” 
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“Were you condemned, were you innocent, were you a 
martyr,” replied Felton, “the greater would be the need of 
prayer ; and I myself will aid you with my prayers.” 

‘Oh, you are a just man!” cried milady, throwing her- 
self on her knees at his feet. “I can stand it no longer, 
for I fear I shall be wanting in strength in the moment at 
which I shall be forced to undergo the struggle and confess 
my faith. Listen, then, to the supplication of a despairing 
woman. You are madea tool of, sir; but that is not the 
question. I ask you only one favour, and if you grant it 
me, I will bless you in this world and in the world to come.” 

‘ Speak to the master, madame,” said Felton ; “‘ happily 
I am not charged with the power either of pardoning or 
punishing. God has laid this responsibility on one higher 
placed than I am.” 

‘To you—no, to vou alone! Listen to me rather than 
contribute to my destruction, rather than contribute to my 
ignominy.” 

“Tf you have deserved this shame, madame, if you have 
incurred this ignominy, you must submit to it as an offering 
to God.” 

“What do you say? Oh, you do not understand me! 
When I speak of ignominy, you think I speak of some pun- 
ishment or other, of imprisonment or death! Would to 
Heaven it were no worse! Of what consequence to me is 
imprisonment or death ?” 

““T no longer understand you, madame,” said Felton. 

‘ Or, rather, you pretend not to understand me, sir!” 
replied the prisoner, with a doubting smile. 

“No, madame, on the honour of a soldier, on the faith of 
a Christian.” 

“What! You are ignorant of Lord Winter’s designs on 
Mme! 7 

‘Nan 

‘Impossible! You are his confidant ! ” 

‘I never lie, madame.” 

“Oh, he makes too little concealment of them for you not 
to guess them.” 

“T seek to guess nothing, madame ; I wait till I am con- 
fided in ; and apart from what Lord Winter has said to me 
before you, he has confided nothing to me.” 

“Why, then,” cried milady, with an incredible accent of 
truthfulness—“ why, then, you are not his accomplice; you 
do not know that he destines me to a disgrace which all the 
punishments of the world cannot equal in horror ?” 
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“You are mistaken, madame,” said Felton, reddening ; 
“Lord Winter is not capable of such a crime.” 

“Good!” said milady to herself; ‘“ without knowing 
what it is, he calls it a crime! ” 

Then aloud,— 

“The friend of the infamous is capable of everything.” 

“Whom do you call the infamous ?”’ asked Felton. 

“Are there, then, in England two men to whom such an 
epithet can be applied ? ” 

‘You mean George Villiers ?”’ said Felton, and his eyes 
flashed fire. 

“Whom pagans and infidel gentiles call the Duke of 
Buckingham,” replied milady. ‘I could not have thought 
that there was an Englishman in all England who would 
have required so long an explanation to understand of whom 
I was speaking.” 

“The hand of the Lord is stretched over him,” said 
Felton ; ‘he will not escape the chastisement he deserves.”’ 

Felton only expressed regarding the duke the execration 
which all the English felt for a man whom the Catholics 
themselves called the extortioner, the pillager, the profligate, 
and whom the Puritans styled simply Satan. 

“Oh, my God, my God!” cried milady ; ‘when I sup- 
plicate Thee to pour on this man the chastisement which is 
his due, Thou knowest that I pursue not my own venge- 
ance, but that I pray for the deliverance of a whole 
nation !” 

“Do you know him, then ?” asked Felton. 

“ At length he questions me!” said milady to herself, 
at the height of joy at having obtained so quickly such a 
great result. “Oh, do I know him? Yes; to my mis» 
fortune, to my eternal misfortune ! ” 

And milady wrung her hands, as if she had reached the 
very paroxysm of grief. 

Felton no doubt felt within himself that his strength was 
deserting him, and he took several steps toward the door; 
but the prisoner, whose eye was never off him, sprang after 
him and stopped him. 

“Sir,” cried she, “be kind, be clement, listen to my 
prayer. That knife, which the baron’s fatal prudence de- 
prived me of, because he knows the use I would make of it— 
Oh, hear me to the end! That knife—give it to me for a 
minute only, for mercy’s, for pity’s sake! I will embrace 
your knees! You shall shut the door, that you may be 
certain I am not angry with you! My God! the idea of 
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being angry with you, the only just, good, and compassion- 
ate being I have met with !—you, my saviour perhaps ! 
One minute, that knife, one minute, a single minute, and I 
will restore it to you through the grating of the door; only 
one minute, Mr. Felton, and you will have saved my honour.” 

‘ To kill yourself ?”’ cried Felton, in terror, forgetting to 
withdraw his hands from the hands of the prisoner—‘“ to 
kill yourself ?” 

‘I have said, sir,” murmured milady, lowering her voice, 
and allowing herself to sink overpowered to the ground— 
‘I have told my secret! He knows all My God, I am 
lost !”’ 

Felton remained standing, motionless and undecided. 

“He still doubts,” thought milady ; “I have not been 
sufficiently genuine.” 

Some one was heard walking in the corridor. Milady 
recognized Lord Winter’s step. 

Felton recognized it also, and took a step toward the door. 

Milady sprang forward. 

“Oh, not a word,” said she, in a concentrated voice— 
“not a word to this man of all I have said to you, or I am 
lost, and it would be you—you a 

Then as the steps drew near she became silent for fear 
of being heard, applying, with a gesture of infinite terror, 
her beautiful hand to Felton’s mouth. 

Felton gently pushed milady from him, and she sank 
into an easy-chair. 

Lord Winter passed before the door without stopping, and 
they heard the sound of his footsteps in the distance. 

Felton, as pale as death, remained some instants with his 
ear alert and listening ; then, when the sound had entirely 
died away, he breathed like a man awaking from a dream, 
and rushed out of the apartment. 

“Ah,” said milady, listening in her turn to the noise 
of Felton’s steps, which faded away in a direction opposite 
to Lord Winter’s—“ ah, at length thou art mine!” 

Then her brow darkened. 

“If he tells the baron,” said she, ‘TI am lost; for the 
baron, who knows very well that I shall not kill myself, will 
place me before him with a knife in my hand, and he will 
discover that all this great despair was only a trick.” 

She went and stood before the glass and looked at herself 
closely. Never had she appeared more beautiful. 
ali yes!” said she smiling; “but he won't tell 

: ! »» 
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In the evening Lord Winter came when the supper was 
brought. 

“Sir,” said miladv, ‘‘is your presence an indispensable 
accessory of my sah ? Could you not spare me the 
additional tortures which your visits inflict on me ? ” 

‘How now, my dear sister!” said Lord Winter. ‘ Did 
you not sentimentally inform me, with that pretty mouth of 
yours, so cruel to me to-day, that you came to England 
solely for the pleasure of secing me at your ease, an enjoy- 
ment of which you told me you so sensibly felt the priva- 
tion that you had risked everything for it—seasickness, 
tempests, captivity ? Well, here I an ; be satisfied. Be- 
sides, this time my visit has a motive.” 

Milady trembled ; she thought Felton had told ail. Per- 
haps never in her life had this woman, who had experienced 
so many opposite and powerful emotions, felt her heart 
beat so violently. 

She was seated. Lord Winter took an armchair, drew it 
toward her, and sat down near her; then pulling a paper out 
of his pocket, he unfolded it slowly. 

“Here,” said he, ‘I wanted to show you the kind of 
passport which I myself have drawn up, and which will 
serve you henceforward as an order-book in the life I am 
willing to grant you.” 

Then turning his eyes from milady to the paper, he read,— 

“‘* Order to conduct to ’ The name is blank,” inter- 
rupted Lord Winter. ‘If you have any preference you may 
indicate it to me, and if it be not within a thousand leagues 
of London, attention will be paid to your wishes. I will 
begin again, then. ‘ Order to conduct to —— the person 
named Charlotte Backson, branded by the justice of the 
kingdom of France, but liberated after chastisement. She 
is to dwell in this place, without ever going more than three 
leagues from it. In case of any attempt to escape, the 
penalty of death is to be applied. She will receive five 
shillings per day for lodging and food.’ ”’ 

“This order does not concern me,” replied milady coldly, 
‘since it bears another name than mine.” 

“Aname! Have you a name ? 5 

“T bear your brother’s.’ 

“You are mistaken; my brother is only your second 
husband, and your first is still living. Tell me his name, 
and I will put it in the place of the name of Charlotte 
Backson. No ?—you will not ?—you are silent? Well, 
then, you must be registered as Charlotte Backson.” 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. “497 


Milady remained silent ; only this time it was no longer 
from affectation, but from terror. She believed the order 
was on the point of being put into execution. She thought 
that Lord Winter had hastened her departure. She be- 
lieved she was condemned to start that very evening. 
Everything in her mind was lost for an instant, when 
suddenly she perceived that no signature was attached 
to the order. 

The joy she felt at this discovery was so great she could 
not conceal it. 

“Yes, yes,” said Lord Winter, who perceived what was 
passing in her mind—‘“ yes, you look for the signature, 
and you say to yourself, ‘ All is not lost, for that order 
is not signed. It is only shown to me to terrify me; that’s 
all.’ You are mistaken. To-morrow this order will be sent 
to the Duke of Buckingham ; the day after to-morrow it will 
return signed by his hand and marked with his seal; and 
twenty-four hours later I will answer for its being put into 
execution. Farewell, madame; this is all I had to say to 

ou.” 

“And I reply to you, sir, that this abuse of power, this 
exile under a false name, is infamous ! ” 

“You would prefer to be hanged in your true name, 
milady ? You know the English laws are inexorable on 
the abuse of marriage vows! Speak freely. Though my 
name, or rather my brother’s, would be mixed up in the 
affair, I will risk the scandal of a public trial to make my- 
self certain of getting rid of you.” 

' Milady made no reply. 

“Oh, I see you prefer peregrination. That’s well, 
milady ; and there is an old proverb that says, ‘ Travelling 
forms youth.’ Faith, you are not wrong after all, and 
life is sweet. That’s the reason why I take such care you 
shall not deprive me of mine. There only remains, then, 
the question of the five shillings to be settled. I seem 
rather parsimonious—do I not? That’s because I don’t 
care to leave you the means of bribing your jailers. Besides, 
you will always have your charms left to seduce them with. 
Employ them, if your check with Felton has not disgusted 
you with temptations of that kind.” 

“Felton has not told him,” said milady to herself; 
‘“ nothing is lost, then.” 

‘ And now, madame, till I see you again. To-morrow I 
will come and announce to you the departure of my mes- 
senger.”” 
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Lord Winter rose, saluted milady ironically, and 1ett the 
room. 

Milady breathed again; she had still four days before 
her. Four days would be sufficient for her to complete the 
conquest of Felton. 

A terrible idea, however, occurred to her. She thought 
that Lord Winter would perhaps send Felton himself to get 
the order signed by Buckingham. In that case Felton 
would escape her; for in order to ensure success, the 
magic of an uninterrupted seduction was necessary 

Nevertheless, as we have said, one circumstance reassured 
her—Felton had not spoken. 

As she did not wish to seem at all agitated by Lord 
Winter’s threats, she took her place at table and ate. 

Then, as she had done the evening before, she fell on her 
knees and repeated her prayers aloud. As on the evening 
before, the soldier stopped his march to listen to her. 

Soon after she heard lighter steps than the sentinel’s 
coming from the end of the corridor and stopping before her 
door. 

“That is he,’”’ said she. 

And she began the same religious chant which had so 
strongly stirred Felton the evening before. 

But though her sweet, full, and sonorous voice vibrated 
more harmoniously and affectingly than ever, the door 
remained shut. It seemed, however, to milady that in 
one of the furtive glances she darted from time to time 
at the small grating she saw the young man’s ardent eyes 
through the narrow opening. But whether this was a 
reality or not, this time he had sufficient self-control not 
to enter. 

Only, a few instants after she had finished her religious 
song, milady thought she heard a deep sigh; then the 
same steps she had heard approach departed slowly, and 
as though regretfully. 


CEÉAPTERMIENS 
THE FOURTH DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 


THE next day, when Felton entered milady’s apartment he 
found her standing upon a chair, holding in her hands a 
cord made of several cambric handkerchiefs torn into strips, 

twisted together into a kind of rope, and tied at the ends. | 
At the noise Felton made in opening the door milady leaped | 
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lightly to the ground and tried to hide behind her the 
improvised cord she held in her hand. 

The young man was even paler than usual, and his eyes, 
inflamed by lack of sleep, showed that he had passed a 
feverish night. 

Nevertheless, his brow was armed with a sternness more 
severe than ever. 

He advanced slowly toward milady, who had sat down, 
and taking one end of the murderous rope, which, by mis- 
take or perhaps by design, she allowed to appear,— 

‘What is this, madame ? ” he asked coldly. 

“This ? Nothing,” said milady, smiling with that melan- 
choly expression which she knew so well how to give to her 
smile. “ Ennui is the mortal enemy of prisoners; I was 
blue, and I amused myself with twisting a rope.” 

Felton turned his eyes toward that part of the wall of 
the apartment before which he had found milady standing 
in the chair in which she was now seated, and over her head 
he perceived a gilt-headed screw, fixed in the wall for the 
purpose of hanging up clothes or arms. 

He started, and the prisoner saw that start ; for though 
her eyes were cast down, nothing escaped her. 

“ And what were you doing standing on that chair ? ” 
asked he. 

‘ What difference does that make to you ? ”” replied milady. 

“ But,” replied Felton, ‘I wish to know.” 

“Do not question me,” said the prisoner; ‘you know 
that we true Christians are forbidden to tell falsehoods.”’ 

“Well, then,” said Felton, ‘I will tell you what you were 
doing, or rather what you were going to do: you were 
going to finish the fatal work you cherish in your mind. 
Remember, madame, if our God forbids us to tell falsehoods, 
He much more severely forbids suicide.” 

““When God sees one of His creatures unjustly perse- 
cuted, placed between suicide and dishonour, believe me, 
sir,” replied milady, in a tone of deep conviction, ‘ God 
pardons suicide, for then suicide is martyrdom.”’ 

“ You say either too much or too little. Speak, madame ; 
in Heaven’s name, explain yourself.” 

“Relate my misfortunes to you, for you to treat them 
as fables ; tell you my plans, for you to go and denounce 
them to my persecutor! No, sir. Besides, what difference 
to you is the life or death of a condemned wretch ? You 
are only responsible for my body, aren’t you? And provided 
you produce a corpse recognized as mine, they will require 


500 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


no more of you ; and perhaps, even, you will have a double 
reward.” 

"I, madame, I!” cried Felton—‘‘to suppose that I 
would ever accept the price of your life! Oh, you cannot 
think what you say ! ” 

‘Let me act as I please, Felton, let me act as I please,” 
said milady, becoming excited. ‘Every soldier must be 
ambitious, must he not ? You are a lieutenant: well, you 
will follow my bier with the rank of captain.” 

“Now, what have I done to you,” said Felton, disturbed, 
‘that you should load me with such a responsibility before 
God and before men ? Ina few days you will be away from 
this place ; your life, madame, will then no longer be under 
my care, and,” added he, with a sigh, “then you can da 
what you will with it.” 

“So,” cried milady, as if she could not resist a pious 
indignation, ‘ you, a religious man, you, who are called a 
just man, ask but one thing, and that is that you may not 
be inculpated, annoyed, by my death.” 

“Tt is my duty to watch over your life, madame, and I 
shall watch over it.” 

“But do you understand the mission you are fulfilling ? 
A sufficiently cruel one, if I am guilty; but what name 
can you give it, what name will the Lord give it, if I am 
innocent ? ’’ 

‘I am a soldier, madame, and fulfil the orders I have 
received.” 

“Do you believe, then, that at the day of judgment God 
will separate blind executioners from iniquitous judges ? 
You are not willing that I should kill my body, and you 
make yourself the agent of him who would kill my soul!” : 

‘“ But I repeat it again to you,” replied Felton, in great 


emotion—“no danger threatens you. I will answer for 
Lord Winter as for myself.” 
“Foolish man!’ cried milady—“ poor, foolish man! 


venturing to answer for another, when the wisest, when 
those most after God’s own heart, hesitate to answer for 
themselves; and ranging yourself on the side of the 
strongest and the most fortunate, to crush the weakest and 
the most unfortunate.” 

‘Impossible, madame, impossible,” murmured Felton, 
who felt to the bottom of his heart the force of her argu- 
ment. ‘A prisoner, you shall not through me recover your 
liberty ; living, you shall not through me lose your life !-”’ 

“Yes,” cried milady, ‘‘ but I shall lose what is much 
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learer to me than life—I shall lose my honour, Felton ; 
and you—you I make responsible, before God and before 
men, for my shame and my infamy.” 

This time Felton, unmoved as he was or appeared to be, 
could not resist the secret influence which had already taken 
possession of him. To see such a beautiful woman, fair as 
the brightest vision, to see her now overcome by grief and 
now threatening, to undergo at the same time the ascend- 
ncy of grief and beauty, was too much for a visionary, too 
much for a brain weakened by the ardent dreams of an 
ecstatic faith, too much for a heart corroded both by the 
burning love of Heaven and by the devouring hatred of men. 

Milady saw his trouble, she felt by intuition the flame of 
opposing passions which burned the blood in the young 
fanatic’s veins; and as a skilful general, who, seeing the 
-nemy ready to surrender, marches toward him with a 
sry of victory, she rose, beautiful as a priestess of old, in- 
spired like a Christian virgin, her arms extended, her throat 
uncovered, her hair dishevelled, holding with one hand her 
iress modestly drawn over her bosom, her look illumined 
ov that fire which had already created such disorder in the 
young Puritan’s senses, she stepped toward him, crying 
nut in a vehement melody, and in her sweet voice, to which 
on. occasion she could give a terrible accent,— 


** Let his victim to Baal be sent, 
To the lions the martyr be thrown; 
Thy God He shall make thee repent ; 
From th’ abyss He’ll give ear to my moan.” 


Felton stood before this strange apparition like one petri- 
ied, 

‘Who art thou ? who art thou ?’’ cried he, clasping his 
1ands. ‘ Art thou a messenger from God, art thou a minister 
rom hell, art thou an angel or a demon, callest thou thyself 
Eloa or Astarte ?” 

‘“ Do you not know me, Felton ? I am neither an angel 
nor a demon; I am a daughter of earth, I am a sister of 
thy faith, that is all.” 

“Yes, yes!” said Felton; “I doubted, but now I 
de lieve.” 

“You believe, and still you are an accomplice of that 
shild of Belial who is called Lord Winter! You believe, 
ind yet you abandon me in the hands of my enemies, of 
he enemy of England, of the enemy of God! You believe, 
ind yet you deliver me up to him who fills and defiles the 
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world with his heresies and debaucheries, to that infamous 
Sardanapalus, whom the blind call the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, and whom true believers name Antichrist! ” 

‘I deliver you up to Buckingham! I! What mean 
you by that ?” 

‘They have eyes,” cried milady, ‘but they see not ; 
ears have they, but they hear not.” 

“Yes, yes!’’ said Felton, passing his hands over his 
brow, covered with sweat, as if to remove his last doubt. 
“Yes, I 1ecognize the voice which speaks to me in my 
dreams ; yes, I recognize the features of the angel that 
appears to me every night, crying to my soul, which cannot 
sleep: ‘Strike, save England, save thyself, for thou wilt 
die without having appeased God!’ Speak, speak ! ” cried 
Felton ; ‘“ I can understand you now.” 

A flash of terrible joy, but rapid as thought, gleamed from 
milady’s eyes. 

Fugitive as this homicidal flash was, Felton saw it, and 
started as if its light had revealed the abysses of this woman’s 
heart. 

He suddenly recalled Lord Winter’s warnings, milady’s 
seductions, her first attempts after her arrival. He drew 
back a step and hung his head, without ceasing, however, 
to look at her. As if fascinated by this strange creature, 
he could not remove his eyes from hers. 

Milady was not a woman to misunderstand the meaning 
of this hesitation. Under her apparent emotions, her icy 
coolness never abandoned her. Before Felton replied, and 
before she should be forced to resume a conversation so 
difficult to be sustained in the same exalted key, she let 
her hands fall, and as if the weakness of the woman over- 
powered the enthusiasm of the inspired fanatic, she said,— 

“ But no; it is not for me to be the Judith to deliver 
Bethulia from this Holofernes. The sword of the Eternal 
is too heavy for my arm. Allow me, then, to avoid dis- 
honour by death; let me take refuge in martyrdom. Ido 
not ask you for liberty, as one who was guilty would, nor 
for vengeance, as a pagan would. Let me die—that is all. 
I beg you, I implore you on my knees; let me die, and my 
last sigh shall be a blessing for my saviour.” 

At her voice, so sweet and beseeching, at her look, so 
timid and downcast, Felton drew near. Little by little the 
enchantress had clothed herself with that magic which she 
assumed and threw aside at will—that is to say, beauty, 
meekness, and tears, and above all, the irresistible attrac- 
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tion of mystical voluptuousness, the most consuming of all 
voluptuousness. 

“Alas!” said Felton, “I can do but one thing, and that 
is to pity you, if you prove to me you are a victim. Lord 
Winter alleges cruel accusations against you. You are a 
Christian, you are my sister in religion, I feel myself drawn 
toward you—I, who have never loved any one but my 
benefactor—I, who have met with nothing in life but traitors 
and impious men. But you, madame, so beautiful in reality, 
you, sO pure in appearance, must have committed great 
iniquities for Lord Winter to pursue you thus.” 

‘ They have eyes,” repeated milady, with an accent of 
indescribable grief, ‘‘ but they see not; ears have they, 
but they hear not.” 

“ But,” cried the young officer, “‘speak, speak, then!”’ 

‘ Confide my shame to you!” cried milady, with the 
blush of modesty on her face—‘“‘ for often the crime of one 
becomes the shame of another—confide my shame to you, 
a man, and I a woman! Oh,” continued she, placing 
her hand modestly over her beautiful eyes, “‘never! never ! 
—T could not.” 

‘ But to me, to a brother ? ” said Felton. : 

Milady looked at him for some time with an expression 
which the young man took for doubt, but which, however, was 
nothing but observation—above all, the desire to fascinate. 

Felton, a suppliant in his turn, clasped his hands. 

““Well, then,” said milady, ‘I confide in my brother. 
T will dare Re 

| At this moment Lord Winter’s steps were heard; but 

this time milady’s terrible brother-in-law did not content 
himself, as on the preceding day, with passing before the 
door and going away again. He stopped, exchanged some 
words with the sentinel; then the door opened, and he 
appeared. | 

During these few words Felton had quickly drawn back, 
and when Lord Winter entered he was several paces from 
the prisoner. 

The baron entered slowly, casting a scrutinizing glance 
from milady to the young officer. 

““You have been a long time here, John,” said he. ‘ Has 
this woman been relating her crimes to you ? In that case, 
I can comprehend the length of the conversation.” 

Felton started, and milady felt she was lost if she did not 
come to the assistance of the disconcerted Puritan. 

“Ah! you fear vour prisoner may escape,” said she, 
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“Well, ask your worthy jailer what favour I was but this 
instant asking him.” 

‘ You were asking a favour ? ?” said the baron suspiciously. 

“Yes, my lord,” replied the young man, in some con- 
fusion. 

“And what favour, pray ?”’ asked Lord Winter. 

“A knife, which she would return to me through the 
grating of the door a minute after she had received it,” 
replied Felton. 

‘So there is some one concealed here whose throat this 
amiable lady is desirous of cutting,’ said Lord Winter in 
his ironical, contemptuous tone. 

“There is myself,” replied milady, 

“T have given you the choice between America and 
Tyburn,” replied Lord Winter. ‘Choose Tyburn, milady. 
Believe me, the cord is more certain than the knife.’’ 

Felton grew pale and made a step forward, remembering 
that at the moment he entered milady had a rope in her 
hand. 

“You are right,” said she; “I had already thought of 
it.’ Then she added in a low voice, “I will think of it 
again.” 

Felton felt a shudder run to the marrow of his bones ; 
probably Lord Winter perceived his emotion. 

‘“Mistrust yourself, John,” said he; “I have placed 
reliance on you, my friend. Beware! I have warned you! 
But be of good courage, my lad; in three days we shall 
be delivered from this creature, and where I shall send 
her to she can no longer hurt anybody.” 

“You hear him!” cried milady vehemently, so that the 
baron might believe she was addressing Heaven, and that 
Felton might understand she was addressing him. 

Felton hung his head and seemed buried in thought. 

The baron took the young officer by the arm, and kept 
looking over his own Shoulder so as not to lose sight of 
milady till he had gone out. 

“Alas!” said the prisoner, when the door was shut, “I 
fear I am not so far advanced as I expected. Lord Winter 
has changed his usual stupidity into a prudence hitherto 
foreign to him. That’s what the desire of vengeance is; 
and how that desire forms a man! Felton hesitates, Ah, 
he is not a man like that cursed D’Artagnan. A Puritan 
only adores virgins, and he adores them by clasping his 
hands. A musketeer loves women, and he loves them by 
clasping his arms round them.” 
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Meantime milady waited with great impatience, for she 
feared the day would pass without her seeing Felton again. 
At last, an hour after the scene we have just related, she 
heard some one speaking in a low voice at the door. Soon 
after the door opened, and she perceived Felton. 

The young man advanced into the room with a quick 
step, leaving the door open behind him, and making a sign 
to milady to be silent. His face was much agitated. 

“What do you want with me ?”’ she asked. 

“Listen,” replied Felton in a low voice. “I have just 
sent away the sentinel, that I might remain here without 
any one knowing I had come to speak to you, without 
having what I say to you overheard by others. The baron 
has just related a frightful story to me.” 

Milady assumed her smile of a victim resigned, and shook 
her head. 

“Either you are a demon,” continued Felton, “‘or the 
baron, my benefactor, my father, is a monster. I have 
known you four days, I have loved him two years. I there- 
fore may hesitate between you. But be not alarmed at 
what I say; I need to be convinced. To-night, after twelve, 
I will come to see, and you will convince me.” 

“No, Felton, no, my brother ; the sacrifice is too great, and 
I feel what it must cost you. No; I am lost. Do not be 
lost with me. My death will be much more eloquent than 
my life, and the silence of the corpse will convince you 
much better than the prisoner’s words.” 

| “ Be silent, madame,” cried Felton, “and do not speak 

to me in this way. I came to entreat you to promise me 
on your honour, to swear to me by what you hold most 
sacred, that you will make no attempt on your life.” 

“T will not promise,” said milady, ‘ for no one has more 
respect for a promise or an oath than I have, and if I made 
a promise I should have to keep it.” 

“Well,” said Felton, ‘only promise till after you have 
seen me again. If, when you have seen me again, you 
still persist—well, then you shall be free, and I myself will 
give you the weapon you asked me for.” 

‘ Well,” said milady, “ for your sake I will wait.” 

‘ Swear it.” 

‘I swear I will, by our God. Are you satisfied ?” 

“Tam,” said Felton. ‘Till night, then.” 

And he darted out of the room, shut the door, and waited 
in the corridor, the soldier’s half-pike in his hand, and as if 
he had mounted guard in his place. 
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When the soldier returned Felton gave him pack his 
weapon. 

Then, through the grating to which she had come, milady 
saw the young man cross himself with a delirious fervour, 
and go down the corridor in an apparent transport of joy. 

She herself returned to her place with a smile of savage 
contempt on her lips, and repeated, blaspheming, that ter- 
rible name of God, by whom she had just sworn without 
ever having learned to know Him. 

‘My God,” said she, ‘what an insane fanatic! My 
God, I shall avenge myself, and he will help me!” 


CHAPTER LVI. 
THE FIFTH DAY OF CAPTIVITY. 


Mirapy had achieved a half-triumph, and the success ob- 
tained doubled her strength. 

It was not a difficult thing to conquer, as she had hitherta 
done, men who were quick to let themselves be seduced, and 
whom the gallant education of a court led readily into her 
snares.. Milady was handsome enough not to find resist- 
ance on the part of the flesh, and she was clever enough to 
prevail over all the obstacles of the mind. 

But this time she had to contend with an uncultivated 
nature, concentrated and insensible by dint of austerity. 
Religion and penance had made Felton a man inaccessible 
to ordinary seductions. In his heated brain fermented 
plans so vast, projects so tumultuous, that no room re- 
mained for any capricious or material love—that sentiment 
which feeds on leisure and grows by corruption. Milady 
therefore had made a breach with her false virtue in the 
opinion of a man horribly prejudiced against her, and with 
her beauty in the heart of a man hitherto chaste and pure. 
In short, by this experiment, made upon the most rebellious 
subject that nature and religion could submit to her study, 
she had acquired a knowledge of her own resources hitherto 
unknown to herself. 

Many times, nevertheless, during the evening she despaired 
of fate and of herself. She did not invoke God, we know, 
but she had faith in the genius of evil—that immense sover- 
eignty which reigns in all the details of human life, and by 
which, as in the Arabian fable, a single pomegranate seed is” 
sufficient to reconstruct a ruined world. ‘ 
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Milady, being well prepared for Felton’s reception, was 
ble to erect her batteries for the next day. She knew she 
ad only two days left ; that when once the order was signed 
y Buckingham—and Buckingham would sign it the more 
sadily from its bearing a false name, and because he could 
ot therefore recognize the woman in question—when once 
ris order was signed, we say, the baron would make her 
mbark immediately; and she knew also that women con- 
emned to transportation employ arms much less powerful 
1 their seductions than pretendedly virtuous women whose 
eauty is illuminated by the sun of society, whose kind the 
oice of fashion lauds, and whom a halo of aristocracy gilds 
ith its magic splendouts. To be a woman condemned to 

painful and infamous punishment does not prevent her 
om being beautiful, but it is an obstacle to the regaining 
f power. Like all persons of real genius, milady knew what 
ited her nature and her means. Poverty was destruction 
> her; degradation took away two-thirds of her greatness. 
lilady was a queen only among queens. The pleasure of 
atisfied pride was necessary for her domination. To com- 
and inferior beings was rather a humiliation than a pleas- 
re for her. 

She should certainly return from her exile—she did not 
oubt that a single instant. But how long might this exile 
ist ? For an active, ambitious nature like milady’s, days 
ot spent in climbing are days of ill-omen. What word, 
aen, can be found to describe those days when they are 
escending ? To lose a year, two years, three years—that 
to say, an eternity ; to return when D’Artagnan and his 
iends, happy and triumphant, should have received from 
1e queen the reward they had deserved by the services 
1ey had rendered her—these were devouring ideas which 
woman like milady could not endure. Besides, the storm 
vging within her doubled her strength, and she would have 
urst the walls of her prison if her body could for a single 
istant have assumed the proportions of her mind. 

Then what spurred her on still more in the midst of all 
ais was the remembrance of the cardinal. What must the 
istrustful, restless, suspicious cardinal think of her silence— 
1e cardinal, not merely her only support, her only prop, 
er only protector in the present, but still further, the 
rincipal instrument of her future fortune and vengeance ? 
he knew him—she knew that on her return after a fruit- 
ss journey it would be idle to allege her imprisonment as 
n excuse, idle to enlarge on the sufferings she had under- 
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gone. The cardinal would reply, with the sarcastic calm- 
ness of the sceptic, strong at once by power and genius,— 

‘ You should not have allowed yourself to be taken.” 

Then milady collected all her energies, murmuring in the 
depths of her soul the name of Felton, the only beam of 
light penetrating to her in the depths of the hell into which 
she was fallen; and like a serpent which folds and unfolds 
its rings to ascertain its strength, she enveloped Felton 
beforehand in the thousand meshes of her inventive imagi- 
nation. 

Meanwhile the time was passing. The hours, one after 
another, seemed to awaken the bell as they passed, and 
every blow of the brazen hammer resounded on the prisoner’s 
heart. At nine o’clock Lord Winter made his usual visit, 
examined the window and the bars, sounded the floor and 
the walls, looked to the chimney and the doors; but during 
this long and minute examination neither he nor milady 
uttered a single word. 

Doubtless both of them understood that the situation 
had become too serious to waste time in idle words and 
ineffectual anger. 

“Well,” said the baron on leaving her, “you will not 
escape for one more night !” 

At ten o’clock Felton came and placed the sentinel. 
Milady recognized his step. She was as well acquainted 
with it now as a mistress is with the footfall of the lover 
of her heart, and yet milady at the same time detested and 
despised this weak fanatic. 

Ft was not the appointed hour; Felton did not come in. 

Two hours after, as the clock struck twelve, the sentinel 
was relieved. 

This time it was the hour, and from this moment milady 
waited impatiently. 

The new sentinel began his walk in the corridor. 

At the end of ten minutes Felton came. Milady was all 
attention. 

*‘Listen,”’ said the young man to the sentinel. ‘On no 
pretence leave the door, for you know that last night my 
lord punished a soldier for quitting his post for an instant, 
though I watched in his place during his absence.” 

“Yes, I know he did,” said the soldier. 

‘I recommend you, therefore, to keep the strictest watch, 
I am going to pay a second visit to this woman, who, I 
fear, entertains sinister intentions on her own life, and I 
have received orders to watch her.” 
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“Good!” murmured milady; ‘‘here’s the austere 
Puritan telling a lie ! ” 

The soldier only smiled. 

“ Plague take it, lieutenant!” said he; ‘you are not very 
unlucky in being charged with such commissions, particu- 
larly if my lord has authorized you to look in her bed ! ” 

Felton reddened. In any other circumstances he would 
have reprimanded the soldier for indulging in such a joke, 
but his conscience murmured too loud for his mouth to dare 
to speak. 

“Tf I call, come in,” said he; ‘if any one comes, call me.” 

‘TI will, lieutenant,” said the soldier. 

Felton entered milady’s apartment. Milady arose. 

‘So here you are!’ said she. 

‘I promised you I would come,” said Felton, “and I 
have come.” 

“You promised me something else.” 

“What ? My God!” said the young man, who, in spite 
of his self-command, felt his knees tremble and the sweat 
start from his brow. 

‘“ Vou promised to bring a knife, and to leave it with me 
after our conversation.” 

‘Say no more of that, madame,” said Felton. ‘ There 
is no situation, however terrible, that can authorize one of 
God’s creatures to inflict death upon itself. I have reflected 
that I could never become guilty of such a sin.” 

‘ Ah, you have reflected!’’ said the prisoner, sittin 
down in her armchair with a smile of disdain; ‘and i 
also have reflected.”’ 

‘ About what ? ” 

‘“ That I can have nothing to say to a man who does not 
keep his word.” 

“Oh, my God ! ” murmured Felton. 

“You may retire,” said milady. ‘I shall not speak.” 

“Here is the knife,”” said Felton, drawing from his pocket 
the weapon which, according to his promise, he had brought, 
but which he hesitated to give to his prisoner. 

‘ Let me see it,’’ said milady. 

‘For what purpose ? ” 

“On my honour I will instantly return it to you. You 
shall place it on that table, and you may remain between it 
and me.” 

Felton handed the weapon to milady, who examined the 
temper of it attentively, and tried the point on the tip of 
her finger. 
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‘ Well,” said she, returning the knife to the young officer, 
“this is fine and good steel. You are a faithful friend 
Felton.” 

Felton took back the weapon and laid it on the table, in 
accordance with his agreement with his prisoner. | 

Milady followed him with her eyes, and made a gesture 
of satisfaction. 

“Now,” said she, ‘‘ listen to me.” 

The recommendation was useless. The young officer 
was standing before her, awaiting her words as if to devout 
them. 

“Felton,” said milady, with a solemnity full of melancholy, 
“if your sister, your father’s daughter, said to you,— 

“While still young, unfortunately beautiful, I was 
dragged into a snare. I resisted. Ambushes, acts o! 
violence, were multiplied around me. I resisted. The 
religion I serve, the God I adore, were blasphemed because 
I called to my aid my religion and my God. I resisted. 
Then outrages were heaped upon me, and when they could 
not ruin my soul they determined to defile my body for ever: 
Finally——”’ 

Milady stopped, and a bitter smile passed over her lips. 

‘ Finally,” said Felton—“ finally, what did they do ? ” 

“Finally, one evening, they resolved to paralyze my un- 
conquerable resistance. One evening a powerful narcotic 
was mixed with my water. Scarcely had I finished my 
repast when I felt myself sink by degrees into a strange 
torpor. Though I was without suspicion, a vague fear 
seized me, and I tried to struggle against sleep. I arose 
I endeavoured to run to the window and call for help, but 
my legs refused to carry me. It seemed as if the ceiling 
were sinking down on my head and crushing me under its 
weight. I stretched out my arms; I tried to speak; 1 
could only utter inarticulate sounds. An irresistible faint- 
ness came over me. I supported myself by an armchair, 
feeling that I was about to fall, but this support was soon 
insufficient for my weak arms. I fell on one knee, then on 
both. I tried to pray, but my tongue was frozen. God, 
doubtless, neither heard nor saw me, and I sank down on 
the floor, a prey to a sleep which was like death. 

‘Of all that passed during my sleep, or the time that 
glided away while it lasted, I have no recollection. The 
only thing I recollect is, that I woke in bed, in a round 
chamber, the furniture of which was sumptuous, and into 
which light penetrated only by an opening in the ceiling. 
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Moreover, no door seemed to give entrance to the room. It 
might have been called a magnificent prison. 

“It was long before I could make out where I was, or 
sould take account of the details I describe. My mind 
seemed to strive in vain to shake off the heavy darkness 
of the sleep from which I could not rouse myself. I had 
vague perceptions of a space travelled over, of the rolling 
xf a carriage, of a horrible dream in which my strength 
was exhausted ; but all this was so dark and so indistinct 
n my mind that these events seemed to belong to another 
ife than mine, and yet mixed with mine by a fantastic 
luality. 

“For some time the state into which I had fallen ap- 
peared so strange that I thought I was dreaming. I arose 
trremblingly. My clothes were near me on a chair. I neither 
emembered having undressed myself, nor going to bed. 
Then little by little the reality broke upon me, full of 
chaste terrors. I was no longer in the house where I had 
been dwelling. As well as I could judge by the light of the 
sun, the day was already two-thirds gone. It was the even- 
ing before that I had fallen asleep; my sleep, then, must 
have already lasted nearly twenty-four hours! What had 
nappened during this long sleep ? 

“T dressed myself as quickly as possible. My slow and 
stiff motions all attested that the effects of the narcotic were 
still not entirely dissipated. The chamber was evidently 
furnished for a woman’s reception ; and the most finished 
soquette could not have formed a wish which, on looking 
round the apartment, she would not have found gratified. 

“Certainly I was not the first captive who had been shut 
up in this splendid prison. But you understand, Felton, 
the more superb the prison, the greater was my terror. 

“Yes, it was a prison, for I vainly tried to get out of it. 
[ sounded all the walls in the hopes of discovering a door, 
but everywhere the walls returned a full, dull sound. 

‘I made the circuit of the room perhaps twenty times, 
in search of an outlet of some kind ; there was none. : I 
sank exhausted with fatigue and terror into an armchair. 

“In the meantime night was rapidly coming on, and 
with night my terrors increased. I did not know but I had 
best remain where I was seated. I seemed to be surrounded 
by unknown dangers, into which I was likely to fall at 
every step. Although I had eaten nothing since the even- 
ing before, my fears prevented me from feeling hungry. 

““No noise from without by which I could measure the 
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time reached me. I only supposed it might be seven or eight 
o’clock in the evening, for it was October and quite dark. 

“All at once a door, creaking on its hinges, made me 
start. A globe of fire appeared above the glazed opening 
of the ceiling, casting a strong light into my chamber, and 
I perceived with terror that a man was standing within 
a few paces of me. 

“A table, with two covers, bearing a supper ready pre- 
pared, stood, as if by magic, in the middle of the apartment. 

“That man was he who had pursued me during a whole 
year, who had vowed my dishonour, and who, by the first 
words that issued from his mouth, gave me to understand 
he had accomplished it the preceding night.” 

“The scoundrel!’ murmured Felton. 

‘Oh yes, the scoundrel!’ cried milady, seeing the in- 
terest which the young officer, whose soul seemed to hang 
on her lips, took in her strange story—‘“‘ oh yes, the scoun- 
drel! He believed that; by having triumphed over me in 
my sleep, all was completed. He came, hoping that I should 
accept my shame, since my shame was consummated. He 
came to offer his fortune in exchange for my love. 

“ All the haughty contempt and disdainful words that the 
heart of a woman can contain I poured out upon this man. 
Doubtless he was accustomed to such reproaches, for he 
listened to me calm and smiling, with his arms folded over 
his breast. Then, when he thought I had said all, he ad- 
vanced toward me. I sprang to the table, I seized a knife, 
I placed it to my breast. 

‘(Take one step more,’ said I, ‘and in addition to my 
dishonour, you shall have my death to reproach yourself 
with !? 

“Unquestionably there was in my look, my voice, my 
whole person, such sincerity of gesture, of attitude and 
action, as carries conviction to the most perverse minds, for 
he stopped. 

“*Your death!’ said he. ‘Ohno; you are too charming 
a mistress to allow me to consent to lose you thus, after 
having had the good fortune to have you once in my pos- 
session. Good-bye, my charmer; I will defer paying you 
my next visit till you are ina better humour.’ 

“At these words he blew a whistle. The globe of fire 
which lighted the room reascended and disappeared. I 
found myself again in complete darkness. The same noise 
of the door opening and shutting was repeated the instant 
after, the flaming globe descended again, and I was alone. 
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“That moment was frightful. If I had still any doubts 
of my misfortune, these doubts had vanished in an over- 
whelming reality. I was in the hands of a man whom I 
not only detested, but despised ; of a man capable of any- 
thing, and who had already given me a fatal proof of what 
it was in his power to do.” 

“ But, pray, who was this man ?”’ asked Felton. 

‘I spent the night in a chair, starting at the least noise ; 
for about midnight the lamp went out, and I again was in 
darkness. But the night passed without any fresh attempt 
on the part of my persecutor. Day came; the table had 
disappeared, only I had still the knife in my hand. 

“That knife was my only hope. 

‘I was worn out with fatigue. Lack of sleep inflamed my 
eyes ; I had not dared to sleep a single instant. The light 
of day reassured me. I went and threw myself on the bed, 
without parting with the emancipating knife, which I con- 
cealed under my pillow. 

‘“ When I awoke another meal was served. 

‘This time, in spite of my terrors, in spite of my agony, 
I began to feel a devouring hunger. It was forty eight 
hours since I had taken any nourishment. I ate some bread 
and some fruit; then remembering the narcotic mixed with 
the water I had drunk, I did not touch that which was 
placed on the table, but filled my glass at a marble fountain 
fixed in the wall over my dressing-table. 

“And yet, in spite of this precaution, I remained for 
some time still in a terrible agitation of mind. But this 
time my fears were unfounded ; I spent the day without 
experiencing anything like what I dreaded. 

‘I took the precaution to half empty the carafe, so that 
my suspicions might not be noticed. 

“The evening came on, and with it darkness ; but deep 
as this darkness was, my eyes began to be accustomed to 
it. I saw the table sink through the floor. A quarter of 
an hour aiter it appeared again, bearing my supper. And 
in an instant, thanks to the same lamp, my chamber was 
once more lighted. 

‘I was determined to eat only such things as could not 
po ssibly have anything soporific introduced into them. 

wo eggs and some fruit composed my repast. Then I 
drew another glass of water from my protecting fountain, 
and drank it. 

“After swallowing a mouthful or two, it seemed to me 
not to have the same taste as in the morning. A swift 
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suspicion instantly seized me. I stopped, but I had already 
drunk half a glassful of it. 

“TI threw the rest away with horror, and waited, with the 
dew of fear on my brow. 

‘No doubt some invisible witness had seen me draw the 
water from that fountain, and had taken advantage of my 
very confidence in it the better to assure my ruin so coolly 
resolved upon, so cruelly pursued. 

“Half an hour had not passed when the same symptoms 
began to appear; only, as I had drunk but half a glass of 
the water, I struggled longer, and instead of falling entirely 
asleep, I sank into a state of lethargy, which left me a 
perception of what was happening around me, while it 
deprived me of the strength either to defend myself or 
to fly. 

“T dragged myself toward the bed, to seek the only 
defence left me—my saving knife; but I could not reach 
the bolster. I sank on my knees, my hands clasped round 
one of the bedposts ; then I realized that I was lost.” 

Felton became frightfully pale, and a convulsive shudder 
crept through his whole body. 

“ And what was most terrible,” continued milady, with 
altered voice, as if she still experienced the same agony as 
at that awful moment, ‘was that this time I retained a 
consciousness of the danger threatening me; was that my 
soul, so to speak, was still awake in my sleeping body; was 
that I saw; was-that I heard! It is true that all was like a 
dream, but it was only the more frightful. 

‘I saw the lamp ascending and gradually leaving me in 
darkness ; then I heard the creaking of the door so well 
known, though I had heard it open but twice. 

‘I felt instinctively that some one was approaching me. 
It is said that the doomed wretch in the deserts of America 
thus feels the approach of the serpent. 

“T strove to make an effort, I tried to cry out; by an 
incredible effort of will I even raised myself up, but only 
to sink down again immediately, and to fall into my perse- 
cutor’s arms.” 

‘ Tell me, pray, who this man was ? ” cried the young 
officer. 

Milady saw at a single glance all the painful feelings 
which she inspired in Felton by dwelling on every detail 
of her recital. But she would not spare him a single pang. 
The more profoundly she wounded his heart, the more 
certain he would be to avenge her; so she went on as if 
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she had not heard his exclamation, or as if she thought 
the moment was not yet come to reply to it. 

“Only this time it was no longer a kind of inert corpse, 
without feeling, that the villain had to deal with. I told you 
that without being able to regain the complete exercise of 
my faculties I retained the sense of my danger. I struggled, 
then, with all my strength, and weak as I was, doubtiess 
opposed a long resistance, for I heard him cry out, — 

““« These miserable Puritan girls! I knew very well that 
they tired out their executioners, but I thought them less 
strong against their lovers !’ 

“Alas! my desperate resistance could not last long. I 
felt my strength fail, and this time it was not my sleep that 
enabled the scoundrel to prevail, but my swooning.” 

Felton listened without making any sound but a kind of 
suppressed roar. Only the sweat streamed down his marble 
brow, and his hand, under his coat, tore his breast. 

“My first impulse on coming to myself was to feel under 
my pillow for the knife I had not been able to reach. If it 
had not come into play for defence, it might at least serve 
n expiation. 

“ But on taking that knife, Felton, a terrible idea occurred 
to me. I have sworn to tell you all, and I will tell you 
all. I promised you the truth: I will tell it, though it de- 
stroy me.” 

“The idea came into your mind to avenge yourself on 
that man, did it not ?”’ cried Felton. 

“Tt certainly did!” said milady. ‘The idea was not a 
Christian one, I know ; but undoubtedly that eternal enemy 
of our souls, that lion roaring constantly around us, breathed 
it into my mind. In short, what shall I say to you, Felton?” 
continued milady, in the tone of a woman accusing herself 
of a crime. “ This idea occurred to me, and did not leave 
me. I am to-day bearing the punishment of that homicidal 
thought.” 

‘Go on! goon!” said Felton ; “I am eager to see you 
come to your vengeance !” 

“Oh, I resolved that it should take place as soon as 
possible. I had no doubt he would return the following 
night. During the day I had nothing to fear. 

‘When the breakfast hour came, therefore, I did not 
hesitate to eat and drink. I determined to make believe 
sup, but to take nothing ; so by the nourishment of the 
morning I was to combat the fast of the evening. 

_ “Only I concealed a glass of water, which formed part 
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of my breakfast, thirst having made me suffer the most 
when I had remained forty-eight hours without eating or 
drinking. 

“The day passed without having any other influence on 
me than to strengthen the resolution I had formed, only I 
took care that my face should not betray the slightest 
thoughts of my heart, for I had no doubt ja watched. 
Several times, even, I felt a smile on my lips. Felton, I 
dare not tell you at what idea I smiled; you would hold 
me in horror——” 

“Goon! goon!” said Felton ; ‘ you see plainly that I 
listen, and that I am anxious to know the end.” 

“Evening came; the ordinary events took place. During 
the darkness, as before, my table was covered; then the 
lamp was lighted, and I sat down to table. J ate some fruit 
only. I pretended to pour out water from the carafe, but 
I drank only what I had saved in my glass. Moreover, 
the substitution was made so carefully that my spies, if I 
had any, could have no suspicion of it. 

‘After supper I exhibited the same marks of languor as 
on the preceding evening. But this time, as if I yielded to 
fatigue, or as if I had become familiarized with danger, 
I dragged myself toward my bed, let my dress fall, and 
got in. 

“JT found my knife where I had placed it under my 
pillow, and while feigning to sleep, my hand convulsively 
grasped the handle of it, 

“Two hours passed without anything new occurring. 
This time—oh, my God! who could have told me that the 
evening before ?>—I began to fear he would not come. 

“ At length I saw the lamp rising softly, and disappearing 
in the depths of the ceiling. My room was filled with dark- 
ness and obscurity, but I made an effort to see through this 
darkness and obscurity. 

_“ Nearly ten minutes passed ; I heard no other noise but 
the beating of my own heart. 

‘I implored Heaven that he might come. 

“At length I heard the well-known noise of the door 
opening and shutting. In spite of the thickness of the 
carpet, I heard a step which made the floor creak. In 
spite of the darkness, I saw a shadow approaching my bed.” 

“Make haste! make haste!” said Felton ; ‘ do you not 
pat every one of your words burns me like molten 
ead ? ” 

“ Then,” continued milady, ‘I collected all my strength; 
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I recalled to my mind that the moment of vengeance, or 
rather of justice, had struck. I looked upon myself as 
another Judith. I gathered myself up, knife in hand, and 
when I saw him near me, stretching out his arms to find 
his victim, then, with a last cry of agony and despair, I 
struck him in the middle of his breast. 

“The scoundrel! He had foreseen all. His breast was 
covered with a coat of mail; the edge of the knife was 
turned. 

‘Ah, ha!’ cried he, seizing my arm, and wresting from 
me the weapon that had served me so ill, ‘ you want to take 
my life, do you, my pretty Puritan? But this is more than 
dislike, this is ingratitude! Come, come, calm yourself, my 
sweet girl! I thought you were become kinder. I am not 
one of those tyrants who detain women by force. You don’t 
love me. With my usual fatuity, I doubted it; now I am 
convinced. To-morrow you shall be free.’ 

““T had but one wish, and that was that he should kill me. 

*** Beware !’ said I, ‘ for my liberty is your dishonour.’ 

«Explain yourself, my pretty sibyl.’ 

““* Yes ; for no sooner shall I have left this place than I 
will tell everything. I will proclaim the violence you have 
used toward me. I will describe my captivity. I will 
denounce this palace of infamy. You are placed very high, 
my lord, but tremble! Above you there is the king. 
Above the king there is God.’ 

‘ Perfect master as he seemed over himself, my persecutor 
allowed a movement of anger to escape him. I could not 
see the expression of his face, but I felt the arm on which 
my hand was placed tremble. 

‘Then you shall not go from here,’ said he. 

““«Very well,’ cried 1; ‘then the place of my punishment 
will be also my tomb. So be it, I will die here ; and you will 
see if an accusing phantom is not more terrible than a living 
being who threatens !’ 

‘No weapon shall be left in your hands.’ 

««There is a weapon which despair has placed within 
reach of every creature that has the courage to make use 
of it. I will allow myself to die of hunger.’ 

‘Come, come,’ said the wretch; ‘is not peace much 
better than such a war ? I will restore you to liberty this 
moment. I will proclaim you a piece of immaculate virtue. 
I will name you the Lucretia of England.’ 

‘And I will say that you are the Sextus. I will de- 
nounce you before men as I have even now denounced you 
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before God ; and if it be necessary that, like Lucretia, ] 
should sign my accusation with my blood, I will sign it.’ 

‘Ah, ha!’ said my enemy in a jeering tone, ‘that’s 
quite another thing. Faith! everything considered, you 
are very well off here. You shall want for nothing, and if 
you choose to die of hunger, why, that will be your own 
fault.’ 

“At these words he retired. I heard the door open and 
shut, and I remained overwhelmed, yet less, I confess, by 
my grief than by the shame of not having avenged myself. 

“He kept his word. All that day, all the next night, 
passed away without my seeing him. But I also kept my 
word with him, and I neither ate nor drank. I was, as I 
had told him, determined to starve myself to death. 

‘I passed the day and the night in prayer, for I hoped 
that God would pardon me my suicide. 

“The second night the door opened. I was lying on the 
floor, for my strength was beginning to abandon me. 

“ At the noise I raised myself up on one hand. 

‘Well, said a voice, which vibrated in too terrible a 
manner in my ear not to be recognized—‘ well, are we 
softened a little? Will we not pay for our liberty by the 
mere promise of silence ? Come, I am a good sort of a 
prince,’ added he, ‘and though I do not like Puritans, I 
do them justice, as well as Puritan women when they are 
pretty. Come, take a little oath for me on the cross; I 
won’t ask anything more of you.’ 

““*On the cross,’ cried I, rising up, for at that abhorred 
voice I had recovered all my strength—‘on the cross, I 
swear that no promise, no threat, no force, no torture, shall 
close my mouth! On the cross, I swear to denounce you 
everywhere as a murderer, as a despoiler of honour, as a 
base coward! On the cross, I swear, if I ever succeed in 
escaping from this place, to call down vengeance on you 
from the whole human race!’ 

““* Beware !’ said the voice, in a threatening accent that 
I had never yet heard. ‘I have one supreme means, which 
I will not employ except in the last extremity, to close your 
mouth, or at least to prevent any one from believing a 
single word you may utter.’ 

‘I mustered all my strength to reply to him with a burst 
of laughter. 

‘He saw that it was an eternal war, a war to the death, 
between us from that time forth. 

“* Listen,’ said he: ‘I give you the rest of this night and 
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all to-morrow. Reflect: promise to be silent, and riches, 
consideration, even honour, shall surround you. Threaten 
to speak, and I will condemn you to infamy.’ 

“> Yowourenedsly. you! 

‘To eternal, ineffaceable infamy !’ 

*“« You!’ repeated I. Oh, I declare to you, Felton, I 
thought him mad ! 

“ “Ves; Il? "replied he. 

‘Oh, leave me,’ said I ; ‘begone, if you do not wish 
to see me dash my head against that wall, before your eyes!’ 

“Very well,’ replied he. ‘It is your own doing. Till 
to-morrow evening, then!’ 

{Till to-morrow evening,’ I repeated, allowing myself 
to fall, and biting the carpet with rage.” 

Felton leaned for support on a piece of furniture, and 
milady saw, with a demon’s joy, that his strength would 
fail him, perhaps before the end of her recital. 


CHAPTER LVII. 
A DEVICE OF CLASSICAL TRAGEDY. 


AFTER a moment’s silence, employed by milady in observing 
the young man who was listening to her, milady continued 
her recital. 

‘ It was nearly three days since I had eaten or drunk any- 
thing. I was suffering frightful torments. At times there 
passed before me something like clouds compressing my 
brow, veiling my eyes. It was delirium. 

‘ When evening came I was so weak that almost every 
instant I fainted, and every time that I fainted I thanked 
God, for I thought I was going to die. 

“In the midst of one of these fainting fits I heard the 
door open. Terror recalled me to myself. 

“He entered the apartment, followed by a man in a 
mask. He himself was masked, but I knew his step, I 
knew his voice, I knew him by that imposing carriage 
which hell bestowed on his person for the curse of hu- 
manity. 

““* Well,’ said he to me, ‘have you made up your mind to 
take the oath I requested of you ?’ 

“You have said Puritans have but one word. Mine 
you have heard, and that is to pursue you on earth before 
the tribunal of men, in heaven before the tribunal of God.’ 


520 “THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


“© You persist, then ?’ 

““T swear it before the God who hears me. I will take 
the whole world as a witness of your crime, and that until 
I have found an avenger.’ 

““* You are a prostitute,’ said he, in a voice of thunder, 
‘and you shall undergo the punishment of prostitutes! 
Disgraced in the eyes of the world you will invoke, try to 
prove to that world that you are neither guilty nor mad !’ 

‘ Then addressing the man who accompanied him,— 

“* Fxecutioner,’ said he, ‘do your duty.’ ” 

‘Oh, his name, his name!” cried Felton; “tell it 
meni 

“Then in spite of my cries, in spite of my resistance—for 
I began to realize that for me there was a question of some- 
thing worse than death—the executioner seized me, threw 
me on the floor, bruised me with his rough grasp. Suffocated 
by sobs, almost without consciousness, invoking God, who 
did not listen to me, I suddenly uttered a frightful cry of 
pain and shame. A burning fire, a red-hot iron, the iron 
of the executioner, was imprinted on my shoulder.” 

Felton uttered a groan. 

“ Here,” said milady, rising with the majesty of a queen— 
“here, Felton, behold the new martrydom invented for a 
young girl, pure, and yet the victim of a scoundrel’s bru- 
tality. Learn to know the hearts of men, and henceforth 
make yourself less easily the instrument of their unjust 
revenges.”’ 

Milady, with a swift gesture, opened her dress, tore the 
cambric that covered her bosom, and, red with feigned 
anger and simulated modesty, showed the young man the 
ineffaceable impression which dishonoured her beautiful 
shoulder. 

“ But,” cried Felton, “it is a fleur-de-lis which I see 
theres 

“And therein consisted the infamy,” replied milady. 
“The brand of England !—it would have been necessary to 
prove what tribunal had imposed it on me, and I could have 
made a public appeal to all the tribunals of the kingdom ; 
but the brand of France !— oh, by that, by that I was 
branded indeed ! ” 

This was too much for Felton. 

Pale, motionless, overwhelmed by this frightful revela- 
tion, dazzled by the superhuman beauty of this woman, who 
unveiled herself before him with a shamelessness which 
appeared to him sublime, he ended by falling on his knees 
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before her, as the early Christians did before those pure and 
holy martyrs whom the persecution of the emperors gave 
up in the circus to the bloodthirsty lewdness of the popu- 
lace. The brand disappeared ; the beauty alone remained. 

‘ Pardon ! pardon ! ” cried Felton ; ‘‘ oh, pardon!” 

Milady read in his eyes, ‘“‘ Love! love!” 

“Pardon for what ?”’ asked she. 

“Pardon me for having joined your persecutors.” 

Milady held out her hand to him. 

“So beautiful! so young!” cried Felton, covering that 
hand with his kisses. 

Milady cast on him one of those looks which make a 
slave into a king. 

Felton was a Puritan. He dropped this woman’s hand 
to kiss her feet. 

He more than loved her ; he adored her. 

When this crisis was past ; when milady seemed to have 
recovered her self-control, which she had not lost even for 
an instant ; when Felton had seen her cover again with the 
veil of chastity those treasures of love which were concealed 
from him only to make him desire them the more ardently, — 

“ Ah, now!” said he, “ I have only one thing to ask of 
you—that is, the name of your true executioner. For in 
my eyes there is but one. The other was the instrument, 
that was all.” 

‘ What, brother!” cried milady ; ‘‘must I name him? 
Have you not yet divined who he is ?” 

“What!” cried Felton; “he !—he again !—he always! 
What !—the real culprit!” 

‘ The real culprit,”’ said milady, “is the ravager of Eng- 
land, the persecutor of true believers, the cowardly rav- 
isher of the honour of so many women—he who, to satisfy 
a caprice of his corrupt heart, is about to make England 
shed so much blood, who protects the Protestants to-day 
and will betray them to-morrow i 

“Buckingham! Then it is Buckingham!” cried Felton, 
in exasperation. 

Milady hid her face in her hands, as if she could not endure 
the shame which this name recalled to her. 

‘ Buckingham, the executioner of this angelic creature ! ” 
cried Felton. ‘ And Thou hast not hurled Thy thunder at 
him, my God! And Thou hast left him noble, honoured, 

owerful, for the ruin of us all!” 

‘ God abandons him who abandons himself,” said milady. 

“But He will draw down on his head the punishment 


522 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


reserved for the damned!” said Felton, with increasing 
excitement. ‘He wishes that human vengeance shoulc 
precede heavenly justice.”’ 

‘Men fear him and spare him.” 

“T,” said Felton—“ I do not fear him, nor will:I spare 
him!” 

Milady felt her soul bathed in a hellish joy. 

“But how can Lord Winter, my protector, my father,” 
asked Felton, ‘ be mixed up with all this ?”’ 

‘ Listen, Felton,” resumed milady. ‘‘ Because by the side 
of base and contemptible men there are often found grea‘ 
and generous natures. I had an affianced husband, a mar 
whom I loved, and who loved me—a heart like yours, Felton 
a man like you. I went to him and told him all; he knew 
me, that man did, and did not doubt an instant. He was é 
nobleman, a man equal to Buckingham in every respect 
He said nothing; he only girded on his sword, envelopec 
himself in his cloak, and went straight to Buckingham 
Palace.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Felton, ‘I understand ; though witt 
such men not the sword, but the dagger, should be used.” 

“ Buckingham had left England the day before, sent a: 
ambassador to Spain, to demand the hand of the Infante 
for King Charles I., who was then only Prince of Wales 
My affianced husband returned. 

“Hear me,’ said he. ‘That man has gone, and ha: 
therefore for the moment escaped my vengeance; but 
meanwhile let us be united, as we were to have been 
Then leave Lord Winter to maintain his own honour and 
his wife’s.’ ”’ 

“Lord Winter ! ” cried Felton. 

“Yes,” said milady, ‘Lord Winter. And now you car 
understand it all, can you not ? Buckingham was absent 
nearly a year. A week before his return Lord Winter died 
suddenly, leaving me his sole heir. Whence came the 
blow ? God who knows all doubtless knows this, but 1 
accuse no one.” 

“Oh, what an abyss! what an abyss!” cried Felton. 

“Lord Winter died without revealing anything to his 
brother. The terrible secret was to be concealed from all 
till it burst like a thunderclap over the head of the guilty 
one. Your protector had regretfully seen his elder brother’s 
marriage with a portionless girl. I felt that I could look 
for no support from a man disappointed in his hopes of an 
inheritance. I went to France, intending to remain there 
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for the rest of my life. But all my fortune is in England. 
Communication being closed by the war, I was in want of 
everything. So I was obliged to come back again. Six 
days ago I landed at Portsmouth.” 

“Well ? ” said Felton. 

‘Well, Buckingham heard by some means, no doubt, of 
my return. He spoke of me to Lord Winter, already 
prejudiced against me, and told him that his sister-in-law 
was a prostitute, a branded woman. My husband’s voice, 
pure and noble, was no longer there to defend me. Lord 
Winter believed all that was told him, with so much the more 
facility because it was his interest to believe it. He had me 
arrested, brought me here, and placed me under your guard. 
You know the rest. The day after to-morrow he banishes 
me, he transports me; the day after to-morrow he exiles 
me among the infamous. Oh, the net is well woven, the 
plot is clever, and my honour will not survive it! You see, 
then, Felton, I must die! Felton, give me that knife!” 

And at these words, as if all her strength was exhausted, 
milady sank, weak and languishing, into the arms of the 
young officer, who, intoxicated with love, anger, and 
hitherto unknown sensations of delight, held her with 
transport, pressed her to his heart, all trembling at the 
breath from her lovely mouth, bewildered by the contact 
with her palpitating bosom. 

“No, no,” said he, ‘““no; you shall live honoured and 
pure, you shall live to triumph over your enemies.” 

Milady slowly pushed him from her with her hand, while 
drawing him nearer with her look. But Felton embraced her 
more closely, imploring her as though she were a divinity. 

‘ Oh, death, death!” said she, lowering her voice and 
her eyelids; “oh, death rather than shame! Felton, my 
brother, my friend, I conjure you ! ” 

“No,” cried Felton, ‘‘no; you shall live, and you shall 
be avenged.” 

“Felton, I bring misfortune to all who surround me! 
Felton, abandon me! Felton, let me die!” 

“Well, then, we will die together!” cried he, pressing 
his lips to the prisoner’s. 

Several knocks resounded on the door. This time milady 
really pushed him away from her. 

“Hark!” said she; ‘we have been overheard. Some 
one is coming! Allis over! We are lost ! ” 

‘“ No,” said Felton ; “it is only the sentinel warning me 
that they are about to change guard.” 
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‘ Then run to the door and open it yourself.” 

Felton obeyed. This woman was already his whole 
thought, his whole soul. 

He found a sergeant in command of a watch patrol. 

“Well, what is the matter ?”’ asked the young lieutenant. 

ie You told me to open the door if I heard any one cry 
out,” said the soldier ; “ but you forgot to leave me the key. 
I heard you cry out without understanding what you said. 
I tried to open the door, but it was locked inside; then J 
called the sergeant.”’ 

‘ And here I am,” said the sergeant. 

Felton, bewildered, almost mad, stood speechless. 

Milady, perceiving that it was now her turn to come 
forward, ran to the table, and seizing the knife which Felton 
had laid down,— 

“And what right have you to prevent me from dying ?” 
said she. 

“Great God!” exclaimed Felton, on seeing the knife 
glitter in her hand. 

At that moment a burst of ironical laughter resounded 
through the corridor. Attracted by the noise, the baron, 
in his dressing-gown, his sword under his arm, was standing 
in the doorway. 

“ Ah, ha!.” said he; ‘here we are, at the last act of the 
tragedy. You see, Felton, the drama has gone through 
all the phases I named. But be at ease; no blood will 
flow.’ 

Milady perceived that all was lost unless she gave Felton 
an instant and terrible proof of her courage. 

“You are mistaken, my lord—blood will flow; and may 
that blood fall back on those who cause it to flow !”’ 

Felton uttered a cry and rushed toward her. He was 
too late ; milady had stabbed herself. 

But the knife had very fortunately, we should say skil- 
fully, come in contact with the steel busk which at that 
period, like a cuirass, defended women’s bosoms; it had 
glided down it, tearing her dress, and had penetrated 
slantingly between the flesh and the ribs. 

Milady’s robe was none the jess stained with blood in a 
second. Milady fell backward and seemed to have fainted. 

Felton snatched away the knife. 

“See, my lord,” said he, in a deep, gloomy tone, “‘ here 
is a woman who was under my guard, and who has killed 
herself ! ” 

“Do not worry, Felton,” said Lord Winter. “She is not 
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dead ; demons do not die so easily. Do not worry, but go 
wait for me in my chamber.” 

“ But, my lor 3 

“Go, sir; I command you.” 

At this injunction from his superior, Felton obeyed ; but 
as he went out he put the knife into his bosom. 

Lord Winter contented himself with calling the woman 
who waited on milady, and when she came he recommended 
the prisoner, who was still in a swoon, to her care, and left 
her alone with her. 

But as the wound after all might be serious, he im- 
mediately sent off a man on horseback to fetch a doctor. 


CHAPTER. LVIIT. 
ESCAPE. 


As Lord Winter had thought, milady’s wound was not 
dangerous. So soon as she was left alone with the woman 
whom the baron had summoned, and who hastened to her, 
she opened her eyes. 

It was necessary, however, to affect weakness and pain, 
but this was not a very difficult task for an actress like 
milady. Thus the poor woman was completely the pris- 
oner’s dupe, and notwithstanding her entreaties, she per- 
sisted in watching all night. 

' But this woman’s presence did not prevent milady from 
thinking. 

There was no longer any doubt that Felton was con- 
vinced ; Felton was hers. If an angel appeared to that 
young man to accuse milady, he would certainly, in the 
disposition of mind he was then in, regard him as a mes- 
senger from the demon. 

Milady smiled at this thought, for Felton was henceforth 
her only hope. her only means of safety. 

But Lord Winter might have suspected him! But Felton 
himself might now be watched ! 

Toward four o’clock in the morning the doctor came. 
Since milady had stabbed herself the wound had already 
closed. The doctor could therefore measure neither its 
direction nor depth. He only recognized by milady’s 
pulse that her case was not serious. 

In the morning milady, under the pretence of not having 
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slept during the night and wanting rest, sent away the 
woman who attended her. 

She had one hope—that Felton would appear at the 
breakfast hour ; but Felton did not come. 

Were her fears realized ? Was Felton, suspected by the 
baron, about to fail her at the decisive moment ? She had 

only one day left. Lord Winter had announced her em- 
barkation for the 23rd, and it was now the morning of the 
22nd. 

Nevertheless she still waited patiently till the dinner 
hour. 

Though she had eaten nothing in the morning, the dinner 
was brought in at its usual time. Milady then perceived 
with terror that the uniform of the soldiers who guarded 
her was changed. 

Then she ventured to ask what had become of Felton. 

She was told that he had left the castle an hour before 
on horseback. She inquired whether the baron was still 
at the castle. The soldier replied that he was, and that 
he had given orders to be informed if the prisoner wished 
to speak to him. 

Milady replied that she was too weak at present, and that 
her only desire was to be left alone. 

The soldier went out, leaving the dinner served. 

Felton was sent away; the marines: were changed, 
Felton, then, was mistrusted ! 

This was the last blow to the prisoner. 

Left alone, she got up. The bed in which she had re- 
mained for prudence, and in order that she might be be- 
lieved to be seriously wounded, burnt her like a blazing 
fire. She cast a glance at the door. The baron had had 
a plank nailed over the grating. He feared, no doubt, 
that through this opening she might still, by some diabolical - 
means, succeed in corrupting her guards. 

Milady smiled for joy. She was free now to give way to © 
her transports without being observed. She walked up 
and down her chamber with the fury of a crazy woman, or ~ 
a tigress shut up in an iron cage. Assuredly if the knife — 
had been left in her hands she would now have thought, ~ 
not of killing herself, but of killing the baron. 

At six o’clock Lord Winter came in. He was armed to: ; 
the teeth. This man, in whom milady till that time had 
only seen a rather silly gentleman, had become an admirable 
jailer. He appeared to foresee everything, to divine every- 
thing, to anticipate everything. 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 527 


A single look at milady informed him of all that was 
passing in her mind. 

“ Ay |” said he, “I see; but you will not kill me to-day 
either. You have no longer a weapon; and besides, I am 
on my guard, You began to pervert my poor Felton. He 
was already yielding to your infernal influence. But I 
intend to save him. He will never see you again; all is 
over. Get your clothes together ; to-morrow you will go. 
I had fixed the embarkation for the 24th. But I have 
reflected that the more promptly the affair takes place, the 
more certain it willbe. To-morrow at noon I shall have the 
order for your exile, signed ‘ Buckingham.’ If you speak 
a single word to any one before you are on shipboard, my 
sergeant will blow your brains out. He has orders to do 
so. If, when on board, you speak a single word to any one 
before the captain permits you, the captain will have you 
thrown into the sea; that is determined. Au revoir, then. 
That is all I have to say to you to-day. To-morrow I will 
see you again, to take my leave of you.” 

And at these words the baron went out. Milady had 
listened to all this tirade of threats with a smile of disdain 
on her lips, but with rage in her heart. , 

The supper was served. Milady felt that she needed all 
her strength. She did not know what might take place 
during this night, which was approaching portentously, 
for enormous clouds were rolling over the face of the sky, 
and distant lightning announced a storm. 

The storm broke about ten o’clock. Milady felt a con- 
solation at seeing nature share the disorder of her heart ; 
the thunder growled in the air like the anger in her thoughts. 
It seemed to her that the blast sweeping along dishevelled 
her brow, as it bowed the branches and bore away their 
leaves. She howled as the hurricane howled, and her voice 
was lost in the great voice of nature, which seemed also to 
groan with despair. 

Suddenly she heard a tap at her window, and by the help 
of a flash of lightning she saw the face of a man appear 
behind the bars. 

She ran to the window and opened it. 

“Felton!” cried she. ‘I am saved!” 

“Ves,” said Felton: ‘“‘ but be silent, be silent! I 
must have time to file through these bars. Only take care 
that they do not see me through the grating of the door.” 

‘Oh, it is a proof that the Lord is on our side, Felton! * 
replied milady. “ The grating is closed with a board.” 
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“That is well; God has made them mad! ”’ said Felton. 

“ But what must I do ?”’ asked milady. 

“ Nothing, nothing—only shut the window. Go to bed, 
or at least he down with your clothes on. As soon as I 
have finished I will knock on the panes. But are you 
strong enough to follow me ?”’ 

‘Oh yes!” 

“Your wound ? ” 

‘ Pains me, but will not prevent my walking.” 

“ Be ready, then, at the first signal.” 

Milady shut the window, extinguished the lamp, and 
went, as Felton had desired her, to lie down on the bed. 
Amid the moaning of the storm she heard the grinding 
of the file on the bars, and by the light of every flash she 
saw Felton’s shadow behind the panes. 

She spent an hour scarcely breathing, panting, with a cold 
sweat on her brow, and her heart oppressed by frightful 
agony at every movement she heard in the corridor. 

There are hours that last a year. 

At the end of an hour Felton tapped again. 

Milady sprang out of bed and opened the window. Two 
bars removed made an opening large enough for a man to 
pass through. 

“ Are you.ready ?”’ asked Felton. 

“Yes. Must I take anything with me?” 

“Money, if you have any.” 

“Yes ; fortunately they have left me all I had.” 

‘So much the better, for I have expended all mine in 
hiring a vessel.” 

‘Here !”” said milady, placing a bag full of louis in 
Felton’s hands. Felton took the bag and threw it to the 
foot of the wall. : 

‘ Now,”’ said he, ‘‘ will you come ? ” 

Selcam here: 

Milady climbed on a chair, and leaned the upper part of 
her body through the window. She saw the young officer 

suspended over the abyss by a rope ladder. For the first 
time a feeling of terror reminded her that she was a woman 
The dark space frightened her. ! 

Ga expected this, ” said Felton. ‘ 

‘Oh, it’s nothing, it’s nothing!” said milady; “I will 
descend with my eyes shut.” a 

“Have you confidence in me ? ” said Felton. | 

‘Can you ask me such a question ?’ 

‘Put your two hands together. Cross them ; that’s right!" 


\ 
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Felton fastened her two wrists together with a handker- 
chief, and then tied a cord over the handkerchief. 

“What are you doing ?’’ asked milady in surprise. 

‘Put your arms round my neck, and fear nothing.” 

“ But I shall make you lose you balance, and we shall 
both be dashed to pieces.” 

‘ Don't be afraid. I am a sailor.” 

Not a second was to be lost. Milady put her arms 
round Felton’s neck, and let herself slip out of the window. 

Felton began to descend the ladder slowly, step by step. 
In spite of the weight of their bodies, the blast of the hurri- 
cane made them swing to and fro in the air. 

All at once Felton stopped, anxious and alert, listening. 

What is it?’ asked milady. 

*‘ Silence!” said Felton; “I hear footsteps.” 

‘ We are discovered ! ”? 

There was a silence of several seconds. 

“No,” said Felton ; “it is nothing.” 

‘But what noise was that, then ? ” 

“ The patrol going their round.” 

“Where is their round ?” 

** Just under us.” 

“They will discover us!” 

“No ; unless it lightens they will not.” 

“ But they will run against the ladder.” 

“Fortunately it is too short by six feet.” 

“ Here they are ! My God!” 

| “Silence !” 

Both remained in suspense, motionless and breathless, 
within twenty feet of the ground, while the soldiers were 
passing beneath them, laughing and talking. 

The patrol passed. The noise of their retreating foot- 
steps and the murmur of their voices soon died away. 

“ Now,” said Felton, ‘‘ we are safe!” 

Milady breathed a deep sigh and fainted. 

Felton continued to descend. When he reached the 
bottom of the ladder, and found no more support for his 
feet, he clung to it with his hands. At length, coming to 
the last round, he hung by his hands and touched the ground. 
He stooped down, picked up the bag of money, and took it 
in his teeth. 

Then he seized milady in his arms, and set off briskly in 
the direction opposite to the one the patrol had taken. He 
soon left the beat, climbed across the rocks, and when he 
reached the shore of the sea, whistled. 
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A similar signal replied to him, and five minutes after a 
boat appeared, rowed by four men. 

The boat approached as near as it could to the shore, 
but there was not water deep enough for it to touch ; and 
Felton walked into the sea up to his waist, being unwilling 
to trust his precious burden to any one. 

Fortunately the storm was beginning to die away, but 
the sea was still rough. The little boat bounded over the 
waves like a nutshell. 

‘ To the sloop,” said Felton, ‘and give way lively.” 

The four men bent to their oars, but the sea was too 
high to let them get much hold of it. 

At all events, they were leaving the castle behind them. 
That was the main thing. The night was extremely dark; 
it was already almost impossible to make out the shore 
from the boat; it was therefore even more difficult to 
make out the boat from the shore. 

A black speck was rocking on the sea. It was the sloop. 

While the boat was advancing with all the speed its four 
oarsmen could give it, Felton untied the cord, and then the 
handkerchief that bound milady’s hands together. Then 
when her hands were loosed he took some sea-water and 
sprinkled it over her face. 

Milady drew a deep breath and opened her eyes. 

“Where am I ?” she asked. 

“Saved,” replied the young officer. 

‘Oh, saved! saved!’ cried she. ‘‘ Yes, there is the 
sky, here is the sea! The air I breathe is the air of liberty ! 
Ah, thank you, Felton, thank you!” 

The young man pressed her to his heart. 

“ But what is the matter with my hands ?” asked milady’'s 3 
“it seems as if my wrists had been crushed in a vice.” 

Milady held out her arms ; her wrists were bruised. 

“ Alas !”’ said Felton, looking at her beautiful hands and 
gently shaking his head. 

* Olygitis nothing, it’s nothing ! ” cried milady ; 
I remember.” 

Milady looked searchingly around her. 

‘ There it is,” said Felton, touching the money-bag with 
his foot. 

They drew near to the sloop. A sailor on watch hailed 
the boat ; the boat replied. 

“ What vessel is this ? ” asked inde 

“One I hired for you.” 

“Where is it going to carry me ? ” 
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“Wherever you please, after you have landed me at 
Portsmouth.” 

“What are you going to do at Portsmouth ? ” asked 
milady. 

a a Lord Winter’s orders,” said Felton, with a gloomy 
smile. 

“What orders ? ” insisted milady. 

“Do you not understand ?” asked Felton. 

‘“ No ; explain yourself, I beg of you.” 

‘ As he mistrusted me, he determined to guard you him- 
self, and sent me in his place to get Buckingham to sign the 
order for your transportation. 

“But if he mistrusted you, how could he confide such 
an order to you ?” 

“Could I be supposed to know what I was the bearer 
en 

“True! And you are going to Portsmouth ?” 

“T have no time to lose. To-morrow is the 23rd, and 
Buckingham sets sail to-morrow with his fleet.” 

““He sets sail to-morrow! Where for ?” 

“For Rochelle.” 

“He must not sail!’ cried milady, forgetting her usual 
presence of mind. 

“Do not worry !”’ replied Felton ; “he will not sail.” 

Milady started withjoy. She had just read to the depths 
of this young man’s heart: Buckingham’s death was written 
there at full length. 

“Felton,” cried she, ‘‘ you are as great as Judas Mac- 
cabæus! If you die, I will die with you; that is all I can 
say to you.” 
| “ Silence!” cried Felton ; ‘‘ we are here.” 

In fact they were grazing the sloop. 

Felton climbed up the ladder first, and gave milady his 
hand, while the sailors supported her, for the sea was still 
very turbulent. 

An instant after they were on the deck. 

“Captain,” said Felton, ‘‘this is the lady of whom I 
spoke to you, and whom you must convey safe and sound 
to France.” 

‘ For a thousand pistoles,” said the captain. 

“I have paid you five hundred of them.” 

‘“ That's correct,” said the captain. 

“And here are the other five hundred,’”’ replied milady, 
placing her hand upon the bag of gold. ; 

“ No,” said the captain, ‘‘ I stick to my bargain, and I 
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agreed with this young man that the other five hundred 
shall not be due me till we arrive at Boulogne.” 

‘ And shall we arrive there ?”’ 

‘Safe and sound,” said the captain; ‘as true as my 
name’s Jack Butler.” 

“Well,” said milady, “if you keep your word, instead of 
five hundred I will give you a thousand pistoles.” 

“Hurrah for you, then, my pretty lady!” cried the 
captain; ‘and may God often send me such passengers 
as your ladyship.” 

“In the meanwhile,’ said Felton, ‘‘convey me to the 
little bay of ; you know it was agreed you should put 
in there.” 

The captain replied by ordering the necessary manceuvres, 
and toward seven o’clock in the morning the little vessel was 
casting anchor in the designated bay. 

During this passage Felton related everything to milady— 
how, instead of going to London, he had hired the little 
vessel ; how he had returned ; how he had scaled the wall 
by fastening cramps in the interstices of the stones as he 
ascended, to give him foothold; and how, when he had 
reached the bars, he fastened his ladder. Milady knew the 
rest. 

Milady tried to encourage Felton in his project, but at the 
first words that issued from her mouth she plainly saw that 
the young fanatic stood more in need of being moderated 
than urged on. 

It was agreed that milady should wait for Felton till ten 
o’clock. If he did not return by ten o’clock, she was to 
sail without him. 

Then, in case he was free, he was to rejoin her in France, 
at the convent of the Carmelites, at Béthune. 


CHAPTER: + LIX. 
WHAT TOOK PLACE AT PORTSMOUTH, AUGUST 23, 1628. 


FELToN took leave of milady as a brother about to go for 
a mere walk takes leave of his sister—by kissing her hand. 
His whole person appeared in its ordinary state of calm- 
ness, only an unusual fire beamed from his eyes, like the 
glow of a fever; his brow was even paler than usual, his 
teeth were set, and his speech had a short, dry accent, in- 
dicating that something dark was going on within him. 
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As long as he remained in the boat which conveyed him 
to land he kept his face toward milady, who, standing on 
the deck, followed him with her eyes. Both felt sufficiently 
relieved from the fear of pursuit. No one ever came into 
milady’s apartment before nine o’clock, and it would require 
three hours to go from the castle to London. 

Felton leaped ashore, climbed the little ascent leading to 
the top of the beach, saluted milady a last time, and took 
his course toward the city. 

At the end of a hundred paces, as the ground kept sloping 
down, he could, on turning round, only see the mast of the 
sloop. 

He immediately ran in the direction of Portsmouth, 
which he saw about half a mile before him, standing out 
in the haze of the morning, with its towers and houses. 

Beyond Portsmouth the sea was covered with vessels, the 
masts of which, like a forest of poplars stripped by the 
winter, were swaying with each breath of the wind. 

Felton in his swift walk reviewed all the accusations, 
true or false, with which two years of mature meditations 
and long residence among the Puritans had armed him 
against the favourite of James I. and Charles I. 

When he compared this minister’s public crimes—startling 
crimes, European crimes, if we may say so—with the private 
and unknown crimes with which milady had charged him, 
Felton found that the more culpable of the two men who 
composed Buckingham’s character was the one whose life 
the public did not know. This was because his love, so 
strange, so new, and so ardent, made him view Lady 
Winter’s infamous and imaginary accusations as, through 
a magnifying glass, we see frightful monsters which are in 
reality only atoms imperceptibly small compared to ants. 

The swiftness of his walk heated his blood still more. 
The idea that he was leaving behind him, exposed to a 
frightful vengeance, the woman whom he loved, or rather 
adored as a saint, the emotion he had experienced, his 
pisces fatigue—all together exalted his mind above human 

eeling 

He pur Portsmouth about eight o’clock in the morn- 
ing. The whole population was on foot. Drums were 
beating in the streets and in the port. The troops about 
to be embarked were marching toward the sea. 

Felton arrived at the palace of the Admiralty covered 
with dust and streaming with perspiration. His face, 
usually so pale, was purple with heat and passion. The 
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sentinel was about to keep him away, but Felton called 
to the officer of the post, and drawing from his pocket the 
letter of which he was the bearer,— 

‘ À pressing message from Lord Winter,” said he. 

At the name of Lord Winter, who was known to be one oi 
his Grace’s most intimate friends, the officer of the post 
gave orders to pass Felton, who, indeed, wore a naval 
officer’s uniform. 

Felton darted into the palace. 

At the moment he entered the vestibule another mar 
was entering likewise, covered with dust and out of breath, 
leaving at the gate a post-horse, which, as soon as he had 
alighted from it, sank down exhausted. 

Felton and he addressed Patrick, the duke’s confidential 
valet, at the same moment. Felton named Lord Winter 
The stranger would give no name, and asserted that he 
could make himself known to the duke alone. Each in- 
sisted on being admitted before the other. 

Patrick, who knew Lord Winter had official dealings and 
friendly relations with the duke, gave the preference to the 
one who came in his name. The other was forced to wait, 
and it was easy to see how he cursed the delay. 

The valet led Felton through a large hall, in which were 
waiting the deputies from Rochelle, headed by the Prince 
de Soubise, and introduced him into a closet, where Buck- 
ingham, just out of the bath, was finishing his toilet, on 
which, as usual, he was bestowing extraordinary atten- 
tion. 

“ Lieutenant Felton, from Lord Winter,” said Patrick. 

‘ From Lord Winter ! ”” repeated Buckingham. “ Let him 
come in.” 

Felton entered. Buckingham was in the act of throwing 
on a couch a rich dressing-gown worked with gold, to put 
on a blue velvet doublet embroidered with pearls. 

“Why did not the baron come himself ? ” demanded 
Buckingham. “I expected him this morning.” 

“He desired me to tell your Grace,” replied Felton, 
“that he very much regretted not having that honour, but 
that he was prevented by the guard he is obliged to keep 
at the castle.” 

e Yes, ves,” said Buckingham; ‘I know he has a 
prisoner.’ 

“I wish to speak to your Grace of that prisoner,” replied 
Felton. 

‘ Well, then, speak ! ” 
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‘What I have to say of her can only be heard by your- 
self, my lord ! ” 

‘Leave us, Patrick,” said Buckingham, “ but remain 
within sound of the bell. I will call you presently.” 

Patrick went out. 

‘We are alone, sir,” said Buckingham ; ‘speak ! ” 

“My lord,” said Felton, ‘‘the Baron Winter wrote to 
you the other day to request you to sign an order of 
embarkation relative to a young woman named Charlotte 
Backson.”’ 

“Yes, sir; and I answered him that if he would bring or 
send me the order I would sign it.” 

“ Here it is, my lord.” 

“ Give it to me,”’ said the duke. 

And taking it from Felton, he cast a rapid glance over 
the paper. Then perceiving that it was the one that had 
been mentioned to him, he laid it on the table, took a pen, 
and prepared to sign it. 

“Pardon, my lord,” said Felton, stopping the duke ; 
“put does your Grace know that Charlotte Backson is not 
this young woman’s real name ? ” 

“Yes, sir, I know it,” replied the duke, dipping the pen 
into the ink. 

“Then your Grace knows her real name ?”’ asked Felton, 
in a sharp tone. 

“T know it.” 

And the duke put the pen to the paper. Felton grew pale. 

“And knowing her real name, my lord,” replied Felton, 
will you sign it all the same ? ”’ 

‘I certainly will,” said Buckingham, “‘ and sooner twice 
than once.” 

“T cannot believe,” continued Felton, in a voice that 
became sharper and harsher, ‘“‘ that your Grace knows that 
this concerns Lady Winter.” 

‘I know it perfectly well, though I am astonished that 
you know it.” 

“ And will your Grace sign that order without remorse ? ” 

Buckingham looked at the young man haughtily. 

“Indeed, sir, do you know you are asking me strange 
questions, and that I am very silly to reply to them ? ” 

“ Reply to them, my lord,” said Felton; ‘the circum- 
stances are more serious than perhaps you imagine.” 

Buckingham reflected that the young man, coming from 
Lord Winter, very likely spoke in his name, and softened 
his manner a little. 
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“Without remorse,’”’ said he. “ And the baron knows as 
well as myself that Lady Winter is a very guilty woman 
and it is almost equivalent to pardoning her to reduce he 
punishment to transportation.” 

The duke put his pen to the paper. 

‘You will not sign that order, my lord!” said Felton, 
taking a step toward the duke. 

“Not sign this order!” said Buckingham. “ And why 
not ?” 

“Because you will look into your own heart, and you 
will do justice to Lady Winter.” 

Pal should do justice to Lady Winter by sending her to 
Tyburn,” said Buckingham ; “‘ Lady Winter is an infamous 
woman.” 

“My lord, Lady Winter is an angel. You know that she 
is, and I demand her liberty of you.” 

“Come, come !”” exclaimed Buckingham ; “ are you mad 
to speak to me in this manner ? ” 

“My lord, excuse me! I speak as I can; I am restrain- 
ing myself. But, my lord, think of what you are on the 
point of doing, and beware lest you go too far!” 

‘What do you say ? God pardon me!” cried Bucking- 
ham; ‘I think he threatens me!” 

‘No, my lord, I still pray; and I say to you, One drop 
of water suffices to make the full vase overflow; one slight 
fault may draw down punishment on the life spared in spite 
of so many crimes.” 

‘Mr. Felton,” said Buckingham, “you will please tc 
withdraw, and place yourself under arrest immediately.” 

“You shall hear me to the end, my lord! You seduced 
this young girl, you outraged, defiled her! Repair your 
crimes toward her, let her go free, and I will not require 
anything else from you.” 

“You will not require!”’ said Buckingham, looking at 
Felton with astonishment, and dwelling upon each syllable 
of the four words which he had just pronounced. 

“My lord,” continued Felton, becoming more excited as 
he spoke—" my lord, beware! All England is weary of 
your iniquities. My lord, you have abused the royal power, 
which you have almost usurped. My lord, you are held in 
horror by God and men. God will punish you hereafter, but 
I will punish you here!” 

“Ah, this is too much!” cried Buckingham, taking a 
step toward the door. | 

Felton barred his passage. | 
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“‘T ask it humbly of you, my lord,” said he; ‘‘sign the 
rder for Lady Winter’s liberation. Reflect—she is a 
woman you have dishonoured.” 

“ Withdraw, sir,” said Buckingham, “or I will call my 
ttendant and have you placed in irons.” 

“You shall not call,” said Felton, throwing himself be- 
ween the duke and the bell, placed on a silver-mounted 
tand. “‘ Beware, my lord ; you are in God’s hands!” 

“In the devil’s hands, you mean!” cried Buckingham, 
aising his voice so as to attract the notice of his people 
without absolutely calling. 

“Sign, my lord—sign Lady Winter’s liberation,” said 
Felton, holding a paper to the duke. 

‘ What! by force? You are joking !—Hello, Patrick!” 

“Sign, my lord!” 

“Never” 

“Never?” 

“Help!” cried the duke, and at the same time sprang 
coward his sword. 

But Felton gave him no time to draw it. He held the 
snife with which milady had stabbed herself open in his 
>osom. With one bound he was on the duke. 

At that moment Patrick entered the room, crying,— 

** A letter from France, my lord!” 

“From France!” cried Buckingham, forgetting every- 
thing on thinking from whom that letter came. 

Felton took advantage of this moment, and plunged the 
cnife into his side up to the handle. 

‘Ah, traitor!” cried Buckingham, “thou hast killed 
mentite 

‘ Murder ! ” screamed Patrick. 

Felton cast his eyes round for means of escape, and seeing 
he door free, he rushed into the next chamber, in which, 
1s we said, the deputies from Rochelle were waiting, crossed 
t as quickly as possible, and sprang toward the staircase. 
But on the first step he met Lord Winter, who, seeing him 
yale, wild, livid, and stained with blood, both on his hands 
and face, seized him by the throat, crying,— 

‘I knew it! I guessed it! A minute too late! Oh, 
infortunate, unfortunate that Iam!”’ 

Felton made no resistance. Lord Winter placed him in 
he hands of the guards, who led him, until they should 
‘eceive fresh orders, to a little terrace looking out over the 
ea ; and then he rushed into Buckingham’s room. 

At the cry uttered by the duke and Patrick’s scream the 
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man whom Felton had met in the antechamber darted into 
the closet. à 

He found the duke lying on a sofa, with his hand pressed 
convulsively over the wound. 

‘“ La Porte,” said the duke in a faint voice—"* La Porte, 
do you come from her ? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur,” replied Anne of Austria’s faithful 
cloakbearer, “ but too late, perhaps.” 

“ Silence, La Porte ; you may be overheard.—Patrick, let 
no one enter.—Oh, I shall not know what she says to me ! 
—My God! I am dying!” 

And the duke fainted. 

In the meanwhile Lord Winter, the deputies, the leaders 
of the expedition, the officers of Buckingham’s household, 
had all made their way into the chamber. Cries of despair 
resounded on all sides. The news which filled the palace 
with tears and groans soon became known, and spread 
throughout the city. 

The report of a cannon announced that something new 
and unexpected had taken place. 

Lord Winter was tearing his hair. 

“Too late by a minute!” cried he, “too late by a 
minute! Oh, my God, my God! what a misfortune !”’ 

In fact, he had been informed at seven o’clock in the 
morning that a rope ladder was swaying from one of the 
castle windows. He had hastened to milady’s chamber, 
found it empty, the window open and the bars filed, had 
remembered the verbal caution D’Artagran had transmitted 
to him by his messenger, had trembled for the duke, and 
running to the stable, without taking time to have a horse 
saddled, had jumped upon the first he came to, had galloped 
off at full speed, had alighted in the courtyard, had ascended 
the stairs precipitately, and on the top step, as we have said, 
had met Felton. 

The duke, however, was not dead. He recovered a little, 
opened his eyes, and hope revived in all hearts. 

““Gentlemen,”’ said he, “‘ leave me alone with Patrick and 
La Porte.—Ah, is that you, De Winter ? You sent me a 
strange madman this morning. See what a condition he 
has brought me to ! ” 

“Oh, my lord!” cried the baron, “I shall never console 
myself for it.” 

‘And you would be quite wrong, my dear De Winter,” 
said Buckingham, holding out his hand to him; “I do 
not know the man who deserves being regretted during 
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the whole of another man’s life. But leave us, I pray 
you.” 

The baron went out sobbing. 

Only the wounded duke, La Porte, and Patrick remained 
in the closet. A surgeon had been sent for, but none could 
be found. 

“You will live, my lord, you will live!” repeated Anne 
of Austria’s faithful servant, on his knees before the duke’s 
sofa. 

“What did she write me?” said Buckingham feebly, 
streaming with blood and suppressing his frightful agony to 
speak of her he loved ; ‘what did she write me? Read 
me her letter.” 

“Oh, my lord !”’ said-La Porte. 

“Obey, La Porte.’ Do you not see I have no time to 
lose ? ” 

La Porte broke the seal and placed the paper before the 
duke’s eyes ; but Buckingham tried in vain to make out 
the writing. 

‘Read it!’ said he—‘ read it! I cannot see. Read, 
then! for soon, perhaps, I shall not hear, and I shall die 
without knowing what she has written me.” 

La Porte made no further objection, and read,— 


“ MILorD,—By what I have suffered by you and for you 
since I have known you, I conjure you, if you have any care 
for my repose, to interrupt those great armaments which 
you are preparing against France, to put an end to a war 
the ostensible cause of which is publicly said to be religion, 
and the hidden and real cause of which is privately whis- 
pered to be your love for me. This war may bring not only 
great catastrophes on England and France, but misfortunes 
on you, milord, for which I should never console myself. 

‘* Be careful of your life, which is threatened, and which 
will be dear to me from the moment I am not obliged to see 
an enemy in you.—Your affectionate ANNE.” 


Buckingham collected all his remaining strength to listen 
to the reading of the letter. Then when it was ended, as 
if he had met with a bitter disappointment in it,— 

“Have you nothing else to say to me verbally, La 
Porte ?”’ asked he. 

““Yes, monseigneur. The queen charged me to bid you 
be on your guard, for she has been informed that your 
assassination would be attempted.” 

18 
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“And is that all, is that all?” replied Buckinghan 
impatiently. 

“ She likewise charged me to tell you that she still lovec 

ou.” 
Mee Ah,” said Buckingham, ‘‘ God be praised! My death 
then, will not be to her as the death of a stranger.” 

La Porte burst into tears. 

“ Patrick,” said the duke, ‘ bring me the casket in whicl 
the diamond studs were kept.” 

Patrick brought the object desired, which La Porte recog: 
nized as having belonged to the queen. 

“Now the white satin sachet on which her monogram i 
embroidered in pearls.” 

Patrick again obeyed. 

“Here, La Porte,” said Buckingham, ‘‘ these are the onl; 
remembrances I ever received from her—this silver caske 
and these two letters. You will restore them to he 
Majesty ; and as a last memorial ’’—he looked round fo: 
some valuable object—“‘ you will add to them à 

He still looked ; but his eyes, darkened by death, sav 
only the knife which had fallen from Felton’s hand, stil 
steaming with the red blood spread over its blade. 

“And you will add to them this knife,” said the duke 
pressing the hand of La Porte. 

He had just strength enough to place the sachet at the 
bottom of the silver casket, and to let the knife fall into it 
making a sign to La Porte that he was no longer able tc 
speak. Then, in a last convulsion, which he had no longe 
the power to resist, he slipped from the sofa to the floor. 

Patrick uttered a loud cry. 

Buckingham tried to smile a last time, but death checkec 
his wish, which remained graven on his brow like a last kis: 
of love. 

At this moment the duke’s surgeon arrived, quite terrified 
He was already on board the admiral’s ship, where they had 
been obliged to go for him. 

He approached the duke, took his hand, held it for ar 
instant in his own, and letting it fall,— 

“ All is useless,’”’ said he; ‘“‘ he is dead.” 

‘“ Dead ! dead!” cried Patrick. 

At this cry all the crowd came again into the apartment, and 
everywhere nothing but consternation and tumult prevailed. 

As soon as Lord Winter saw Buckingham was dead he 
ran to Felton, whom the soldiers were still guarding on the 
terrace of the palace. 
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“Miserable wretch!” said he to the young man, who 
since Buckingham’s death had regained the coolness and 
self-possession which was never again to abandon him— 
“miserable wretch! What hast thou done ?” 

‘I have avenged myself ! ” said he. 

“‘ Avenged yourself!” said the baron. ‘‘ Rather-say that 
you have served as an instrument for that cursed woman. 
But I swear to you that this crime shall be her last.”’ 

“T don’t know what you mean,” replied Felton quietly, 
“and I am ignorant of whom you are speaking, my lord. 
I killed the Duke of Buckingham because he twice refused 
your request to have me appointed captain. I punished 
him for his injustice, that is all.” 

De Winter, stupefied. looked on while the soldiers bound 
sue and did not know what to think of such insensi- 

ility. 

One thing alone, however, cast a shade over Felton’s 
pallid brow. At every noise he heard the simple Puritan 
tancied he recognized milady’s step and voice coming to 
throw herself into his arms, to accuse herself and meet 
death with him. 

Suddenly he started. His eyes became fixed upon a point 
of the sea which the terrace where he was overlooked. With 
a sailor’s eagle eye, he had recognized there, where another 
would have seen only a gull hovering over the waves, the 
sail of the sloop, sailing toward the coast of France. 

He grew deadly pale, placed his hand on his breaking 
heart, and perceived how he had been betrayed. 

“One last favour, my lord !”’ said he to the baron. 

' “ What is that ?”’ replied his lordship. 

“What time is it ?” 

The baron drew out his watch. 

“Tt wants ten minutes to nine,” said he. 

Milady had hastened her departure by an hour and a half. 
As soon as she heard the cannon announcing the fatal event, 
she had ordered the anchor to be weighed. 

The vessel was sailing away under a blue sky at a great 
distance from the coast. 

‘ God has so willed it!” said he, with a fanatic’s resig- 
nation, but without, however, being able to take his eyes 
from that ship, on board of which he doubtless fancied he 
could distinguish the white phantom of her to whom his 
life was to be sacrificed. 

Lord Winter followed his look, observed his suffering, 
and guessed all. 
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‘Be punished alone, in the first place, miserable man!” 
said Lord Winter to Felton, who allowed himself to be 
dragged away with his eyes turned toward the sea; ‘but 
I swear to you, by the memory of my brother whom I 
loved so much, that your accomplice is not saved.” 

Felton hung down his head without pronouncing a 
syllable. 

Lord Winter descended the stairs rapidly, and went to 
the port. 


CHAPTER LX. 
IN FRANCE. 


Tue first fear of the king of England, Charles I., on 
learning of the duke’s death, was that such terrible news 
might discourage the Rochellais. He tried, says Richelieu 
in his memoirs, to conceal it from them as long as possible, 
closing all the ports of his kingdom, and carefully keeping 
watch that no vessel should go out until the army which 
Buckingham was getting together had set sail, taking upon 
himself, in default of Buckingham, to superintend its de- 
parture. 

He carried the strictness of this order so far as to detain 
in England the ambassadors of Denmark, who had taken 
leave, and the ordinary ambassador of Holland, who was 
to take back to the port of Flushing the Indian merchant- 
men which Charles I. had caused to be restored to the 
United Provinces. 

But as it did not occur to him to give this order till five 
hours after the event—that is to say, till two o’clock in the 
afternoon—two vessels had already left the port, one 
bearing, as we know, milady, who, already anticipating the 
event, was further confirmed in that belief by seeing the 
black flag flying at the mast-head of the admiral’s ship. 

As to the second vessel, we will relate hereafter whom it 
carried and how it set sail. 

During all this time nothing new happened in the camp 
at Rochelle. Only the king, who was much bored as usual, 
but perhaps a little more so in the camp than elsewhere, 
resolved to go incognito and spend the festival of St. 
Louis at St. Germain, and asked the cardinal to order 
him an escort of twenty musketeers only. The cardinal, 
who was sometimes affected by the king’s unrest, granted 
this leave of absence with great pleasure to his royal lieu- 
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tenant, who promised to return about the 15th of Sep- 
tember. 

M. de Tréville, on being informed by his Eminence, 
PE his portmanteau, and as, without knowing the cause, 

e knew the great desire and even imperative need that 
his friends had of returning to Paris, he fixed on them, of 
course, to form part of the escort. 

The four young men heard the news a quarter of an hour 
after M. de Tréville, for they were the first to whom he 
communicated it. Then D’Artagnan appreciated the favour 
the cardinal had conferred on him by transferring him at 
last to the musketeers, for had it not been for that circum- 
stance, he would have been forced to remain in the camp 
while his companions leit it. 

His impatience to return toward Paris, of course, had 
for its cause the danger which Madame Bonacieux would 
run of meeting at the convent of Béthune with milady, 
her mortal enemy. Aramis, therefore, as we have said, 
had written immediately to Marie Michon, the seamstress 
at Tours, who had such fine acquaintances, to obtain from 
the queen permission for Madame Bonacieux to leave the 
convent, and to retire either into Lorraine or Belgium. 
They had not long to wait for an answer, and eight or ten 
days later Aramis received the following letter :— 


““My DEAR Cousin,—Here is my sister’s permission to 
withdraw our little servant from the convent of Béthune, 
the air of which you think does not agree with her. My 
sister sends you her permission with great pleasure, for she 
is very fond of the little girl, to whom she intends to be 
more serviceable hereafter.—I salute you, 

“Marie MicHoN.” 


In this letter was enclosed an order conceived in these 
terms :— 


“The superior of the convent of Béthune will place in the 
hands of the person who shall present this note to her the 
novice who entered the convent on my recommendation and 
under my patronage. 

‘* At the Louvre, August 10, 1628. ANNE.” 


It may be easily imagined how the relationship between 
Aramis and a seamstress who called the queen her sister 
amused the young men; but Aramis begged his friends 
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not to revert to the subject again, declaring that if anothe 
single word were said to him about it, he would never agai 
employ his cousin to interfere in such affairs. 

There was no more talk, therefore, of Marie Micho 
among the four musketeers, who, besides, had what the 
wanted—that is to say, the order for withdrawing Madam 
Bonacieux from the convent of the Carmelites at Béthune 
To be sure this order would not be of great use to ther 
while they were in camp at Rochelle—that is to say, a 
the other end of France. So D’Artagnan was on the poin 
of asking leave of absence of M. de Tréviile, at the sam 
time candidly confiding to him the importance of hi 
departure, when the news was transmitted to him, as we 
as to his three friends, that the king was about to set ou 
for Paris with an escort of twenty musketeers, and tha 
they formed part of the escort. 

Their joy was great. They sent their lackeys on in advance 
with the baggage, and set out on the morning of the 16th. 

The cardinal accompanied his Majesty from Surgéres t 
Mauzé, and there the king and his minister took leave o 
each other with great demonstrations of friendship. 

The king, however, who was after amusement, whil 
travelling as fast as possible—for he was anxious to b 
in Paris by the 23rd—stopped from time to time t 
fly the magpie, a pastime the taste for which had bee: 
formerly inspired in him by De Luynes, and for which h 
had always preserved a great liking. Sixteen of the twent 
musketeers, when the thing happened, rejoiced greatly a 
this relaxation, but four cursed it heartily. D’Artagna: 
in particular had a perpetual buzzing in his ears, whic 
Porthos explained in this way,— 

“ A very great lady has told me that that means somebod 
is talking of you somewhere.” 

At length the escort passed through Paris on the 23rc 
in the night. The king thanked M. de Tréville, an 
permitted him to give out furloughs of four days, on con 
dition that not one of those so favoured should appear i 
any public place, under penalty of the Bastille. 

The first four furloughs granted, as may be imaginec 
were to our four friends. Moreover, Athos obtained c 
M. de Trévilie six days instead of four, and got these si 
days lengthened by two nights more, for they set out o 
the 24th at five o’clock in the evening, and as a furthe 
kindness, M. de Tréville post-dated the furlough to th 
morning ‘of the 25th. 
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‘Good Lord!” said D’Artagnan, who, as we know, 
never scrupled at anything ; ‘it seems to me we are making 
a great trouble for a very simple thing. In two days, by 
using up two or three horses (which I care little about, as I 
have money), I am at Béthune, I present my letter from 
the queen to the superior, and I bring back the dear treas- 
ure | go to seek, not into Lorraine, not into Belgium, but 
to Paris, where she will be much better concealed, particu- 
larly while the cardinal is at Rochelle. Then once back from 
the campaign, half by the protection of her cousin, half as 
a favour for what we have personally done for her, we shall 
obtain from the queen what we desire. Stay here, then, and 
do not exhaust yourselves with useless fatigue. Myself and 
Planchet are all that such a simple expedition requires.” 

To this Athos replied calmly, — 

““We also have money left, for I have not yet drunk 
up all my share of the diamond, and Porthos and Aramis 
have not entirely eaten theirs. So we will use up four horses 
as well as one. But consider, D’Artagnan,’’ added he, ina 
tone so solemn that it made the young man shudder—‘“ con- 
sider that Béthune is a city where the cardinal agreed to 
meet a woman, who, wherever she goes, brings misery with 
her. If you had only to deal with four men, D’Artagnan, 
I would let you go alone. You have to do with that woman. 
All four of us will go; and I hope to God that, with our 
four lackeys, there may be enough of us.” 

“You terrify me, Athos!” cried D’Artagnan. ‘But 
what do you fear ? ” 

i“ Everything ! ” replied Athos. 

D’Artagnan studied his companions’ faces, which, like 
Athos’s, wore an expression of deep anxiety, and they con- 
tinued their route as fast as their horses could carry them, 
but without adding another word. 

On the evening of the 25th, as they were entering Arras, 
and as D’Artagnan was dismounting at the tavern of the 
Golden Harrow to drink a glass of wine, a horseman 
came out of the post-yard, where he had just had a relay, 
starting off at a gallop, with a fresh horse, on the road to 
Paris. At the moment he was passing through the gateway 
into the street the wind blew open the cloak in which he 
was wrapped, though it was August, and lifted his hat, 
which the traveller seized with his hand just as it left his 
head, and pulled it down quickly over his eyes. 

D’Artagnan, who had his eyes fixed on this man, became 
very pale, and let his glass fall. 
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come, gentlemen, gentlemen! My master is ill! ” 

The three friends hastened to D’Artagnan, but instead c 
finding him ill, met him running for his horse. They stoppe 
him at the door. 

““ Now, where the devil are you going in this way ? ” crie 
Athos. 

“It is he!” cried D’Artagnan, pale with passion, an 
with the sweat on his brow; “it is he! Let me overtak 
him ! LE] 

“ He—who ?”’ asked Athos. 

“ He—my man! ” 

“What man ? ” 

“That cursed man, my evil genius, whom I have alway 
seen when threatened by some ‘misfortune ; he who accom 
panied the horrible woman when I met her for the firs 
time; he whom I was seeking when I offended our frien 
Athos ; he whom I saw on the very morning of the da 
Madame Bonacieux was carried off! Ijustsaw him! I 
is he! I recognized him when his cloak blew open ! ” 

‘ The devil! ” said Athos musingly. 

“To horse, gentlemen, to horse! Let us pursue him 
We shall overtake him ! ” 

“My dear friend,” said Aramis, ‘remember that he’ 
gone in an opposite direction to that in which we are going 
that he has a fresh horse, and ours are fatigued ; that con 
sequently we shall disable our own horses without even th 
chance of overtaking him. Let the man go, D’Artagnan 
let us save the woman.” 

“Hello, sir!’’ cried an hostler, running out and lookin 
after the unknown—“‘hello, sir! here is a paper whic 
dropped out of your hat. Hello, sir! Hello!” 

“Friend,”’ said D’Artagnan, ‘‘a half-pistole for tha 
paper!” 

“ Faith, sir, with great pleasure! Here itis!” 

The hostler, delighted with the good day’s work he ha 
done, went into the yard again. D’Artagnan unfolded th 

aper. 

‘ Well ? ’”’ eagerly demanded all his three friends, sur 
rounding him. 

‘ Only one word ! ” said D’Artagnan. 

“Yes,” said Aramis; ‘‘ but that one word is the name o 
some town or village.”’ 

‘ Armentières !’’ read Porthos—‘ Armentières! I don’ 
know it.” 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 547 


““ And that name of a town or village is written in her 
hand !”’ cried Athos. 

‘Come on! come on!” said D’Artagnan; “let us keep 
that paper carefully ; perhaps I have not lost my last pistole. 
To horse, my friends, to horse ! ” 

And the four friends galloped off on the road to Béthune. 


CHAPTER LX. 
THE CARMELITE CONVENT AT BETHUNE. 


GREAT Criminals carry with them a kind of predestination, 
causing them to surmount all obstacles, causing them to 
escape all dangers up to the moment which Providence, ex- 
hausted, has designated as the reef of their impious fortunes. 

Thus it was with milady. She passed through the cruisers 
of both nations, and reached Boulogne without accident. 

On landing at Portsmouth milady was an Englishwoman, 
driven from Rochelle by the persecutions of the French. On 
landing at Boulogne, after a two days’ passage, she claimed 
to be a Frenchwoman, whom the English persecuted at 
Portsmouth, out of their hatred for France. ; 

Milady had likewise the most efficacious of passports— 
her beauty, her noble appearance, and the generosity with 
which she scattered pistoles. Freed from the usual formali- 
ties by the affable smile and gallant manners of an old gov- 
ernor of the port, who kissed her hand, she only stayed long 
enough at Boulogne to post a letter, conceived in the follow- 
ing terms :— 


“To his Eminence Monseigneur Cardinal Richelieu, in his 
camp before Rochelle :— 


“Monseigneur, let your Eminence be reassured: his 
Grace the Duke of Buckingham wzl/ not set out for France. 
‘ Boulogne, evening of the 25th. 
“LADY DE ——., 


“ P.S.—According to your Eminence’s desire, I am going 
to the convent of the Carmelites at Béthune, where I will 
await your orders.” 


In fact, that same evening milady began her journey. 
Night overtook her. She stopped and slept at an inn. 
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At five o’clock the next morning she was on her way agait 
and three hours later entered Béthune. 

She inquired for the Carmelite convent, and went to - 
immediately. 

The superior came to meet her. Milady showed her th 
cardinal’s order. The abbess assigned her a chamber, an 
had breakfast served. 

All the past was already effaced from this woman’s eye 
and her looks, fixed on the future, beheld only the hig 
fortunes reserved for her by the cardinal, whom she had s 
successfully served without his name being in any wa 
mixed up with the sanguinary affair. The ever-new pa: 
sions consuming her gave to her life the appearance of thos 
clouds which float in the sky, reflecting sometimes its azur 
sometimes the fire, sometimes the opaque blackness of th 
tempest, and which leave behind them no traces on the eart 
but devastation and death. 

After breakfast the abbess came to pay hera visit. Ther 
are very few distractions in the cloister, and the good mothe: 
superior was eager to make acquaintance with her new ir 
mate. 

Milady wished to please the abbess. Now this was a 
easy matter for a woman so really superior as she wa: 
She tried to be agreeable. She was charming, and won th 
good nun by her varied conversation, and by the graces « 
her whole person. 

The abbess, who was the daughter of a noble house, too 
particular delight in those stories of the court which s 
seldom travel to the extremities of the kingdom, and whicl 
above all, have so much difficulty in penetrating the wal 
of convents, on whose thresholds the noise of the worl 
dies away. 

Milady, on the contrary, was quite conversant with a 
aristocratic intrigues, in the midst of which she had cor 
stantly lived for five or six years. So she made it he 
business to entertain the good abbess with the mundan 
practices of the court of France, mixed with the king 
extravagant devotions. She related to her the entire budge 
of gossip and scandal concerning the lords and ladies of th 
court, whom the abbess knew perfectly by name; touche 
lightly on the amours of the queen and the Duke of Buck 
ingham, talking a great deal to induce her auditor to talk 
little. 

But the abbess was content to listen and smile, withou 
replying at all. Milady, however, saw that this style « 
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conversation amused her very much, and continued. But 
now she let the conversation fall on the cardinal. 

But here she was greatly embarrassed. She did not 
know whether the abbess was a royalist or a cardinalist ; 
she therefore confined herself to a prudent middle course. 
But the abbess on her part maintained a still more prudent 
reserve, contenting herself with making a profound inclina- 
tion of the head every time that the fair traveller pro- 
nounced his Eminence’s name. 

Milady began to think she should be very greatly bored 
in the convent ; so she resolved to risk something, in order 
immediately to know how to act afterwards. Desirous of 
seeing how far the good abbess’s discretion would go, she 
began to tell a scandal, carefully veiled at first, but very 
circumstantial afterwards, about the cardinal, relating the 
minister’s amours with Madame d’Aiguillon, Marion de 
Lorme, and several other women of easy virtue. 

The abbess listened more attentively, grew animated by 
degrees, and smiled. 

“Good!” thought milady; ‘she likes my conversa- 
tion. Ifshe is a cardinalist, she has no fanaticism, at least, 
ary Ko 

She then went on to describe the persecutions wreaked by 
the cardinal on his enemies. The abbess only crossed her- 
self without approving or disapproving. This confirmed 
milady in her opinion that the nun was rather a royalist 
than a cardinalist. Milady, therefore, continued colouring 
her narrations more and more. 

‘I am very ignorant about all these matters,” said the 
abbess at length; ‘“ but though we are distant from the 
court and remote from the interests of the world, we have 
very sad examples of what you have related ; and one of 
our inmates has suffered much from the cardinal’s vengeance 
and persecution.” 

“One of your inmates!” said milady. ‘‘O Heavens! 
Poor woman, I pity her, then ! ” 

‘“ And you are right, for she is much to be pitied. Im- 
prisonment, threats, ill-treatment—she has suffered every- 
thing. But after all,” resumed the abbess, ‘the cardinal 
has perhaps plausible motives for acting thus ; and though 
she has the look of an angel, we must not always judge 
people by appearances.” 

‘ Good ! ” said milady to herself; “who knows! Per- 
haps I am about to discover something here, I am in 
luck!” 
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And she tried to give her countenance an appearance o 
perfect candour. 

“ Alas ! ” said milady, “‘I know it is so. It is said that 
we must not believe in faces. But in what, then, shall we 
place confidence, if not in the most beautiful work of the 
Lord ? I shall be deceived all my life, perhaps, but | 
shall always have faith in a person whose face inspires me 
with sympathy.” 

“You would, then, be tempted to believe,” said the 
abbess, ‘that this young woman is innocent ? ” 

‘ The cardinal does not only pursue crimes,” said she 
“there are certain virtues which he pursues more severely 
than certain offences.”’ 

‘Permit me, madame, to express my surprise,” said the 
abbess. 

‘ At what ?”’ asked milady naively. 

“ At the language you use.” 

‘What do you find so astonishing in my language ? ” 
asked milady, smiling. 

“You are the cardinal’s friend, for he sends you here, and 

et——"” 
— And yet I speak ill of him,” replied milady, finishing 
the mother-superior’s thought. 

“At least, you don’t speak well of him.” 

“That is because I am not his friend,” said she, sighing, 
“but his victim ! ” 

‘But yet the letter in which he recommends you to me ?” 

“Is an order for me to keep myself in a kind of prison 
from which he will release me through some of his satel- 
lites.” 

‘ But why did you not escape ?” 

“Where should I go ? Do you believe there is a spot 
on earth which the cardinal cannot reach, if he takes the 
trouble to stretch forth his hand ? If I were a man, that 
might really be possible; but what can a woman do: 
This young inmate of yours—has she tried to escape ? ” 

No, she has not; but she—that is another thing cat 
believe she i is detained in France by some love affair.” 

‘ Then,” said milady, with a sigh ‘‘if she is in love, she 
is not altogether wretched.” 

“ And so,” said the abbess, looking at her with i increasing 
interest, ‘ I behold another poor persecuted woman ?’ 

“Alas, yes ! ” said milady. 

The abbess looked at her for an instant anxiously, as if 
a fresh thought were rising in her mind. 
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“You are not an enemy of our holy faith ?” said she 
hesitatingly. 

“TI?” cried milady ; “I a Protestant? Ohno! I call 
to witness the God who hears us that, on the contrary, I 
am a fervent Catholic ! ” 

‘Then, madame,’ said the abbess, smiling, “be re- 
assured. The house in which you are will not be a very 
hard prison, and we will do all in our power to make you 
love your captivity. You will find here, moreover, that 
young woman who is persecuted, no doubt, in consequence 
of some court intrigue. She is amiable and courteous.” 

“What is her name ? ” 

“She was sent to me by some one of very high rank, 
under the name of Kitty. I have made no effort to learn 
her other name.” 

“ Kitty ! ” cried milady ; “what! Are you sure ?” 

“That she is called so? Yes, madame. Do you know 
her i 

Milady smiled to herself at the idea which had occurred 
to her, that this might be her former waiting-maid. There 
was connected with the recollection of this girl a recollection 
of anger; and a desire of vengeance disordered milady’s 
features, which, however, immediately recovered the calm 
and benevolent expression which this woman of a hundred 
faces had for a moment allowed them to lose. 

““ And when can I see this young lady, for whom I already 
feel so great a sympathy ?”’ asked milady. 

‘Why, this evening,” said the abbess ; ‘even during the 
day. But you told me you had been travelling these four 
days. This morning you rose at five o’clock ; you must need 
rest. Goto bed and sleep ; at dinner-time we will wake you.” 

Though milady would very willingly have gone without 
sleep, sustained as she was by all the excitements that a 
fresh adventure was awakening in her heart, ever thirsting 
for intrigues, she nevertheless accepted the mother-superior’s 
advice. During the preceding twelve or fifteen days she 
had experienced so many different emotions that if her 
iron frame was still capable of supporting fatigue, her mind 
required repose. 

She therefore took leave of the abbess and went to bed, 
gently rocked by the ideas of vengeance which the name of 
Kitty had naturally evoked. She remembered that almost 
unlimited promise which the cardinal had given her if she 
succeeded in herenterprise. She had succeeded. D’Artag- 
nan was therefore in her power ! 
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One thing alone frightened her : that was the remembrance 
of her husband, the Comte de la Fére, whom she had thought 
dead, or at least expatriated, and whom she found again in 
Athos, D’Artagnan’s best friend. 

But also if he was D’Artagnan’s friend he must have 
lent him his assistance in all the measures by which the queen 
had defeated his Eminence’s projects. If he was D’Artag~ 
nan’s friend he was the cardinal’s enemy ; and she, doubt- 
less, would succeed in enveloping him in that vengeance 
by the coils of which she hoped to suffocate the young 
musketeer. 

All these hopes were sweet thoughts to milady ; so, rocked 
by them, she soon fell asleep. 

She was awakened by a gentle voice sounding at the foot 
of her bed. She opened her eyes, and saw the abbess, 
accompanied by a young woman with light hair and a 
delicate complexion, who was giving her a look full of benev- 
olent curiosity. 

The young woman’s face was quite unknown to her. 
Each examined the other with great attention while ex- 
changing the customary compliments. Both were very 
handsome, but of quite different styles of beauty. Milady, 
however, smiled on observing that she excelled the young 
woman by far in her noble air and aristocratic bearing. 
To be sure, the novice’s habit which the young woman 
wore was not very advantageous in sustaining a contest 
of this kind. 

The abbess introduced them to each other. Then when 
this formality was accomplished, as her duties called her ta 
the church, she left the two young women alone. 

The novice, seeing milady remained in bed, was about 
to follow the mother-superior, but milady stopped her. 

“ How, madame,” said she; “I have scarcely seen you, 
and you already wish to deprive me of your company, on 
which I had nevertheless counted a little, 1 must confess, 
for the time I have to pass here ? ” 

“ No, madame,” replied the novice; “only I thought I 
had chosen my time badly. You were asleep; you are 
fatigued.” 

“ Well,” said milady, ‘what can sleeping people wish 
for? A happy awakening! This awakening you have given 
me. So let me enjoy it at my ease.” And taking her hand, 
she drew her to an armchair which was near her bed. 

The novice sat down. 

“Heavens ! how unfortunate Iam!” said she; ‘ I have 
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been here six months without the shadow of an amusement. 
You arrive, and your presence was likely to afford me de- 
lightful company; and now here I am, according to all 
probability, likely to leave the convent at any moment ! ” 

“What! are you going soon ?”’ asked milady. 

“At least I hope so,” said the novice, with an expression 
of joy which she made no effort to disguise. 

“T think I heard you had suffered through the cardinal,” 
continued milady. ‘That would have been another motive 
for sympathy between us.” 

“So what I have heard from our good mother is true! 
You have likewise been a victim of that wicked priest ? ” 

“ Hush!” said milady ; “let us not, even here, speak thus 
of him, All my misfortunes arise from my having said almost 
the same as you have just said before a woman who I 
thought was my friend, and who betrayed me. And are 
you also the victim of treachery ? ” 

“No,” said the novice, ‘ but of my devotion—of a devo: 
tion to a woman I loved, for whom I would have laid down 
my life, for whom I would still do so.” 

“ And who has abandoned you. Is that it?” 

‘I have been unjust enough to believe so. But during 
the last two or three days I have had proof to the contrary, 
and I thank God for it! I should have been sorry to think 
she had forgotten me. But you, madame,” continued the 
novice—‘‘ you appear to be free; and if you were inclined 
to escape, it would only rest with yourself to do so,” 

‘Where would you have me go, without friends, without 
money, in a part of France with which I am unacquainted, 
and where I have never been before ? ” 

‘ Oh,” cried the novice, ‘ as to friends, you would have 
them wherever you went, you appear so good and are so 
beautiful ! ” 

“That does not prevent,” replied milady, softening her 
smile so as to give it an angelic expression, “‘my being 
alone or being persecuted.”’ 

“ Hear me,”’ said the novice; ‘we must trust in Heaven. 
There always comes a moment when the good you have 
done pleads your cause before God. And see! Perhaps 
it is your good fortune that you have met with me, humble 
and powerless as I am; for if I leave this place—well, I 
shall have powerful friends, who, after exerting themselves 
on my account, may also exert themselves for you.” 

“Oh, when I said I was alone,” said milady, hoping to 
make the novice speak by speaking of herself, ‘it is not for 
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want of some friends high in station. But these friends 
themselves tremble before the cardinal. The queen herself 
does not dare to oppose the terrible minister. I have proof 
that her Majesty, notwithstanding her excellent heart, has 
more than once been obliged to abandon to the anger of his 
Eminence persons who had served her.” 

“Trust me, madame ; the queen may seem to have aban- 
doned those persons, but we must not put faith in ap- 
pearances. The more they are persecuted the more she 
thinks of them, and often when they the least expect it 
they receive proofs of kind remembrance.” 

“Alas!” said milady, “I believe so. The-queen is so 


good!” 

‘Oh, you know her, then, that lovely and noble queen, 
by your speaking of her in this way!” cried the novice 
enthusiastically. 


“That is to say,” replied milady, driven into her in- 
trenchments, “‘I have not the honour of knowing her per- 
sonally. But I know a great number of her most intimate 
friends. I am acquainted with M. de Putange; I met M. 
Dujart in England ; I know M. de Tréville.” 

“M. de Tréville!’’ exclaimed the novice. “ Do you know 
IM, de sirevallese i ‘ 

“Yes, perfectly well—intimately, even.” 

“What! the captain of the king’s musketeers ?” 

“Yes, the captain of the king’s musketeers.” 

“Oh, why, then, only see!’ cried the novice; ‘we 
shall soon be well acquainted, almost friends. If you know 
M. de Tréville, you must have been at his house ? ” 

“Often!” said milady, who having entered on_ this 
track, and perceiving that her falsehood was succeeding, 
was determined to carry it through. 

‘If you have visited him, you must have met some of 
his musketeers ? ” 

“All those he is in the habit of receiving!” replied 
milady, for whom this conversation began to have a real 
interest. 

“Name a few of those you know, and you will find they 
are my friends.”’ 

‘“ Well,” said milady, a little embarrassed, “I know M. 
de Souvigny, M. de Courtivron, M. de Férusac.” 

The novice let her speak, but observing she stopped,— 

“Don’t you know,” said she, “a gentleman named 
Athos ? ” 

Milady became as pale as the sheets in which she was 
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lying, and: mistress as she was of herself, could not help 
uttering a cry, seizing the novice’s hand, and devouring her 
with her looks. 

“What is the matter? O Heavens!” asked the poor 
woman ; “have I said anything that hurt your feelings ?”’ 

‘No, no; but the name struck me, because I also used 
to know that gentleman, and it appeared strange to me to 
meet with a person who appears to know him well.” 

“Oh yes, well, very well! Not only him, but also his 
friends Porthos and Aramis !”’ 

“Indeed ! you know them likewise? I know them!” 
cried milady, who felt a chill penetrating to her heart. 

“Well, if you know them, you know that they are good 
and worthy gentlemen. Why do you not apply to them 
if you need support ? ” 

“That is to say,” stammered milady, ‘I am not really 
very intimate with any of them. I know them from having 
heard one of their friends, Monsieur d’Artagnan, say a 
great deal about them.” 

“You know M. d’Artagnan ! ” cried the novice, in her 
turn seizing milady’s hand and devouring her with her eyes. 

Then remarking the strange expression of milady’s face,— 

“Pardon me, madame,” said she; ‘you know him— 
how ?” 

“Why,” replied milady, considerably embarrassed — 
“why, as a friend.” 

“ You are deceiving me, madame,” said the novice. ‘‘ You 
have been his mistress ! ” 

“It is you who have been his mistress, madame,” cried 
milady in her turn. 

“I!” exclaimed the novice. 

ka Yes, you. I know you now. You are Madame Bona- 
cieux.” 

The young woman drew back in surprise and terror. 

‘Oh, do not deny it! Answer !”” continued milady. 

“Well, yes, madame!” said the novice. ‘Are we 
rivals ?”’ 

Milady’s face was illumined by such a savage joy that 
n any other circumstances Madame Bonacieux would have 
led in terror. But she was absorbed by her jealousy. 

‘Speak, madame!” resumed Madame Bonacieux, with 
in energy of which one would not have thought her capable. 
‘ Have you been, or are you, his mistress ? ” 

“Oh no!” cried milady, with a tone that admitted no 
Joubt of her truth ; ‘“‘ never! never ! ” 
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“I believe you,” said Madame Bonacieux. ‘But why 
then, did you cry out so ? ” 

“Do you not understand ? ”’ said milady, who had alread: 
overcome her agitation and recovered all her presence o 
mind. 

“How can I understand ? I know nothing.” 

“Can you not understand that M. d’Artagnan, bein, 
my friend, might take me into his confidence ? ” 

“Indeed ! ” 

“Do you not perceive that I know all —your bein 
carried off from the little house at St. Germain, his despai1 
that of his friends, and their useless inquiries from tha 
moment ? How could I help being astonished when, withou 
having the least expectation of such a thing, I meet you fac 
to face—you of whom we have so often spoken together 
you whom he loves with all his soul, you whom he ha 
taught me to love before I had seen you! Ah, dea 
Constance, I have found you, then; I see you at last ! ” 

And milady stretched out her arms to Madame Bona 
cieux, who, convinced by what she had just said, sa 
nothing in this woman, whom an instant before she ha 
believed to be her rival, but a sincere and devoted friend. 

“Oh, pardon me!” cried she, sinking upon milady’ 
shoulders ; ‘I love him so dearly!” 

The two ‘women held each other for an instant in a clos 
embrace. Assuredly, if milady’s strength had been equal t 
her hatred, Madame Bonacieux would never have escape 
alive from that embrace. 

But as she could not stifle her, she smiled on her. 

“Oh, dear, pretty, good little creature!” said milady 
“how delighted I am to see you! Let me look at you! 
And while saying these words, she absolutely devoured he 
with her eyes. “Oh yes, it is you indeed! From what h 
has told me, I know you now. I recognize you perfectly.”’ 

The poor young woman could not possibly suspect th 
frightfully cruel thought behind the rampart of that pur 
brow, behind those brilliant eyes, in which she read nothin 
but interest and compassion. 

“Then you know what I have suffered,” said Madam 
Bonacieux, ‘since he has told you what he has suffered 
but to suffer for him is happiness.” 

Milady replied mechanically, ‘‘ Yes, that is happiness.” 

She was thinking of something else. | 

‘And then,” continued Madame Bonacieux, “ my pur 
ishment is drawing to a close. To-morrow, perhaps thi 
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svening, I shall see him again; and then the past will no 
onger exist.”? 

“This evening ?”’ asked milady, roused from her reverie 
oy these words. “‘What do you mean? Are you expecting 
some news from him ? ” 

‘I expect D’Artagnan himself.” 

“Himself! D’Artagnan here ! ” 

“Yes, D’Artagnan himself!” 

“ But that’s impossible! He is at the siege of Rochelle 
with the cardinal. He will not return till after the taking 
of the city.” 

“Ah! you fancy so. But is there anything impossible 
for my D’Artagnan, the noble and loyal gentleman ? ” 

‘ Oh, I cannot believe you!” 

“Well, read, then!” said the unhappy young woman, in 
he excess of her pride and joy presenting a letter to milady. 

“Humph! Madame de Chevreuse’s writing!” said 
nilady to herself. “‘Ah! I was very sure messages came 
rom that quarter.” 

And she greedily read the following few lines :— 


“My DEAR CuItp,—Hold yourself in readiness. Our 
yiend will see you soon, and he will see you only to release 
you from the imprisonment in which your safety required 
you should be concealed. Prepare, then, for your departure, 
und never despair of us. 

“Our charming Gascon has just proved himself as brave 
ind faithful as ever. Tell him that certain parties are 
rateful to him for the warning he has given.” 


“Yes, yes,” said milady; “‘the letter is precise. Do 
you know what that warning was ? ” 

“No; I only suspect he has warned the queen against 
ome fresh machinations of the cardinal.” 

“Yes, that’s it, no doubt!” said milady, returning the 
etter to Madame Bonacieux, and allowing her head to sink 
houghtfully on her bosom. 

At that moment the galloping of a horse was heard. 

“Oh!” cried Madame Bonacieux, darting to the window, 
‘can it be he already ? ” 

Milady stayed in bed, petrified by surprise. So many 
inexpected things were happening to her all at once that 
or the first time she was at a loss. 

“D’Artagnan!” murmured she; ‘can it be he?” 
\nd she remained in bed with her eyes staring. 
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‘ Alas, no!” said Madame Bonacieux. ‘It is a man 
don’t know. And yet he seems to be coming here. Yes 
he has reined in his horse—he stops at the gate—he rings.’ 

Milady sprang out of bed. 

“ Are you very sure it is not he ?” said she. 

“Oh yes—very sure!” 

“Perhaps you did not see him plainly.” 

‘Oh, if I were to see the plume of his hat, the end o 
his cloak, I should know him ! ” 

Milady continued to dress herself. 

“ Never mind! The man is coming here, do you say ? ¢ 

“Yes, he has come in.’ 

“He must come either for you or for me.” 

“My God! how agitated you seem.” 

“Yes, I admit I am. I have not your confidence ; 
am in dread of the cardinal.” 

‘‘Hush!” said Madame Bonacieux ; ‘some one ‘i 
coming.” 

In fact, the door opened, and the mother-superior entered 

“Did you come from Boulogne ? ” demanded she o 
milady. 

“Yes, I did,” replied she, trying to recover her self 
possession. ‘ Who wants me ?’ 

‘A man who will not tell his name, but who comes fron 
the cardinal.” 

“ And wishes to speak with me ?” asked milady. 

‘He wishes to speak to a lady just come from Boulogne.’ 

“Then let him come in, if you please.” 

“Oh, my God, my God !”? cried Madame Bonacieux 
“can it be any bad news ?” 

‘I am afraid so.’ imp À 

“T will leave you with this stranger ; but as soon as he i 
gone, if you will permit me, I will return.” 

“Certainly! I beg you will.” 

The mother-superior and Madame Bonacieux retired. 

Milady was left alone, with her eyes fixed on the doot 
An instant after the jingling of spurs was heard on thi 
stairs, then steps approached, the door opened, and a mai 
appeared. 

Milady uttered a cry of joy. This man was the Comte d 
Rochefort, the cardinal’s personal agent. 
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CHAPTER LXII. 
TWO KINDS OF DEMONS. 


AH!” cried milady and Rochefort together, ‘so it is 
agile 

‘Vesta 
-“ And you come ?” asked milady. 

“From Rochelle. And you ? ” 

“From England.” 

“ Buckingham ? ”’ 

“ Dead or desperately wounded, as I was leaving with- 
ut having succeeded in obtaining anything from him. A 
anatic assassinated him.” 

“Ah!” said Rochefort, with a smile, ‘‘ this is a piece of 
‘ood luck—one that will delight his Eminence! Have you 
nformed him of it ? ” 

‘I wrote to him from Boulogne. But what brings you 
ere 2% 

‘ His Eminence was uneasy, and sent me to inquire after 
rou.” 

‘I only arrived yesterday.” 

‘ And what have you been doing since yesterday ?” 

‘I have not wasted my time.” 

‘ Oh, I have no fear of that.”’ 

“Do you know whom I have found here?” 

LES No.” 

“ Guess.” 

'** How can I ? ” 

‘ That young woman whom the queen took out of prison.” 

‘The mistress of that fellow D’Artagnan ? ” 

“Yes; Madame Bonacieux, with whose hiding-place the 
ardinal was unacquainted.” 

‘Upon my word,” said De Rochefort, ‘‘ here is a chance 
hat may be coupled with the other! Truly, the cardinal 
S a privileged man !”’ 

“Can you imagine my astonishment,” continued milady, 
when I found myself face to face with this woman ?”’ 

‘ Does she know you ?” 

ae No.’’ 

““ Then she looks on you as a stranger ?” 

Milady smiled. 

“ T am her best friend.”’ 

“Upon my honour, only you, my dear countess, can 
erform such miracles !”’ 
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‘* And it is well I can, chevalier,” said milady ; “ for d 
you know what is going on ?”’ 

“ec No.” 

“They are going to take her away to-morrow or the da 
after, on an order from the queen.” 

“Indeed ! And who is going to do that ?” 

“D’Artagnan and his friends.” 

“They are certainly going to such lengths that we shal 
have to send them to the Bastille.” 

“Why has it not been done already ? ” 

“Well, because the cardinal has a weakness for thes 
men which I do not understand.” 

“indeedit 

“ec Yes.” 

“Well, then, tell him this, Rochefort. Tell him that ou 
conversation at the inn of the Red Dovecot was over 
heard by these four men. Tell him that after his departur 
one of them came to me, and took from me, by violence 
the safe-conduct which he had given me. Tell him the: 
warned Lord Winter of my journey to England; that thi 
time again they nearly made me fail in my mission, as the: 
did in the affair of the studs. Tell him that among thes 
four men two only are to be feared—D’ Artagnan and Athos 
Tell him that the third, Aramis, is Madame de Chevreuse’ 
lover. He must be left alone ; we know his secret, ant 
he may be useful. As to the fourth, Porthos, he is a fool, < 
simpleton, a booby, not worth troubling himself about.” 

‘“ But these four men must be now at the siege of Ro 
cheller 

‘“T thought so too; but a letter which Madame Bonacieu: 
has received from Madame la Connétable, and which sh 
had the imprudence to show me, leads me to believe tha 
these four men, on the contrary, are on the road here to tak 
her away.” 

‘The devil! What's to be done ? ” 

“What did the cardinal say with respect to me ? ” 

‘I was to take your dispatches, written or verbal, te 
return post-haste ; and when he shall know what you have 
done, he will think of what you have to do.” 

‘“ So I must remain here ? ” 

‘ Here, or in the neighbourhood.” 

“You cannot take me with you ? ” 

“No; the order is imperative. Near the camp yo 
might be recognized ; and your presence, you must be aware 
would compromise his Eminence,” 
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‘Then I must wait here or in this vicinity ? ” 

“Only tell me beforehand where you will wait for com- 
mands from the cardinal. Let me know always where to 
find you.” 

ë “Listen; it is probable I may not be able to remain 
ere.) 

‘Wihy. not 2" 

“You forget that my enemies may arrive at any minute.” 

“True; but, then, is this little woman to escape his 
Eminence ? ” 

“ Bah ! ” said milady, with a smile that only belonged to 
herself, ‘‘ didn’t I tell you I am her best friend ? ”’ 

“Ah, true! I may then tell the cardinal, respecting this 
woman M 

“That he need not be anxious.” 

“Isithiabrall 7’ 

“ He will know what that means.” 

“ He will guess, at least. Now, then, what had I better 
do’? % 

‘Go back again directly. It seems to me the news you 
bear is worth the trouble of a little diligence.” 

‘My chaise broke down coming into Lilliers.”? 

“Capital ! ” 

“ Why capital ? ” 

“Yes ; I want your chaise.” 

‘ And how shall I travel, then ?” 

“ At a gallop.” 

“That’s very easy for you to say—a hundred and eighty 
leagues ! ” 

' What's that ? ” 

“Well, it shall be done. And then ? ” 

‘Then, why, as you pass through Lilliers you will send 
me your chaise, with an order to your servant to place 
himself at my disposal.” 

‘Well.’ 

“You have, no doubt, about you some order from the 
cardinal ? ” 

“T have ‘ full powers. 

‘ Show it to the abbess, and tell her that some one will 
come and fetch me either to-day or to-morrow, and that I 

_am to follow the person who presents himself in your name.” 

4 Very well.” 

» “Don’t forget to speak harshly of me when you tall of 
me to the abbess.” 

| “Why so?” 
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‘I am one of the cardinal’s victims. I must inspire 
confidence in poor little Madame Bonacieux.” 

“You are right. Now, will you make me a report of 
all that has happened ?”’ 

“Why, I have related the events to you. You have a 
good memory ; repeat what I have told you. A paper may 
get lost.” 

“You are right; only let me know where to find you, 
so that I may not lose my time in hunting for you about 
the neighbourhood.”’ 

“You are right; wait.” 

“Do you want a map ? ” 

‘ Oh, I know this country well.” 

“You ? When were you here before ? ” 

‘I was brought up here.” 

Mindeece 

“It is worth something, you see, to have been brought 
up somewhere.”’ 

“Vou will wait for me, then, at——’ 

‘Let me reflect a moment. Oh yes, at Armentières.” 

“What is Armentières ? ”’ 

‘A little town upon the Lys. I shall only have to cross 
the river, and I shall be in a foreign country.” 

‘Capital! But it is understood you will cross the river 
only in case of danger.” 

* Certainly.’” 

‘ And in that case, how shall I know where you are ? ” 

“You do not want your lackey ?” 

ee No.” 

“Ts he to be depended on ?” i 

** Perfectly.” 

“Let me have him, then ; no one knows him. I will 
leave him at the place I quit, and ‘he will bring you to me.” 

‘“ And you say you will wait for me at Armentières ? ” 

‘ At Armentières.” 

“Write that name on a piece of paper, lest I forget it 
That is not compromising ; a name of a town, is it ?” 

Eh! who knows? No matter,’ said milady, writin 
the name on a half sheet of paper ; “I will run the risk.” 

‘ Good!” said Rochefort, taking the paper from milad 
folding it, and placing it in the lining of his hat. “ Be 
sides, do not worry. I will do as children do, and in cast 
I lose the paper, I will repeat the name as I go along. No 
is that all ? ” 

“ I believe so.” 
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‘Let us see: Buckingham dead or grievously wounded ; 
your conversation with the cardinal overheard by the four 
musketeers ; Lord Winter warned of your arrival at Ports- 
mouth ; D’Artagnan and Athos to the Bastille ; Aramis 
Madame de Chevreuse’s lover ; Porthos a fool; Madame 
Bonacieux found again; to send you the chaise as soon as 
possible ; to place my lackey at your disposal; to make 
you out to be a victim of the cardinal, in order that the 
abbess may entertain no suspicion; Armentiéres, on the 
banks of the Lys. Is that all correct ?”’ 

‘‘ In good truth, my dear chevalier, you are a miracle 
of memory. By the way, one thing more——”’ 

What is that ? ” 

‘I saw some very pretty woods which must be next the 
convent garden. Say that I am to be permitted to walk in 
those woods. Who knows? Perhaps I may need to go out 
of a back door.” 

‘ You think of everything.” 

“And you forget one thing.”’ 

“ What's that ? ” 

‘To ask me whether I need money.”’ 

“True; how much do you want ?”’ 

“* All you have in gold.” 

‘I have five hundred pistoles, or thereabouts.”’ 

“I have as much. With a thousand pistoles one can face 
everything. Empty your pockets.” 

“ Hereagis:)’ 

“Good! When do you start ? ” 

‘ In an hour—time to eat a morsel while I am sending 
for a post-horse.”’ 

‘Capital Farewell, chevalier ! ” 

“Farewell, countess ! ”’ 

‘ Recommend me warmly to his Eminence ! ” 

“Recommend me to Satan !”’ 

Milady and Rochefort exchanged a smile and separated. 

An hour afterwards Rochefort set out at his horse’s best 
speed; five hours after that he was passing through Arras. 

Our readers already know how he was recognized by D’ Ar- 
tagnan, and how that fact, by suggesting fears to the four 
musketeers, gave fresh activity to their journey. 
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CHAPTER LXIII. 
THE DROP OF WATER. 


ROCHEFORT had scarcely departed when Madame Bonacieu 
came back. She found milady with a smiling countenance 

‘“ Well,” said the young woman, “‘ what you dreaded ha 
happened: this evening or to-morrow the cardinal wi 
send some one to take you away.” 

“Who told you that, my dear ? ” asked milady. 

‘TI heard it from the mouth of the messenger himself.” 

‘Come and sit down close to me,” said milady | 

“Flere Man 

“Wait till I am sure no one can hear us.” 

‘Why all these precautions ? ” 

* You shall know.” 

Milady arose and went to the door, opened it, looke 
down the corridor, and then returned and seated hersel 
near Madame Bonacieux. 

“Then,” said she, “ he has well played his part.” 

“Who has ? ” 

‘He who just now presented himself to the abbess a 
the cardinal’s messenger ? ” 

“So he was playing a part ? ” 

“Yes, my dear.” 

“That man, then, is not——’ 

“That man,” said milady, lowering her voice, “is my 
brother ! ” 

“Your brother !”’ cried Madame Bonacieux. 

“Well, no one must know this secret, my dear, bu 
yourself. If you reveal it to any one at all I shall be lost 
and you also, perhaps.” 

“O Heavens ! ” 

‘“ Listen to me. This is what has happened: My brother 
who was coming to my assistance, to take me away by forc 
if it were necessary, fell in with the cardinal’s emissar 
coming in search of me. He followed him. Reaching : 
solitary and retired part of the road, he drew his swor 
and required the messenger to deliver up to him the paper 
of which he was the bearer. The messenger resisted ; m} 
brother killed him.” 

“Oh!” said Madame Bonacieux, with a shudder. 

‘ Remember that was the only way. Then my brothe 
determined to substitute cunning for force. He took th 
papers, and presented himself here as the cardinal’s emis 
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sary, and in an hour or two a carriage will come to take me 
away by order of his Eminence.” 

‘“T understand. Your brother sends the carriage.” 

“ Exactly so; but that is not all. That letter you have 
received, and which you believe to be from Madame de 
Chevreuse pe 

Well?” 

‘It is a forgery.” 

‘How can that be ? ” 

‘“Ves, a forgery ; it is a snare to prevent your making 
any resistance when the persons come to fetch you.” 

‘But D’Artagnan is coming ! ” 

‘“ Do not be deceived. D’Artagnan and his friends are 
detained at the siege of Rochelle.” 

“How do you know that ? ” 

“My brother met some of the cardinal’s emissaries in 
the uniform of musketeers. You would have been sum- 
moned to the gate; you would have thought you went to 
meet friends; you would have been carried off and taken 
back again to Paris.” 

‘Oh, my God! my senses fail me amid such a chaos of 
iniquities. I feel, if this continues,’ said Madame Bona- 
cieux, raising her hands to her forehead, ‘ I shall go mad!” 

“e Stop——” 

‘What ?” 

“TI hear a horse’s steps; it is my brother setting off 
again. I want to give him a last farewell. Come.” 

Milady opened the window and beckoned to Madame 
Bonacieux to join her. The young woman complied. 

, Rochefort passed at a gallop. 

“Farewell, brother!’ cried milady. 

The chevalier raised his head, saw the two young women, 
and without stopping waved his hand in a friendly way 
to milady. 

‘ Dear, good George,” said she, closing the window with 
an expression of face full of affection and melancholy. 

And she resumed her seat as if plunged in entirely personal 
reflections. 

“ Dear lady,” said Madame Bonacieux, “‘ pardon me for 
interrupting you, but what do you advise me to do ? Good 
Heavens! You have more experience than I have. Speak! 
I will listen.” 

“Tn the first place,” said milady, “it is possible that I 
may be mistaken, and D’Artagnan and his three friends 
may really come to your assistance.” 


566 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


“Oh, that would be too beautiful!’ cried Madame 
Bonacieux. “So much happiness is not destined for 
me!” 

‘Then you perceive it would be only a question of 
time, a kind of race, which should arrive first. If your 
friends are the speedier, you are saved; if the cardinal’s 
satellites are, you are lost ! ” 

“Oh yes, yes—lost beyond redemption! What am I 
to do, then ? What am I todo?” 

‘ There would be a very simple way, very natural——’ 

“What? Say!” 

“To wait, concealed in the neighbourhood, until you 
satisfied yourself who the men were who came to ask for 

ou.” 

“ But where can I wait ?” 

‘Oh, there is no difficulty in that. I shall stop and con- 
ceal myself at a few leagues from here, till my brother 
can rejoin me. Well, I will take you with me. We can 
conceal ourselves and wait together.” 

“But I shall not be allowed to go; I am almost a pris- 
oner here.” 

‘As I am supposed to go by an order from the cardinal, 
no one will believe you are anxious to follow me.” 

SW ell oa 

“Well, the carriage is at the door ; you bid me farewell ; 
you get onthe step to embrace me a last time. My 
brother’s servant, who comes to fetch me, is forewarned ; 
he makes a sign to the postillion, and we set off at a gallop.” 

“But D’Artagnan, D’Artagnan! if he should come!” 

‘“ Well, shall we not know it ?” 

LES How ? LE 

“Nothing more easy. We will send my brother’s serv- 
ant back to Béthune, and as I told you we can trust him. 
He shall assume a disguise, and place himself in front of the 
convent. If the cardinal’s emissaries arrive, he will not 
stir; if M. d’Artagnan and his friends come, he will bring 
them to us.” 

“He knows them, then ? ” 

“Certainly he does. Has he not seen M. d’Artagnan at 
my house ? ” 

‘Oh yes, yes; you are right. In this way all will go 
well—all will be for the best ; but do not go far from here.’’ 

‘Seven or eight leagues at most. We will stay on the 
frontier, for instance ; and at the first alarm we can leave 
France.” 


» 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 567 


‘“ And what shall we do meantime ? ” 

* Wait.” 

‘“ But if they come ? ” 

“My brother’s carriage will be here before them.” 

‘Supposing I am at a distance from you when the 
carriage comes for you—at dinner or supper, for instance ? ”’ 

‘“ Do one thing.” 

What 

‘Tell your good mother-superior that, in order that we 
may be as much together as possible, you beg her to let 
you take your meals with me.” 

“Will she let me ? ” 

‘“ What harm is there in it ? ” 

“Oh, very good! In this way we shall not be separated 
for an instant.” 

‘ Well, go down to her, then, and make your request. 
My head feels a little heavy. I will take a turn in the 
sarden.” 

‘“ Go ; and where shall I find you ? ” 

“Here, in an hour.” 

“Here, in an hour. Oh, how good you are! and I 
thank you!” 

“How could I help being interested in you? If you 
were not so beautiful and so amiable, are you not the 
beloved of one of my best friends ? ” 

“Dear D’Artagnan! Oh, how he will thank you!” 

‘I hope so. Now, then, all is agreed ; let us go down.” 

‘You are going into the garden ? ” 

“ce Yes.” 

“Go along this corridor, and a little staircase will bring 
you to it.” 

“Excellent ; thank you ! ” 

- And the two women parted, exchanging affectionate 
smiles. ’ 

Milady had told the truth: her head was heavy, for 
her ill-arranged plans clashed against one another like a 
chaos. She needed to be alone in order to collect her 
thoughts a little. She saw vaguely into the future, but 
she needed silence and quiet in order to give all her ideas, 
still in confusion, a distinct form and a regular plan. 

The most pressing thing was to get Madame Bonacieux 
away, and convey her to a place of safety, and there, in case 
of necessity, use her as a hostage. Milady began to ques- 
tion the issue of this terrible duel, in which her enemies 
showed as much perseverance as she did animosity. 
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Besides, she felt as we feel when a storm is approaching 
—that this issue was near and could not fail to be terrible. 

The principal thing for her then was, as we have said, to 
keep Madame Bonacieux in her power. Madame Bona- 
cieux was D’Artagnan’s very life; the life of the woman 
he loved was more than his life: in case of ill-fortune, 
this was a way of negotiating and of certainly obtaining 
favourable conditions. 

Now this point was settled ; Madame Bonacieux, with- 
out any suspicion, accompanied her. Once concealed with 
her at Armentiéres, it would be easy to make her believe 
that D’Artagnan had not come to Béthune. In a fort- 
night, at the most, Rochefort would be back again. During 
that fortnight, moreover, she would have time to think 
how she could best be revenged on the four friends. She 
entertained no fear of being bored, thank God! for she 
should enjoy the sweetest pastime events could offer to a 
woman of her character—the perfecting of a cruel vengeance. 

While revolving all this in her mind, she was casting her 
eyes around her, and arranging in her head the topography 
of the garden. Milady was like a good general, who looks 
out alike for victory and defeat, and is quite prepared, ac- 
cording to the chances of the battle, to march forward o1 
to beat a retreat. 

At the end of an hour she heard a sweet voice callings 
her. It was Madame Bonacieux’s. The good abbess had 
naturally consented to everything, and as a beginning 
they were to sup together. 

On reaching the courtyard they heard the noise of a 
carriage stopping at the gate. 

Milady listened. 

“Do you hear ? ”’ said she. 

“Yes, the rolling of a carriage.” 

“Tt is the one my brother sends for us.” 

“Oh, my God!” 

‘ Come, come! Courage! ” 

The bell of the convent gate rang; milady was no! 
mistaken. 

“Go up to your chamber,”” said she to Madame Bona 
Ceux Of course you have some jewels you would like tc 
take with you.’ 

“T have his letters,’”’ said she. 

‘Well, go get them, and come to my room; we wil 
have a bite of supper. We shall travel part of the nigh 
perhaps, and must keep our strength up.’ 
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““Great Heavens!” said Madame Bonacieux, placing her 
1and on her bosom ; ‘ my heart beats so I cannot walk.” 

“Courage, my dear, courage! Remember that in a 
juarter of an hour you will be safe; and think that what you 
ire about to do is for his sake.”’ 

“Yes, yes—everything for his sake. You have restored 
ny courage by a single word. Go; I will be with you 
lirectly.”’ 

Milady hastily ran up to her room. There she found 
Rochefort’s lackey, and gave him his instructions. 

He was to wait at the gate. If by chance the musketeers 
should appear, the carriage was to drive off as fast as pos- 
ible, pass round the convent, and go and wait for milady 
it a little village situated at the other side of the wood. 
n this case milady was to cross the garden and gain the 
village on foot. . We have already said milady was perfectly 
icquainted with this part of France. 

If the musketeers did not appear, things were to go on as 
nad been agreed. Madame Bonacieux was to get into the 
arriage as if to bid her farewell, and she was to take away 
Madame Bonacieux. 

Madame Bonacieux came in, and to remove all suspicion, 
f she had any, milady repeated to the lackey, Before her, all 
he last part of her instructions. 

Milady asked some questions about the carriage. It was 
1 three-horse chaise driven by a postillion. Rochefort’s 
ackey was to precede it as a courier. 

Milady was wrong in fearing that Madame Bonacieux would 
lave any suspicions. The poor young woman was too in- 
10cent to suppose that any woman could be guilty of such 
erfidy. Besides, the name of the Countess Winter, which 
he had heard the abbess pronounce, was perfectly un- 
:nown to her, and she was even ignorant that she had so 
reat and so fatal a share in the misfortunes of her life. 

“You see,” said she, when the lackey had gone out, 
‘everything is ready. The abbess suspects nothing, and 
Jelieves that they have come after me by the cardinal’s 
command. The man has gone to give his last orders; 
cake a mouthful to eat, drink a swallow of wine, and let 
1S go. 

he ” said Madame Bonacieux mechanically; ‘let us 

ane made her a sign to sit down before her, poured 
ut a small glass of Spanish wine for her, and helped her to 
some of the breast of a chicken. a 
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“See,” said she, “how propitious everything is! Here 
is night coming on; by daybreak we shall have gained out 
retreat, and no one can have any suspicion where we are. 
Come, courage! take something.” 

Madame Bonacieux ate a few mouthfuls mechanically, 
and just touched the glass to her lips. 

‘ Come, come!” said milady, lifting hers to her mouth, 
“ do as I do.” 

But just as she was putting hers to her mouth her hand 
remained suspended. She had heard something on the road 
which sounded like the far-off beat of hoofs approaching ; 
then, almost at the same time, it seemed to her that she 
heard the neighing of horses. 

This noise roused her from her joy as a storm awakens 
the sleeper in the midst of a beautiful dream: She grew 
pale and ran to the window, while Madame Bonacieux, 
rising all of a tremble, supported herself on her chair to 
avoid falling. 

Nothing was yet to be seen, only they heard the gallop- 
ing constantly draw nearer. 

‘O Heavens!” cried Madame Bonacieux, ‘what is 
that noise ? ”’ 

“Tt is either our friends or our enemies,’’ said milady, 
with her terrible coolness. “Stay where you are. I will 
tell you.” 

Madame Bonacieux remained standing, mute, pale, and 
motionless. 

The noise became louder; the horses could not be more 
than a hundred paces distant. If they were not yet to be 
seen, it was because the road made a bend. Yet the noise 
became so distinct that the horses might be counted by the 
sharply defined sound of their hoofs. 

Milady gazed with all her eyes; it was just light enough 
for her to recognize those who were coming. 

Suddenly, at a turn of the road, she saw the glitter of 
laced hats and the waving of plumes; she counted two, 
then five, then eight horsemen. One of them was twc 
lengths of his horse in advance of the others. 

Milady uttered a stifled groan. In the first horseman she 
recognized D’Artagnan. 

‘““O Heavens, Heavens!” cried Madame Bonacieux, 
“what is it ? what is it ? ” 

“It is the cardinal’s guards—not an instant to be lost ! ” 
cried milady. ‘‘ Let us fly! let us fly!” 

Paves, yes mlets usmiuyaliay mére Madame Bonacieux, 
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ut without being able to take a step, fixed to the spot as 
1e was by terror. 

They heard the horsemen riding under the windows. 
“Come on, then! do come on!” cried milady, striving 
> drag the young woman along by the arm. ‘Thanks to 
1e garden, we yet can escape. I have the key. But let 
s make haste. In five minutes it will be too late! ”’ 
Madame Bonacieux tried to walk, took two steps, and 
ink on her knees. 

Milady strove to lift her up and carry her, but could not 
icceed. 

At this moment they heard the rolling of the carriage, 
hich as soon as the musketeers were seen set off at a 
allop. Then three or four shots were fired. 

“For the last time, will you come ? ” cried milady. 

“Oh, my God, my God! You see my strength fails me. 
ou see plainly I cannot walk. Escape yourself! ” 
“Escape myself, and leave you here! No, no, never!” 
‘ied milady. 

All at once she stopped ; a livid flash darted from her 
yes. She ran to the table, poured into Madame Bona- 
eux’s glass the contents of a ring which she opened with 
ngular quickness. 

It was a grain of a reddish colour, which instantly melted. 
Then taking the glass with a firm hand,— 

“Drink,” said she; “ this wine will give you strength— 
rink |” 

And she put the glass to the lips of the young woman, who 
rank mechanically. 

‘ This is not the way I wanted to avenge myself,” said 
lady, setting the glass on the table with an infernal smile, 
but, faith! one does what one can.” 

And she rushed out of the room. 

Madame Bonacieux saw her go without being able to 
low her. She was like those people who dream they are 
arsued, and who vainly struggle to walk. 

A few moments passed. A frightful noise was heard at 
ie gate. Every instant Madame Bonacieux expected to 
e milady, but she did not return. 

At length she heard the grating of the hinges of the open- 
g gates ; the noise of boots and spurs resounded on the 
airs. There was a great murmur of voices coming nearer 
1d nearer; it seemed to her she heard her own name 
ronounced. 

All at once she uttered a loud cry of joy, and darted 
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toward the door. She had recognized D’Artagnan’s 
voice. 

“D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!” cried she, “‘is it you? 
This way ! this way !”’ 

“Constance! Constance!” replied the young man, 
‘ where are vou ? My God!” 

At the same moment the door of the cell yielded to a 
shock, rather than opened. Several men rushed into the 
room. Madame Bonacieux had sunk into an armchair, 
without the power of moving. 

D’Artagnan threw down a pistol, still smoking, which he 
held in his hand, and fell on his knees before his mistress. 
Athos replaced his in his belt. Porthos and Aramis, who 
held their drawn swords in their hands, returned them to 
their scabbards. 

“© D’Artagnan! my beloved D’Artagnan! You have 
come, then, at last. You have not deceived me! It is 
indeed you!” 

“Yes, yes, Constance !—reunited !” 

“Oh, how foolish she was to tell me you would not 
come! I hoped silently. I was not willing to flee. Oh, 
how rightly I have acted! How happy Iam!” 

At the word ske, Athos, who had quietly seated himself, 
suddenly got up. 

“She! Who?” asked D’Artagnan 

“Why, my companion. She who, out of friendship for 
me, wished to save me from my persecutors. She who, 
mistaking you for the cardinal’s guards, has just made her 
escape.” 


“Your companion !”’ cried D’Artagnan, becoming paler 
than his mistress’s white veil. ‘What companion do you 
mean ? ” 


“She whose carriage was at the gate; a woman who calls 
herself your friend, D’Artagnan; a woman to whom you 
have told everything.” 

‘But her name, her name!” cried D’Artagnan; my 
God! don’t you know her name ? ” 

“Yes, it was pronounced before me. Stop—but—it is 
strange—oh, my God! my head swims—T cannot see!” 

‘ Help, friends, help! Her hands are like ice!” cried 
D’Artagnan; “she is ill! Great God, she is growing un- 
conscious ! ” 

While Porthos was calling for help at the top of his 
voice, Aramis ran to the table to get a glass of water. But 
he stopped at seeing the horrible alteration that had taken 
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place in the face of Athos, who, standing before the table, 
ais hair rising from his head, his eyes fixed in stupor, was 
ooking at one of the glasses, and seemed a prey to the most 
1orrible doubt. 

“Oh,” said Athos, “oh no! It is impossible! God 
would not permit such a crime! ” 

“ Water! water!” cried D’Artagnan—‘ water !”’ 

“Oh, poor woman! poor woman!’ murmured Athos, in 
2, broken voice. 

Madame Bonacieux opened her eyes under D’Artagnan’s 
kisses. 

‘ She revives! ” cried the young man. 

“Madame,” said Athos—‘‘ madame, in Heaven’s name, 
whose empty glass i is this ? ” 

‘ Mine, sir,”’ said the young woman, in a dying voice. 

‘ But who poured out for you the wine that was in this 
glass ? ?”? 

So hee 

‘ But who is she?” 

‘Oh, I remember,” said Madame Bonacieux; ‘‘the 
Countess Winter.” 

The four friends uttered one and the same cry, but the cry 
of Athos dominated over all the rest. 

At that moment Madame Bonacieux’s face grew livid, a 
stifled agony overcame her, and she sank panting into the 
arms of Porthos and Aramis. 

D’Artagnan seized Athos’s hand with an anguish difficult 
to describe. 

“What! do you believe 

_ His voice was stifled by sobs. 

‘ I believe everything, ” said Athos. 

“D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!”’ cried Madame Bonacieux, 
“where art thou? Do not leave me! Thou seest that I 
am dying!” 

D’Artagnan let fall Athos’s hand, which he still held 
onvulsively clasped in his, and hastened to her. 

Her beautiful face was distorted, her glassy eyes were 
ixed, a convulsive shuddering shook her body, the sweat 
stood on her brow. 

“In Heaven’s name, run, call! Aramis! Porthos! call 
for help ! ” 

“Useless ! ” said Athos, “ useless ! For the poison which 
she pours out there is no antidote.” 

“Yes, yes! help, help!” murmured Madame Bonacieux . 

_&é help [> . 
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Then collecting all her strength, she took the young 
man’s head between her hands, looked at him for an instant 
as if her whole soul had passed into her look, and pressed 
her lips to his. 

“Constance ! Constance!” cried D’Artagnan wildly. 

A sigh escaped from Madame Bonacieux’s mouth and 
dwelt for an instant on D’Artagnan’s lips. ‘That sigh was 
her soul, so chaste and so loving, reascending to heaven. 

D’Artagnan held only a corpse pressed to his heart. 

The young man uttered a cry, and fell by his mistress’s 
side as pale and as cold as she was. 

Porthos wept, Aramis lifted his hand toward heaven, 
Athos made the sign of the cross. 

At that moment a man appeared in the doorway, almost 
as pale as those in the room, looked round him, saw Madame 
Bonacieux dead and D’Artagnan fainting. 

He appeared just at that moment of stupor which follows 
great catastrophes. 

‘I was not mistaken,’ said he. ‘‘ Here is M. d’Artagnan, 
and you are his three friends, MM. Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis.” 

The persons whose names had just been pronounced looked 
at the stranger in astonishment. All three thought they 
knew him. 

‘’ Gentlemen,” resumed the newcomer, “you are, as I 
am, in search of a woman, who,’ added he, with a terrible 
smile, “ must have passed this way, for I see a corpse here!” 

The three friends remained mute. But the voice, as well 
as the face, reminded them of a man they had seen, and yet 
they could not remember in what circumstances. 

“Gentlemen,” continued the stranger, “since you will 
not recognize a man who probably owes his life to vou 
twice, I must name myself. I am the Lord Winter—that 
woman’s brother-in-law.” 

The three friends uttered a cry of surprise. 

Athos rose and offered him his hand. 

“You are welcome, milord,” said he; ‘you are one of 
our friends.” 

“T left Portsmouth five hours after her,’ said Lord 
Winter. ‘I arrived three hours after her at Boulogne. I 
missed her by twenty minutes at St. Omer. At last at 
Lilliers I lost trace of her. I was going about at haphazard, 
inquiring of every one, when I saw you gallop by. I recog- 
nized M.d’Artagnan. I called to you; you did not answer. 
I tried to follow you, but my horse was too tired to go at 
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the same rate as yours. And vet it seems that, in spite of 
all your diligence, you still arrived too late.” 

‘“You see!” said Athos, pointing to Madame Bonacieux 
dead, and to D’Artagnan, whom Porthos and Aramis were 
trying to recall to life. 

‘ Are they both dead ? ”” asked Lord Winter coldly. 

“No,” replied Athos; “fortunately, M. d’ i Reenctt has 
only fainted.” 

“Ah! so much the better! ” said Lord Winter. 

At that moment D’Artagnan opened his eyes. 

He tore himself from the arms of Porthos and Aramis, and 
threw himself like a madman on his mistress’s dead body. 

Athos rose, walked up to his friend with a slow and 
solemn step, kissed him tenderly, and as he burst into 
violent sobs, said to him, with his noble and persuasive 
voice, — 

TE Friend, be à man! Women weep for the dead; men 
avenge them ! 

‘Oh yes,” cried D’Artagnan, “yes! If it is to avenge 
her, I am ready to follow you. 

Athos took advantage of this moment of strength, which 
the hope of vengeance restored to his unfortunate friend, 
to make a sign to Porthos and Aramis to go and fetch the 
mother-superior. 

The two friends met her in the corridor, still in great 
anxiety and agitation at such events. She summoned 
some of the nuns, who, contrary to all convent customs, 
found themselves in the presence of five men. 

“Madame,” said Athos, passing his arm under D’Artag- 
nan’s, ‘we abandon to your pious care the body of this 
unfortunate woman. Treat her as one of your sisterhood. 
We will return some day to pray over her grave!” 

D’Artagnan hid his face in Athos’s bosom and burst 
into sobs. 

> Weep) M ISA Athos — “ weep, heart full of love, 
youth, and life! Alas! would that I could weep as thou 
dost ! ” 

And affectionate as a father, consoling as a priest, great 
as a man who has suffered much, he drew away his friend. 

All five, followed by their lackeys leading their horses, 
took their way to the town of Béthune, the outlying houses 
of which they saw, and stopped at the first inn to which 
they came. - 

“But,” said D’Artagnan, “are we not to pursue that 
woman ? ” 
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“Presently,” said Athos; ‘I have certain measures to 
take.” 

“She will escape us,” replied the young man—“ she will 
escape us, Athos, and it will be your fault.” 

‘* I will answer for her,” said Athos. 

D’Artagnan had such trust in his friend’s word that he 
bowed his head, and entered the inn without making a 
reply. 

Porthos and Aramis looked at each other, not at all 
understanding Athos’s confidence. 

Lord Winter thought he spoke in this way to assuage 
D’Artagnan’s sorrow. 

“Now, gentlemen,” said Athos, when he had ascertained 
there were five vacant rooms in the hotel, ‘let us each 
retire to his own chamber. D’Artagnan needs to be alone 
to weep and to sleep. I take charge of everything. Do 
not worry.” 

‘It seems to me, however,” said Lord Winter, “ that il 
there are any measures to be taken against the countess, it 
concerns me; she is my sister-in-law.” 

‘“ Me also!’ said Athos; “ she is my wife.” 

D’Artagnan smiled, for he realized that Athos was sure o: 
his vengeance since he revealed such a secret. Porthos and 
Aramis looked at each other. Lord Winter thought Athos 
was mad. 

“Now, all go to your rooms,” said Athos, “and leave me 
to act. You must perceive that in my quality of a husbanc 
this concerns me. Only, D’Artagnan, if you have not lost 
it, give me the piece of paper which fell from that man’: 
hat. The name of the village of is written on it.” 

“Ah!” said D’Artagnan, “I understand now. ‘That 
name written in her hand ae 

‘You see,’”’ said Athos, “‘ there is a God in heaven! ” 


» 


CHAPTER LXIV. 
THE MAN IN THE RED CLOAK. 


AtuHos’s despair had given place to a concentrated grief 
which made this man’s brilliant mental faculties keenet 
than ever. 

Possessed by a single thought—that of the promise he hac 
made, and of the responsibility he had assumed—he was the 
last to retire to his room. He begged the host to get him 
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a map of the province, bent over it, examined the lines 
traced on it, perceived that there were four different roads 
from Béthune to Armentiéres, and called the valets. 

Planchet, Grimaud, Bazin, and Mousqueton presented 
themselves, and received Athos’s clear, positive, and serious 
orders. They were to set out the next morning at daybreak, 
and to go to Armentiéres—each by a different route. Plan- 
chet, the most intelligent of the four, was to follow the 
road by which had passed the carriage on which the four 
friends had fired, and which was accompanied, as will be 
remembered, by Rochefort’s servant. 

Athos set the lackeys to work first, because, since these 
men had been in the service of himself and his friends, he 
had discovered in each of them different and essential 
qualities. 

Besides, lackeys asking questions inspire less mistrust in 
strangers than their masters, and meet with more sym- 
pathy among those to whom they apply. 

Finally, milady was acquainted with the masters, but 
did not know the lackeys; while, on the contrary, the 
lackeys knew milady perfectly well. 

All four were to meet the next day at eleven o’clock. 
If they had discovered milady’s retreat, three were to 
remain on guard; the fourth was to return to Béthune, to 
inform Athos and serve as a guide to the four friends. 

When these arrangements were made the lackeys retired. 

Athos then arose from his chair, girded on his sword, 
enveloped himself in his cloak, and left the hotel. It was 
nearly ten o’clock. At ten o’clock in the evening, we 
know, the streets in provincial towns are very little fre- 
quented. Athos, however, was visibly anxious to find 
some one of whom he could ask a question. At length he 
met a belated passer-by, went up to him, and spoke a few 
words to him. The man he addressed drew back in terror, 
yet he answered the musketeer by a gesture. Athos offered 
the man half a pistole to go with him, but the man re- 
fused. 

Athos then plunged into the street the man had indicated 
with his finger. But on arriving at a cross-way, he stopped 
again, evidently embarrassed. However, as he had a 
better chance of meeting some one at the cross-way than 
anywhere else, he stood still. In fact, after a few minutes 
a night-watch passed. Athos repeated to him the same 
question he had asked the first person he had met. The 
nigbt-watch evinced the same terror, refused also to go 
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with Athos, and only showed him with his hand the road 
he should take. 

Athos walked in the direction indicated, and reached 
the suburb, situated at the end of the city, opposite where 
he and his friends had entered it. Here he again appeared 
uneasy and embarrassed, and stopped for the third time. 

Fortunately, a beggar passed and came up to Athos 
to ask charity. Athos offered him a crown to accompany 
him where he was going. The beggar hesitated at first, 
but at the sight of the piece of silver glittering in the dark- 
ness, he consented, and walked on before Athos. 

Reaching the corner of a street, he showed in the distance 
a small house, isolated, solitary, dismal. Athos went to the 
house, while the beggar, having received his reward, hurried 
away as fast as he could walk. 

Athos went round the house before he could distinguish 
the door from the reddish colour in which the house was 
painted. No light shone through the chinks of the shutters ; 
no sound gave reason to believe that it was inhabited. It 
was dark and silent as a tomb. 

Three times Athos knocked and no one responded. At 
the third knock, however, the door was half opened, and a 
man of lofty stature, pale complexion, and black hair and 
beard appeared. 

Athos and he exchanged some words in a low voice. 
Then the tall man made a sign to the musketeer that he 
might come in. Athos immediately took advantage of the 
permission, and the door closed after him. 

The man whom Athos had come so far to seek, and 
whom he had found with so much trouble, introduced him 
into his laboratory, where he was engaged in fastening 
together with iron wire the rattling bones of a skeleton. 
All the frame was already adjusted. The skull only lay 
on the table. 

All the rest of the furniture indicated that the occupant of 
this house was engaged in the study of the natural sciences. 
There were jars filled with snakes labelled according to 
their species. Dried lizards shone like emeralds set in 
great squares of black wood ; bunches of wild, odoriferous 
herbs, doubtless having qualities unknown to ordinary men, 
were fastened to the ceiling and hung down in the corners 
of the apartment. 

But there was no family, no servant. The tall man 
dwelt alone in this house. 

Athos cast a cold and indifferent glance on all the objects 
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we have described, and at the invitation of the man he 
ame to seek sat down near him. 

Then he explained to him the cause of his visit, and the 
service he required of him. But scarcely had he expressed 
ris request when the unknown, who had remained stand- 
ng before the musketeer, drew back in terror, and refused. 
[hen Athos took from his pocket a small paper, on which 
were written two lines, accompanied by a signature and a 
seal, and presented them to him who had been too pre- 
mature in showing these signs of repugnance. The tall 
man had scarcely read the two lines, seen the signature, 
und recognized the seal, when he bowed to denote that he 
1ad no longer any objection to make, and that he was 
‘eady to obey. 

Athos required no more. He arose, bowed, went out, 
‘eturned by the same way he had come, re-entered the hotel, 
and shut himself up in his room. 

At daybreak D’Artagnan came to him, and asked him 
what was to be done. 

“Wait ! ” replied Athos. 

Some minutes later the mother-superior of the convent 
sent to inform the musketeers that the funeral would take 
>lace at noon. There was no news of the poisoner, only she 
nust have escaped through the garden, on the sand of 
which her footsteps could be traced, and the gate of which 
vad been found locked. The key had disappeared. 

At the hour appointed Lord Winter and the four friends 
epaired to the convent. The bells were tolling solemnly, 
he chapel was open, the grating of the choir was closed. 
in the centre of the choir the body of the victim, clothed 
n her novitiate dress, was exposed. On each side of the 
choir, and behind the gratings opening from the convent, 
vere assembled the whole community of the Carmelites, 
who were listening to the divine service, and mingling their 
hants with the chants of the priests without seeing the lay 
Luditors or being seen by them. 

At the chapel door D’Artagnan felt his courage failing 
im again, and turned to look for Athos, but Athos had 
lisappeared. 

Faithful to his mission of vengeance, Athos had asked to 
ye taken to the garden ; and there, on the sand, following 
he light steps of this woman who had left a bloody track 
vherever she had gone, he proceeded as far as the gate 
eading into the wood, had it opened, and plunged into the 
orest, 
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Then all his suspicions were confirmed. The road by 
which the carriage had disappeared skirted the forest. 
Athos pursued the road for some time with his eyes fixed 
on the ground. Slight bloodstains, coming from the wounc 
inflicted either on the man who accompanied the carriage 
as a courier or from one of the horses, spotted the road 
At the end of three-quarters of a league, about fifty paces 
from Festubert, a larger bloodstain showed. The ground 
was beaten down by horses. Between the forest and this 
tell-tale place, a little behind the trampled ground, was 
the same track of small feet as in the garden. Here the 
carriage had stopped. 

At this place milady had come out of the wood and got 
into the carriage. 

Satisfied with this discovery, which confirmed all his sus- 
picions, Athos returned to the hotel and found Planchet 
impatiently waiting for him. 

Everything was as Athos had foreseen. 

Planchet had followed the road; like Athos, had noticed 
the bloodstains ; like Athos, had remarked the place where 
the horses had stopped. But he had gone farther than 
Athos, so that at the village of Festubert, while drinking 
at an inn, he had learned, without requiring to ask a ques- 
tion, that about half-past eight the evening before a 
wounded man, who accompanied a lady travelling in a 
post-chaise, had been obliged to stop, being unable to 
proceed. The accident was attributed to robbers, who 
had stopped the chaise in the wood. The man had re- 
mained in the village; the woman had taken a relay of 
horses and continued her journey. 

Planchet went in search of the postillion who had driven 
the chaise, and found him. He had taken the lady as far 
as Fromelles, and from Fromelles she had set out for Ar- 
mentiéres. Planchet took the short cut, and by seven 
o’clock in the morning was at Armentières. 

There was but one hotel, the Post. Planchet went and 
presented himself as a lackey out of a place, who was in 
search of a job. He had not chatted ten minutes with 
the people of the tavern before he knew that a lady had 
come there about eleven o’clock the night before alone, 
had taken a room, had sent for the steward, and told him 
that she wanted to stay some time in that neighbourhood. 

Planchet did not need to know any more. He hastened 
to the rendezvous, found the three lackeys at their posts, 
placed them as sentinels at all the doors of the hotel, and 
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came to find Athos, who was just hearing the last of the 
report when his friends returned. 

All their faces were melancholy and anxious, even Ara- 
mis’s mild face. 

“What is to be done ?”’ asked D’Artagnan. 

“Wait,” replied Athos. 

Each one went to his own room. 

At eight o’clock in the evening Athos ordered the horses 
to be saddled, and had Lord Winter and his friends notified 
to be prepared for the expedition. 

In an instant all five were ready. Each examined his 
arms, and put them in order. Athos was last to come down, 
and found D’Artagnan already on horseback and impatient. 

‘ Patience | ” cried Athos ; “ one of us is still lacking.” 

The four gentlemen-looked round them in astonish- 
ment, for they vainly wondered who this some one lacking 
could be. 

At this moment Planchet brought Athos’s horse. The 
musketeer leaped lightly into the saddle. 

‘Wait for me,” cried he; ‘I will be back.”’ 

And he set off at a gallop. 

In a quarter of an hour he returned, accompanied by a 
tall man, masked, and enveloped in a large red cloak. 

Lord Winter and the three musketeers looked at one 
another inquiringly. None of them could give the others 
any information, for all were ignorant who this man was. 
Nevertheless, they felt that this was as it should be, since 
the thing was done by Athos’s order. 

At nine o’clock, guided by Planchet, the little cavalcade 
set out, following the route the carriage had taken. 

It was a melancholy sight, that of these six men, riding 
silently, each plunged in his own thoughts, sad as despair, 
sombre as punishment. 


CHAPTER LXV. 
JUDGMENT. 


It was a dark and stormy night. Monstrous clouds were 
flying across the sky, concealing the light of the stars. The 
moon would not rise before midnight. 

Occasionally, by the light of a lightning flash gleaming 
along the horizon, the road could be seen stretching before 
them, white and solitary. Then when the flash became 
extinct, all relapsed into darkness, 
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Every instant Athos was calling D’Artagnan back, who 
constantly rode in advance of the little troop, and com- 
pelling him to fall into rank, though in a moment he was 
ahead again. He had but one thought, which was to go 
forward ; and he went. 

They silently rode through the little village of Festubert, 
where the wounded servant was; then they skirted the 
wood of Richebourg. When they had reached Herlier, 
Planchet, who was still acting as guide, turned to the left. 

Several times Lord Winter, or Porthos, or Aramis tried 
to have a word with the man in the red cloak. But at each 
question put to him he bowed, without making any reply. 
The travellers then understood that there must be some 
reason why the unknown kept silence, and ceased speaking 
to him. 

Moreover, the storm was increasing, the flashes succeeded 
each other rapidly, the thunder began to growl, and the 
wind, precursor of a hurricane, whistled in the plumes and 
the hair of the horsemen: 

The cavalcade rode at their utmost speed. 

A little beyond Fromelles the storm burst upon them. 
They put on their cloaks. They had still three leagues 
before them, and they rode amid torrents of rain. 

D’Artagnan had taken off his hat, and did not put on his 
cloak. He found it pleasant to let the water trickle over 
his burning brow, and down his body shaken with feverish 
chills. Ty 

Just as the little troop had passed Goskal, and were ap- 
proaching the Post, a man sheltered under a tree stepped 
out from its trunk, with which he had been confounded in 
the darkness, and advanced into the middle of the road, with 
his finger on his lips. 

Athos recognized Grimaud. 

“What's the matter?” cried Athos; ‘‘has she left 
Armentières ? ” 

Grimaud nodded. At a movement made by D’Artagnan,— 

‘“ Silence, D’Artagnan |! ” said Athos. ‘I have taken this 
whole affair myself, so it is my right to question Grimaud.” 

“Where is she ?”’ asked Athos. 

Grimaud stretched out his hands in the direction of the 
Lys. 

“Bar from here ? ” asked Athos. 

Grimaud showed his master his forefinger bent, 

“ Alone ?”’ asked Athos. jee 
Grimaud made a sign that she was. A 
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‘ Gentlemen,” said Athos, “she is alone, within half a 
league of here, in the direction of the river. ’Tis good! 
—Lead us forward, Grimaud.’’ 

Grimaud started off across country, and served as a guide 
to the cavalcade. 

At the end of nearly five hundred paces they came to a 
brook, which they forded. 

By a flash of lightning they saw the village of Enguing- 
hem. 

“Ts she there, Grimaud ? ” asked Athos. 

Grimaud shook his head. 

And the troop continued their route. 

Another flash gleamed. Grimaud stretched out his arm, 
and by the livid light of the fire-serpent they distinguished 
a little isolated house on the banks of the river, within a 
hundred paces of a ferry. 

One window was lighted. 

“ Here we are! ” said Athos. 

At this moment a man who had been crouching in a 
ditch jumped up. It was Mousqueton. He pointed his 
finger to the lighted window. 

““ She’s there,” said he. 

“And Bazin ? ” asked Athos. 

“While I was watching the window, he was watching 
the door.” 

“Good!” said Athos; ‘ you are all faithful servants.” 

Athos leaped down from his horse, gave the bridle to 
Grimaud, and advanced toward the window, after having 
made a sign to the rest of the troop to go toward the 
door. 

The little house was surrounded by a quickset hedge two 
or three feet high. Athos sprang over the hedge and went 
up to the window, which was without shutters, but had the 
half-curtains closely drawn. 

He got upon the stone coping, in order to see over the 
top of the curtain. 

By the light of the lamp he saw a woman wrapped in a 
dark mantle sitting on a stool near a dying fire. Her elbows 
rested on a mean table, and she leaned her head on her two 
hands, which were white as ivory. 

Her face was not distinguishable, but an ominous smile 
passed over Athos’s lips. There was no mistaking. It 
was indeed she whom he sought. 

At this moment a horse neighed. Milady raised her head, 
saw Athos’s pale face close to the window, and screamed. 
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Athos saw he was recognized, pushed the window with 
his knee and hand. It yielded; the panes broke. 

And Athos, like the spectre of vengeance, sprang into 
the room. 

Milady ran to the door and opened it; but paler and 
more threatening still than Athos, D’Artagnan stood on the 
threshold. 

Milady drew back, uttering a cry. D’Artagnan, believing she 
might have means of flight, and fearing lest she should escape 
them, drew a pistol from his belt. But Athos raised his hand. 

“Put back your weapon, D’Artagnan,” said he; ‘this 
woman must be judged and not assassinated. Wait but a 
moment longer, my friend, and you shall be satisfied. Come 
in, gentlemen.” 

D’Artagnan obeyed, for Athos had the solemn voice and 
the mighty gesture of a judge sent by the Lord Himself. 
So behind D’ Artagnan entered Porthos, Aramis, Lord Winter, 
and the man in the red cloak. 

The four lackeys guarded the door and the window. 

Milady had sunk into a chair, with her hands extended, 
as if to conjure away this terrible apparition. On perceiving 
her brother-in-law she uttered a terrible cry. 

“ What do you want ?”’ screamed milady. 

‘We want,” said Athos, ‘‘ Charlotte Backson, who first 
was called Comtesse de la Fére, and afterwards Lady Winter, 
Baroness of Sheffield.” 

“Tam she! I am she!’ murmured she, at the height 
of terror. ‘ What do you want of me ? ” 

“We intend to judge you according to your crimes,” 
said Athos. ‘ You shall be free to defend yourself. Justify 
yourself if you can.—Monsieur d’Artagnan, it is for you to 
accuse her first.” 

D’Artagnan stepped forward. 

“Before God and before men,’’ said he, ‘“ I accuse this 
woman of poisoning Constance Bonacieux, who died yester- 
day evening.” 

He turned to Porthos and Aramis. 

‘We bear witness to this,’ said the two musketeers, with 
one impulse. 

D’Artagnan continued,— 

“ Before God and before men, I accuse this woman of 
having tried to poison me by wine which she sent me from 
Villeroi, with a forged letter, purporting that the wine came 
from my friends. God preserved me, but a man named 
Brisemont died in my place.” 
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‘We bear witness to this,” said Porthos and Aramis, in 
the same voice. 

“Before God and before men, I accuse this woman of 
having urged me to murder the Baron de Wardes. But 
as no one is present to bear witness to the truth of this ac- 
cusation, I attest it myself. I have done.” 

And M. d@’Artagnan passed to the other side of the room 
with Porthos and Aramis. 

“Tt is your turn, milord,”’ said Athos. 

The baron came forward. 

““ Before God and before men,” said he' “I accuse this 
woman of having caused the assassination of the Duke of 
Buckingham.” 

“The Duke of Buckingham assassinated!’ cried all 
present with one voice. 

“Yes,”’ said the baron, “assassinated. On receiving the 
warning letter you wrote to me, I had this woman arrested, 
and put her in the charge of a loyal servant. She cor- 
rupted this man, she placed the dagger in his hand, she 
made him kill the duke. And at this moment, perhaps, 
Felton is paying with his life for this fury’s crime | ” 

A shudder crept through the judges at the revelation of 
these crimes of which they had not yet heard. 

“This is not all,” proceeded Lord Winter. “My brother, 
who made you his heir, died in three hours, of a strange dis- 
order, which left livid traces over all his body. Sister, how 
did your husband die ? ” 

“Horror!” cried Porthos and Aramis. 

“ Buckingham’s assassin, Felton’s assassin, my brother’s 
assassin, I demand justice upon you, and I swear that if it 
be not granted to me, I will execute it myself.” 

And Lord Winter ranged himself by D’Artagnan’s side, 
leaving his place free for another accuser. 

Milady buried her face in her two hands, and tried to 
recall her ideas, confused in a mortal vertigo. 

“Tt is my turn,” said-Athos, himself trembling as the lion 
trembles at the sight of the serpent—‘“it is my turn. I 
married this woman when she was a young girl. I married 
her in spite of all my family. I gave her my wealth, I gave 
her my name; and one day I discovered that this woman 
was branded—this woman was marked with a fleur-de-lis 
on her left shoulder.” 

“Oh,” said milady, “I defy you to find the tribunal 
which pronounced that infamous sentence upon me, I 
defy you to find him who executed it.” 
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“Silence!”’ said a voice. “It is for me to reply to 
that!” 

And the man in the red cloak came forward in his turn. 

“Who is this man? who is this man?” cried milady. 
She was suffocated by terror; her hair, which had become 
undone, seemed to stand up over her livid countenance as 
if it were alive. 

All eyes were fixed on this man, for to all except Athos 
he was unknown. 

Even Athos looked at him with as much stupefaction as 
the others, for he knew not how he could in any way be 
mixed up with the horrible drama which was at that 
moment coming to its climax. 

After approaching milady with a slow and solemn step, 
so that the table alone separated them, the unknown took 
off his mask. 

Milady for some time examined with increasing terror 
his pale face, framed in its black hair and beard, and the 
only expression of which was icy sternness. Then all at 
once,— 


“Oh no, no!” cried she, rising and retreating to the 
very wall; ‘no, no! it is an infernal apparition! It is 
ey SP : 
not he! Help, help!” she screamed in a hoarse voice, 


turning to the wall as if she could tear an opening in it 
with her hands. 

‘But who are you, then?” cried all the witnesses of 
this scene. 

“Ask this woman,”’ said the man in the red cloak, ‘‘for 
you see well enough she knows me!” 

“The executioner of Lille! the executioner of Lille!” 
cried milady, a prey to wild terror, and clinging with her 
hands to the wall to avoid falling. 

Every one drew back, and the man in the red cloak re- 
mained standing alone in the middle of the room. 

“Oh, forgive me! pardon, pardon!” cried the wretched 
woman, falling on her knees. 

The unknown waited for silence. 

‘I told you so—that she knew me,” he went on to say. 
“Yes, I am the executioner of the city of Lille, and here is 
my story.” 

All eyes were fixed upon this man ; his words were awaited 
with anxious eagerness. 

‘“ This young woman when she was a young maiden was 
as beautiful as she is now. She was a nun in the convent 
of the Benedictines of Templemar. A young priest, of a 
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simple and believing heart, was the chaplain of that con- 
vent. She undertook to seduce him, and succeeded ; she 
would have seduced a saint. 

“The vows of both were sacred—irrevocable. Their 
intrigue could not last long without ruining both. She 
prevailed on him to leave the country; but for them to 
leave the country, to escape together, to reach another 
part of France, where they might live at ease because there 
they would be unknown, money was necessary. Neither 
of them had any. The priest stole the sacred utensils and 
sold them. But as they were preparing to escape together, 
they were both arrested. 

“ Within a week she seduced the jailer’s son and escaped. 
The young priest was condemned to ten years in chains, 
and to be branded. I was executioner of the city of Lille, 
as this woman has said. I was obliged to brand the guilty 
man ; and the guilty man, gentlemen, was my brother ! 

““T then swore that this woman who had ruined him, who 
was more than his accomplice, since she had spurred him on 
to commit the crime, should share at least his punishment. 
I suspected the place where she was concealed. I followed 
her, I caught her, I bound her, and I imprinted the same 
disgraceful mark on her that I had imprinted on my poor 
brother. 

“The day after my return to Lille, my brother in his 
turn succeeded in making his escape. I was accused of 
complicity, and was condemned to stay in prison in his 
place till he should be again a prisoner. My poor brother 
was ignorant of my condemnation. He had rejoined this 
woman. They fled together into Berry, and there he ob- 
tained a little curacy. This woman passed for his sister. 

“The lord of the estate on which the curate’s church was 
situated saw this pretended sister, and fell in love with her 
so sincerely that he offered to marry her. Then she left 
the man whom she had ruined for the man whom she was 
destined to ruin, and became the Comtesse de la Fére (a 

All eyes were turned toward Athos, whose real name this 
was. He bowed his head in token that all that the exe- 
cutioner had said was true. 

“Then,” resumed the other, ‘‘ mad, desperate, determined 
to get rid of an existence from which she had taken away 
everything, both honour and happiness, my poor brother 
returned to Lille, and learning the sentence that had con- 
demned me in his place, gave himself up, and hanged himself 
that same night from the air-hole of his dungeon cell. 

20 


588 THE THREE MUSKETEERS, 


‘‘T must say in justice that they who had condemned me 
kept their word. As soon as the identity of the body was 
proved, I was set at liberty. 

“That is the crime of which I accuse her. That is the 
cause of her being branded.”’ 

“Monsieur d’Artagnan,”’ said Athos, ‘what penalty do 
you demand against this woman ? ”’ 

“The penalty of death,” replied D’Artagnan. 

‘“ Milord de Winter,” continued Athos, “‘ what penalty do 
you demand against this woman ? ” 

“The penalty of death,” replied Lord Winter. 

“MM. Porthos and Aramis,” repeated Athos, “you who 
are her judges, what penalty do you pronounce on this 
woman ?”’ 

“The penalty of death,” replied the musketeers in a 
hollow voice. 

Milady uttered a frightful shriek, and dragged herself 
along on her knees several paces toward her judges. 

Athos stretched out his hand toward her, 

“Charlotte Backson, Comtesse de la Fére, Milady de 
Winter,”’ said he, ‘your crimes have wearied men on earth 
and God in heaven. If you know any prayer, say it; for 
you are condemned, and you shall die.” 

At these words, which left her no hope, milady rose to 
her full height and tried to speak, but her strength failed 
her. She felt that a powerful and implacable hand was 
seizing her by the hair, and was dragging her away as 
irrevocably as fate drags man. She did not, therefore, even 
attempt to make any resistance, and went out of the cottage. 

Lord Winter, D’Artagnan, Athos, Porthos, and Aramis 
followed her. The lackeys followed their masters, and 
the room was left desolate, with its broken window, its 
open door, and its smoky lamp burning forlornly on the 
table. 


CHAPTER LXVI: 
EXECUTION. 


It was almost midnight. The moon hollowed by its waning, 
and red as blood under the last traces of the storm, was 
rising behind the little town of Armentières, which outlined 
against its pallid light the dark silhouette of its houses and 
the skeleton of its high carved belfry. In front of them the 
Lys was rolling its waters like a river of molten lead; while 
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on the other bank could be seen a black mass of trees, out- 
lined against a stormy sky, which was invaded by huge 
coppery clouds, creating a kind of twilight amid the night. 
On the left was an old abandoned windmill, with motion- 
less vans, from the ruins of which an owl was emitting its 
shrill, periodical, and monotonous cry. Here and there in 
the plain, on the right and on the left of the road, which the 
dismal procession followed, appeared a few low, stunted trees 
looking like deformed dwarfs crouching down as if to watch 
men at this ominous hour. 

From time to time a broad sheet of lightning opened the 
horizon in its whole width, zigzagged over the black mass of 
trees, and came like a terrible scimitar, cutting the sky and 
the water into two parts. Not a breath of wind disturbed 
the heavy atmosphere. A deathlike silence oppressed all 
nature. The soil was humid and glistening with the rain 
which had just fallen, and the refreshed herbs distilled their 
perfume with increased energy. 

Two of the lackeys dragged milady along, each taking 
one of her arms. The executioner walked behind them, 
and Lord Winter, D’Artagnan, Porthos, and Aramis walked 
behind the executioner. 

Planchet and Bazin came last. 

The two lackeys led milady toward the river. Her 
mouth was mute, but her eyes spoke with their inexpressible 
eloquence, supplicating by turns each of those on whom 
she looked. 

When she found herself a few paces in advance, she 
whispered to the lackeys,— 

“A thousand pistoles to each of you if you will protect my 
flight. Butif you deliver me up to your masters, I have at 
hand avengers who will make you pay dearly for my death.” 

Grimaud hesitated ; Mousqueton trembled in all his limbs. 

Athos, hearing milady’s voice, came up quickly. Lord 
Winter did the same. 

“Send off these lackeys,” said he. “‘ She has spoken to 
them ; they are no longer safe.” 

Planchet and Bazin were summoned, and took the places 
of Grimaud and Mousqueton. 

When they reached the banks of the river the executioner 
approached milady and bound her hands and her feet. 

Then she broke silence to cry out,— 

“You are cowards, you are miserable assassins! It 
takes ten men of you to murder one woman! Beware! 
it I am not rescued I shall be avenged.” 
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“You are not a woman,” said Athos coldly. ‘“‘ You do 
not belong to the human species. You are a demon escaped 
from hell, and we are going to send you back again.” 

“Ah, you virtuous men!” exclaimed milady; ‘but 
remember that he who touches a hair of my head is him- 
self an assassin.” 

‘“ The executioner can kill, madame, without being on 
that account an assassin,’’ said the man in the red cloak, 
striking on his immense sword. ‘ He is the last judge; 
that is all.” 

And as he was binding her while saying these words, 
milady uttered two or three wild cries, which produced 
a strange effect, flying away into the night and losing them- 
selves in the depth of the woods. 

“But if I am guilty, if I have committed the crimes 
you charge me with,” shrieked milady, “take me before a 
tribunal. You are not judges, you, to condemn me!” 

‘I offered you Tyburn,” said Lord Winter. “ Why did 
you not accept it ?”’ 

‘ Because I do not want to die! ”’ cried milady, writhing ; 
“because I am too young to die ! ” 

‘The woman you poisoned at Béthune was even younger 
than you, madame, and yet she is dead,” said D’Artagnan. 

“T will enter a cloister ; I will become a nun,” said milady. 

“You were in a cloister,”” said the executioner, ‘and you 
left it to destroy my brother.” 

Milady uttered a cry of terror and sank on her knees. 

The executioner lifted her up by her arms and was carry- 
ing her toward the boat. 

“Oh, my God!” cried she, ““my God! Are you going to 
drown me ? ” 

These cries had something so heartrending in them that 
D’Artagnan, who had been at first the most implacable 
against milady, sank down on a stump and bent his head, 
covering his ears with the palms of his hands; and yet, not- 
withstanding this, he still heard her threaten and cry. 

D’Artagnan was the youngest of all these men; his 
heart failed him. 

“Oh, I cannot behold this frightful spectacle ! I cannot 
consent that this woman should die thus ! ” 

Milady heard these few words, and caught at a gleam of 


pe. { 

““D’Artagnan, D’Artagnan!” cried she, “remember [ 
loved you!” 

The young man rose and took a step toward her, . . 
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But Athos arose, drew his sword, and placed himself in 
front of him. 

“Tf you take one step farther, D’Artagnan,” said he, 
** we cross swords.” 

M. d’Artagnan fell on his knees and prayed. 


“Come!” continued Athos; ‘executioner, do your 
duty.” 
Willingly, monseigneur,”’ said the executioner; ‘‘ for as 


true as I am a good Catholic, I firmly believe I am right in 
performing my functions on this woman.’ 

‘“?Tis well.” 

Athos took a step toward milady. 

‘I pardon you,” said he, ‘‘ the ill you have done me; I 
pardon you for my blasted future, my lost honour, my 
defiled love, and my salvation for ever compromised by the 
despair into which you have cast me. Die in peace!” 

Lord Winter advanced next. 

‘I pardon you,” said he, “ the poisoning of my brother, 
the assassination of his Grace the Duke of Buckingham ; I 
pardon you poor Felton’s death; I pardon you the attempts 
on me personally. Die in peace!” 

‘“ And I,” said D’Artagnan—“ pardon me, madame, for 
having by deceit, unworthy of a gentleman, provoked your 
anger; and in exchange I pardon you the murder of 
my poor sweetheart and your cruel vengeance against me. 
I pardon you, and I weep for you. Die in peace!” 

- “JT am lost!’? murmured milady in English; “‘I must 
161 
| Then she rose of her own accord, and cast around her one 
of those keen looks which seemed to dart from a flaming eye. 

She saw nothing. 

She listened ; she heard nothing. 

She had only enemies around her. 

‘“ Where am I to die ? ”’ she asked. 

““On the other bank,’’ replied the executioner. 

Then he made her enter the boat, and just as he was going 
to set foot in it himself, Athos handed him a sum of money. 

“ Here,” said he, ‘is the price of the execution, that it 
may be plain we are acting as judges.”’ 

“Very well,” said the executioner. ‘“ And now, in her 
turn, let this woman see that I am not fulfilling my trade, 
but my duty.” 

And he threw the money into the river. 

The boat moved off toward the left bank of the Lys, 
bearing the guilty woman and the executioner. All the 
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others remained on the right bank, where they had fallen 
on their knees. é 

The boat glided along the ferry-rope under the gleam of 
a pale cloud which hung over the water at the moment. 

It was seen reaching the opposite bank; the figures were 
outlined in black against the red-tinted horizon. 

Milady during the passage had contrived to untie the 
cord which fastened her feet; on reaching the bank, she 
jumped lightly on shore and took to flight. 

But the soil was moist. When she reached the top of the 
bank she slipped and fell on her knees. 

A superstitious idea struck her: she realized that Heaven 
denied her its aid, and she remained in the attitude in 
which she had fallen, with her head drooping and her hands 
clasped. 

Then from the other bank the executioner was seen to 
raise both his arms slowly. A moonbeam fell on the blade 
of his broadsword, His two arms fell; they heard the 
hissing of the scimitar and the victim’s cry; then a trun- 
cated mass sank under the blow. 

The executioner then took off his red cloak, spread it on 
the ground, laid the body in it, threw in the head, tied it 
by the four corners, lifted it on his shoulder, and got into 
the boat again. 

In the middle of the stream he stopped the boat, and hold- 
ing his burden over the water,— 

‘ Let the justice of God be done!” cried he, in a loud 
voice. 

And he let the body drop into the depths of the waters, 
which closed over it. 

Three days later the four musketeers were in Paris again. 
They had not exceeded their leave of absence, and that 
same evening went to pay their customary visit to M. de 
Tréville. 

‘Well, gentlemen,” asked the excellent captain, ‘have 
you enjoyed your excursion ?”’ t 

“ Prodigiously ! ” replied Athos for himself and his com- 
panions. 


> 


CONCLUSION. 


On the sixth of the following month the king, in com- 
liance with the promise he had made the cardinal to leave 
aris and to veturn to Rochelle, departed from his capital, 
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unable to recover from his amazement at the news which 
was just beginning to spread abroad that Buckingham had 
been assassinated. 

Though warned that the man she had loved so fondly was 
in danger, the queen, when his death was announced to her, 
would not lend credence to it; she was even imprudent 
enough to exclaim,— 

“Tt is false ; he has just written to me ! ” 

But the next day she was obliged to believe this fatal 
intelligence. La Porte, detained in England, as every one 
else had been, by the orders of King Charles I., arrived, 
bringing the last, the funereal present which Buckingham 
sent to the queen. 

The king’s joy had been very lively. He did not trouble 
to dissemble it, but even displayed it with affectation before 
the queen. Louis XIII. like all weak minds, was wanting 
in generosity. 

But the king soon became dull and indisposed again ; his 
brow was not one of the kind that are serene for any length 
of time. He felt that by returning to his camp he was about 
to become a slave again, and yet nevertheless he returned. 

The cardinal was for him the fascinating serpent, and he 
was the bird flying from branch to branch without being 
able to escape. 

So the return to Rochelle was profoundly dull. Our four 
friends in particular astonished their comrades. They 
travelled together, side by side, with melancholy eyes and 
hanging heads. Athos alone from time to time raised his 
broad brow. A flash kindled in his eyes, a bitter smile 
‘passed over his lips. Then, like his comrades, he again 
resumed his reveries. 

When the escort arrived in a city, as soon as they had 
escorted the king to his lodgings the four friends either re- 
tired to their own quarters or to some secluded tavern, 
where they neither drank nor played. They only conversed 
in a low voice, looking around attentively that no one 
overheard them. 

One day, when the king had halted on the way to fly the 
magpie, and the four friends, according to their custom, 
instead of following the sport. had stopped at a tavern on 
the turnpike, a man, riding full speed from Rochelle, pulled 
up at the door to drink a glass of wine, and glanced into 
the room where the four musketeers were sitting at table. 

‘ Hello, Monsieur d’Artagnan !” said he, ‘isn’t it you I 
see in there ?” 
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: D’Artagnan raised his head and uttered a cry of joy. It 
was the man he called his phantom ; it was the stranger of 
Meung, of the Rue des Fossoyeurs, and of Arras. 

D’ Artagnan drew his sword and sprang toward the door. 

But this time, instead of eluding him, the stranger leaped 
from his horse and advanced to meet D’Artagnan. 

“Ah, sir!” said the young man, ‘ I meet you, then, at 
last! This time you shall not escape me ! ” 

‘ Neither is it my intention, sir, for this time I was seeking 
you. Iarrest you in the name of the king. I tell you that 
you must surrender your sword to me, sir, and that without 
resistance. Your life depends upon it. I warn you.’ 

‘But who are you ?” demanded D’Artagnan, lowering 

the point of his sword, but without yet surrendering it. 

“Tam the Chevalier de Rochefort,” answered the stranger, 
‘ Cardinal Richelieu’s equerry, and I have orders to conduct 
you to his Eminence.” 

“We are returning to his Eminence, chevalier,” said 
Athos, advancing ; “and you will be good enough to accept 
M. d’Artagnan’s word that he will go straight to Ro- 
chelle.”’ 

“I must place him in the hands of guards who will take 
him to camp. 

“We will serve as his guards, sir, on our word as gentle- 
men; but, on our word as gentlemen, likewise,’ added 
Athos, ““M. d’'Artagnan shall not leave us.” 

The Chevalier de Rochefort cast a glance backward, and 
saw that Porthos and Aramis had taken their places be- 
tween him and the door. He perceived that he was com- 
pletely at the mercy of these four men. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “if M. d’Artagnan will surrender 
his sword to me and join his word to yours, I shall be satis- 
fied with your promise to convey M. d’Artagnan to the 
cardinal’s quarters.”’ 

“You have my word, sir, and here is my sword.” 

‘“ This suits me all the better,’’ said Rochefort, ‘‘ as I must 
continue my journey.” | 

“Tf it is to rejoin milady,” said Athos coolly, “ it is use- 
less. You will not find her.” 

‘What has become of her ?”’ asked Rochefort eagerly. 

“Come back with us to the camp and you shall know.” 

Rochefort remained thoughtful for a moment; then, as 
they were only a day’s journey from Surgéres, where the 
cardinal was coming to meet the king, he resolved to follow 
Athos’s advice and go back with them. 
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Besides, this return gave him the advantage of watching 
over his prisoner. 

They resumed their route. 

At three o’clock the next afternoon they reached Surgéres. 
The cardinal was there awaiting Louis XIII. The minister 
and the king exchanged numerous caresses, congratulating 
each other on the fortunate chance which had freed France 
from the implacable enemy who had been rousing all Europe 
against her. After this the cardinal, who had been informed 
by Rochefort that D’Artagnan was arrested, and who was 
anxious to see him, took leave of the king, inviting him to 
come the next day to view the works on the dike, which 
were completed. 

The cardinal, on returning in the evening to his head- 
quarters at the bridge of La Pierre, found D’Artagnan, with- 
out his sword; and the three musketeers armed, standing 
before the door of the house which he was occupying. 

This time, as he was well attended, he looked at them 
sternly, and made a sign with his eye and hand for D’Artag- 
nan to follow him. 

D’Artagnan obeyed. 

““We shall wait for you, D’Artagnan,”’ said Athos, loud 
enough for the cardinal to hear him. 

His Eminence kept on his way without uttering a single 
word. 

D’Artagnan entered after the cardinal, and behind D’Ar- 
tagnan the door was guarded. 

His Eminence went to the room which served him as a 
study, and made a sign to Rochefort to bring in the young 
musketeer. 

Rochefort obeyed and retired. 

D’Artagnan remained alone before the cardinal. This was 
his second interview with Richelieu, and he afterwards con- 
fessed that he felt sure it would be his last. 

Richelieu remained standing, leaning against the mantel- 
piece. A table was between him and D’Artagnan. 

“ Sir,’ said the cardinal, ‘ you have been arrested by my 
orders.” 

‘* So I have been told, monseigneur.”’ 

‘“ Do you know why ? ” 

“No, monseigneur, for the only thing for which I could 
be arrested is still unknown to your Eminence.”’ 

Richelieu looked steadfastly at the young man. 

“Indeed !’”’ said he; ‘ what does that mean ?”’ 

‘If monseigneur will first tell me what crimes I am 
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charged with, I will then tell the deeds that I have 
done.” 

“You are charged with crimes that have brought down 
far loftier heads than yours, sir,’’ said the cardinal. 

“ What are they, monseigneur ?”’? demanded D’Artagnan, 
with a calmness that astonished the cardinal himself. 

“You are charged with having corresponded with the 
enemies of the kingdom. You are charged with having 
surprised state secrets. You are charged with having 
tried to thwart your general’s plans.’’’ 

‘And who charges me with this, monseigneur ? ” said 
D’Artagnan, who suspected the accusation came from 
milady—‘‘a woman branded by the law of the country ; 
a woman who was married to one man in France and to an- 
other in England ; a woman who poisoned her second hus- 
band, and who attempted to poison me ! ” 

‘What is all this, sir ?’’ cried the cardinal, astonished ; 
‘and what woman are you speaking of thus ? ? 

‘Of Milady de Winter,” replied D’Artagnan—“ yes, of 
Milady de Winter, of whose many crimes your Eminence 
was doubtless ignorant when you honoured her with your 
confidence.”’ 

‘ Sir,” said the cardinal, “if Milady de Winter has com- 
mitted the crimes which you say, she shall be punished.” 

‘ She is punished, monseigneur.”’ 

“ And who has punished her ?” 

cc We.”’ 

“Is she in prison ? ” 

‘ She is dead.” 

“Dead !”’ repeated the cardinal, who could not believe 
what he heard. ‘Dead! Did you say she was dead ?” 

‘* Three times she tried to kill me, and I pardoned her. 
But she killed the woman I loved. Then my friends and 
I took her, tried her, and condemned her.” 

D’Artagnan then related the poisoning of Madame Bona- 
cieux in the Carmelite convent of Béthune, the trial in the 
lonely house, and the execution on the banks of the Lys. 

A shudder ran through the cardinal’s body, and yet he 
did not shudder readily. 

But suddenly, as if under the influence of a secret thought, 
the cardinal’s face, till that moment gloomy, began gradu- 
ally to grow serene, and at last recovered the most perfect 
serenity. 

“So,’”’ said the cardinal, in a tone the mildness of which 
contrasted with the severity of his words, ‘‘ you have con- 
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stituted yourselves judges, forgetting that they who punish 
without licence to punish are assassins ?”’ 

‘ Monseigneur, 1 swear to you that I have never for an 
instant had the intention of defending my head against you. 
I will submit to the punishment your Eminence may please 
to inflict upon me. I do not hold life dear enough to be 
afraid of death.” 

“Yes, I know you are a man of courage, sir,’’ said the 
cardinal, in a tone almost affectionate; ‘‘I can therefore 
tell you beforehand you shall be tried, even condemned.” 

“ Another might reply to your Eminence that he had his 
pardon in his pocket. I shall content myself with saying, 
Command, monseigneur ; I am ready.”’ 

“Your pardon ?”’ said Richelieu, surprised. 

“Yes, monseigneur, said D’Artagnan. 

“And signed by whom? By the king ? ” 

And the cardinal pronounced these words with a singular 
expression of contempt. 

“ No ; by your Eminence.” 

“By me? You are mad, sir!” 

‘“ Monseigneur will doubtless recognize his own writing.” 

And D’Artagnan presented to the cardinal the precious 
paper which Athos had forced from milady, and which he 
had given to D’Artagnan to serve him as a safeguard. 

His Eminence took the paper and read in a slow voice, 
dwelling on every syllable :— 

€ August 5, 1628. 

«« By my order, and for the good of the State, the bearer 

hereof has done what he has done. RICHELIEU.” 


, The cardinal, after reading these two lines, fell into deep 
thought, but he did not return the paper to D’Artagnan. 

‘“ He is meditating by what sort of punishment he shall 
put me to death,” said D’Artagnan to himself. ‘‘ Very well! 
On my faith, he shall see how a gentleman can die ! ”’ 

The young musketeer was in an excellent disposition to 
die like a hero. 

Richelieu still continued thinking, twisting and untwisting 
the paper in his hands. At last he raised his head, fixed his 
eagle look upon D’Artagnan’s frank, loyal, intelligent face, 
read on his face, furrowed with tears, all the sufferings he 
had endured for a month, and reflected for the third or fourth 
time what a future this young man had before him, and 
what resources his activity, his courage, and his under- 
standing could devote to a good master. 
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' On the other hand, milady’s crimes, her strength of mind, 
and her infernal genius had more than once terrified him, 
He felt something like a secret joy at being for ever rid of 
such a dangerous accomplice. 

He slowly tore the paper which D’Artagnan had gener- 
ously placed in his hand. 

‘I am lost !”’ said D’Artagnan to himself. 

And he bowed low before the cardinal, like a man who 
says, “‘ Lord, Thy will be done ! ” 

The cardinal went to the table, and without sitting down, 
wrote a few lines on a parchment, two-thirds of which was 
already filled up, and affixed his seal to it. 

‘ That is my condemnation,” thought D’Artagnan. “He 
will spare me the tedium of the Bastille or the slow processes 
of atrial. It’s another proof of his kindness.” 

““ Here, sir,’”’ said the cardinal to the young man; “ I have 
taken from you one signed blank, and I give you another. 
The name is wanting in this commission, and you yourself 
will write it in.” 

D’Artagnan took the paper hesitatingly, and cast his eyes 
over it. 

It was a lieutenant’s commission in the musketeers. 

D’Artagnan fell at the cardinal’s feet. 

‘ Monseigneur,” said he, “‘ my life is yours! Hencefor- 
ward dispose of it. But I do not deserve this favour which 
you bestow on me. I have three friends who are more 
meritorious and more worthy——”’ 

“You are an honest fellow, D’Artagnan,” interrupted the 
cardinal, tapping him familiarly on the shoulder, charmed 
at having subdued this rebellious nature. “ Do with this 
commission what you will. Only remember that though 
the name is left blank I give it to you.” 

‘I shall never forget it,” replied D’Artagnan. “ Your 
Eminence may be certain of that.” 

The cardinal turned round and said in a loud voice,— 

‘Rochefort ! ? 

The chevalier, who doubtless was behind the door, entered 
immediately. 

“Rochefort,” said the cardinal, ‘‘ you see M. d’Artagnan. 
I receive him among the number of my friends. Shake 
hands, then, and be prudent, if you wish to preserve your 
heads.” 

Rochefort and D’Artagnan saluted each other distantly, 
but the cardinal was there observing them Miers mis vigilant 
eye. 
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They left the chamber at the same time. 

“We shall meet again, shall we not, sir ?”’ 

““When you please,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘“ An opportunity will offer,’’ replied Rochefort. 

“ What's that ?”’ said the cardinal, opening the door. 

The two men smiled at each other, shook hands, and 
bowed to his Eminence. 

‘ We were beginning to grow impatient,” said Athos. 

“Here I am, friends,” replied D’Artagnan—“ not only 
free, but in favour.” 

‘€ Will you tell us about it ? ” 

“This evening.” 

Accordingly, that same evening D’Artagnan repaired to 
the quarters of Athos, whom he found in a fair way of 
emptying his bottle of Spanish wine, an occupation which he 
religiously fulfilled every night. 

He related what had taken place between the cardinal and 
himself, and drawing the commission from his pocket, — 

“Here, my dear Athos,” said he; “this naturally belongs 
to you.” 

Athos smiled his sweet, fascinating smile. 

“ My friend,” said he, ‘“‘ for Athos this is too much, for 
the Comte de la Fére it is too little. Keep the commission ; 
itis yours. Alas! my God! it has cost you enough.” 

D’ Artagnan left Athos’s room and went to Porthos’s. 

He found him dressed in a magnificent coat covered with 
splendid embroidery, looking at himself in a glass. 

‘ Ah, ha!’ exclaimed Porthos; “it is you, dear friend. 
How do you think these garments fit me ?”’ 

“ Wonderfully well,” said D’Artagnan. ‘But I have 
come to offer you a dress which will suit you still better.’’ 

' What's that ?”’ asked Porthos. 

“ That of a lieutenant in the musketeers.”’ 

D’Artagnan related to Porthos his interview with the 
cardinal, and taking the commission from his pocket,— 

‘’ Here, my dear,” said he; “ write your name in it, and 
become my officer.”’ 

Porthos cast his eyes over the commission, and returned 
it to D’Artagnan, to the young man’s great astonish- 
ment. 

“Yes,” said he—“ yes, that would flatter me very much, 
but I should not have time enough to enjoy the distinction. 
During our expedition to Béthune my duchess’s husband 
died ; so that, my dear, since the coffer of the defunct is 
holding out its arms to me, I am going to marry the widow. 
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Look here! I was trying on my wedding suit. Keep your 
lieutenancy, my dear, keep it.” 

The young man entered Aramis’s apartment. 

He found him kneeling before a praying-desk, with his 
head leaning on an open prayer-book. 

He described to him his interview with the cardinal, and 
for the third time drawing his commission from his pocket,— 

“You, our friend, our intelligence, our invisible pro- 
tector,” said he, “‘ accept this commission. You have de- 
served it more than any one by your wisdom and your 
counsels, which were always followed by such happy re- 
sults.” 

“Alas! dear friend,”’ said Aramis, “our recent adventures 
have entirely disgusted me with life and with the sword. 
This time my determination is irrevocably taken. After the 
siege I shall enter the house of the Lazarists. Keep the 
commission, D’Artagnan. The profession of arms suits you. 
You will be a brave and gallant captain.” 

D’Artagnan, his eye moist with gratitude and beaming 
with joy, went back to Athos, whom he found still at table, 
contemplating the charms of his last glass of Malaga by the 
light of his lamp. 

“Well,” said he, “they also have refused this com- 
mission ! ” 

“Because, dear friend, no one is more worthy of it than 
yourself.” 

And he took a pen, wrote D’Artagnan’s name on the com- 
mission, and returned it to him. 

‘I shall then no longer have any friends,” said the young 
man. ‘‘ Alas! nothing more, only bitter recollections.” 

And he let his head sink into his hands, while two tears 
rolled down his cheeks. 

“You are young,” replied Athos, “‘ and your bitter recol- 
lections have time to be changed into sweet memories,” 
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EPILOGUE. 


RocHELLE, deprived of the aid of the English fleet and the 
reinforcements promised by Buckingham, surrendered after 
a siege of a year. On the 28th of October, 1628, the capit- 
ulation was signed. 

The king made his entrance into Paris on December 23, 
the same year. He was received in triumph, as if he came 
from conquering an enemy and not Frenchmen. He 
entered by the Faubourg St. Jacques with magnificent 
display. 

The procession, led by symbolical cars, passed under a 
dozen triumphal arches, on which all the gods of Olympus 
were celebrating the unnumbered virtues of Louis the Vic- 
torious. An immense throng, stationed along the whole 
route of the procession, rent the air with their enthusiastic 
acclamations, greeting the conquerer’s return. 

D’Artagnan took possession of his rank. Porthos left the 
service, and during the following year married Madame 
Coquenard. The coffer so eagerly coveted contained 800,000 
livres. 

Mousqueton had a magnificent livery, and enjoyed the 
satisfaction for which he had yearned all his life—that of 
standing behind a gilded carriage. 

Aramis, after a long absence in Lorraine, suddenly dis- 
appeared, and ceased to write his friends. They learned 
long afterwards, through Madame de Chevreuse, who told 
it to two or three of her lovers, that he had decided to 
assume the habit in a religious house at Nancy. 

_ Bazin became a lay brother. 

Athos remained a musketeer under D’Artagnan’s com- 
mand till the year 1631, when, after a journey which he made 
to Touraine, he also quitted the service, under the pretext 
of having just inherited a small property in Roussillon. 

Grimaud followed Athos. 

D’Artagnan fought three times with Rochefort, and 
wounded him three times. 

“T shall probably kill you the fourth,” said he to him, 
holding out his hand to assist him to rise. 

“ Then it is better for you and for me that we stop here,” 
answered the wounded man. ‘Zounds ! I am much more 
your friend than you think; for after our very first en- 
counter, I could, by saying a word to the cardinal, have had 
your head cut off!” 
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This time they heartily shook hands, and without retain- 
ing any malice. 

Planchet obtained from Rochefort the rank of sergeant in 
the guards. 

M. Bonacieux lived on very quietly, perfectly ignorant of 
what had become of his wife, and caring very little about the 
matter. One day he had the imprudence to recall himself 
to the cardinal’s memory. The cardinal sent him word 
that he would see to it that he should never want for any- 
thing in future. 

In fact, the next day M. Bonacieux left his house at seven 
o’clock in the evening to go to the Louvre, and he was never 
seen again in the Rue des Fossoyeurs. The opinion of those 
who seemed to be best informed was that he was fed and 
lodged in some royal castle, at the expense of his generous 
Eminence. 


THE END. 
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The France of Louis XIII and Cardinal Richelieu is the setting 
for this great adventure story. Dumas re-created the historicat 
background accurately and introduced real events and real 
people. But the strength of The Three Musketeers derives 
from Dumas’s supreme skill as a story-teller and from his 
powerful characterization. The narrative moves swiftly 
and surely from incident to incident, intrigue to intrigue 
and the four heroes are among the most attractive ever 
crerted : d'Artagnon, the most gallant of adventurers; 4 
Porthos, the loyal, simple giant; Aramis, both priest and man 
of the world; and Athos, the gentleman. The Three 
Musketeers, published in 1844, was Dumas’s first novel, 
and has remained his most consistently poputar. 
Alexandre Dumas was born in 1802, the son of a 
distinguished general. A job on the secretarial staff of the 
Duc d'Orléans took him to Paris, where he first came into 
contact with young writers. He read avidly, haunted tr 
theatre and, quite soon, began to write for the stage fF a 
Throughout his life he lived extravagantly and genero) 
He travelled in Russia, Africa and Europe; he took pa 
1830 rising and in Garibaldi's revolution; he was con! 
in debt. He wrote prolifically, for love and money, 
throughout his life, and died in 1870 in his son’s hou 
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